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NEW WELLS FOR OLD. 

Ovkr the top of Part II. of The Out¬ 
line of History I caught the smiling 
glance of the man in tho opposite 
cornet - of the compartment. 

“Good stuff that,” ho said, indicating 
the History with a jerk of his head. 

“Quito,” 1 agreed, maintaining my 
distance. 

“ Immense,” he continuod. " And it 
moans the duwn of a new lifo for mo. 
I’m Wells’s hero. Every time I’ve 
appeared in his half-yearly masterpiece, 
over since Tono Bungay. And look at 
the mess he’s made of my life. Often 
I’ve had to start it under tho cloud of 
mysterious parentage. Invariably I 
have been endowed with a Mind (capital 
M). Think of those uphill fights of mine 
against adverse conditions. And my 
unhappy marriages. He has led me 
into every variation of infidelity. When 
I did hit it off with my wife for once, 
he sent us to the Arctic regions as a 
punishment. In the depth of winter, 
too. 

But, now he's taken up this History, 
I’m free. The dam has burst and strange 
things come floating down ...” 

He sprang to his feet in his excite¬ 
ment. He was wearing a loose-fitting 


suit and what his master might call a 
lower middle-class hat. 

“ Aud now I’m going to do all the 
things I ’vo always wanted to do. A 
happy marriage; well-ordered life in tho 
suburbs; warm slippers in the fender, 
and all that that stands for; kinemas, 
perhaps, and howls. An allotment. . ." 

"But,” I objected,“this History won’t 
occupy him for ever. Thero should he 
only about sixteen more part s. Ho ’ll 
havo you out again next autumn.” 

'• But Wells is getting tho Suburban 
idea too." He was standing right over 
me, glaring horribly with excitement. 
The train had entered a tunnel and he 
was shouting bravely against the din. 
“ Look in Part I. He acknowledges the 
help he has received from Mrs. Wells. 
And her watchful criticism. That from 
him l I tell you I am free—free! ” 

He was shaking me by the shoulders 
now, his face close to mine. "I shall 
have my allotment. Prize parsnips— 
giant marrows 1 ” 

“Don’t be too sure,” I yelled—the 
tunnel seemed endloss. “Remember 
poor old Sherlock. Doyle raised him 
from the dead. And you ”—my voice 
rising to a scream—“ he ’ll have you 
out—out— out! ” 


As I came to I heard my dentist re¬ 
mark to the doctor that I always had 
been a bad patient under gas. 


MR. PUNCH ON SILK STOCKINCS. 

Deaii Mb. Punch, —Your article aboui 
Christmas presonts was a groat success.. 
I took your advice about the silk stock 
ings, and sent the following verses with 
them, which some of your married 
readers may care to cut out and keep 
for future uso:— 

Your blockings once, on Christmas Eve. 
Would hang, your cot adorning. 

And Father Christmas, we believe. 

Would fill them ure the morning ; 

Hut since ho spied your dainty toes 
To exchange tho parts he's willing : 

He thinks it\i his to send the hose 
And yours to find tho filling. 

He lays his offerings at your feel 
And hopes you won’t deride them. 

For ho has nothing half so neat 
As you to put inside them. 

Thero! I can only repeat that the 
results wove excellent, and express my 
gratitude to you for the same. 

Yours obediently, 

Ghateful Husband. 

P.8.—The ties I got this time were 
quite all right; she too must have 
read your articlo. 


VOL. OLVItl. 
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Club Orottser. “What do you call, this?” Waiter. “That’s game pip., Sib.’’ 

Club Orouser. “Umph! Think I must have got a bit op the football.” 


CHARIVARIA. 

It is rumoured fchafc Professor Pobta 
has sent a message to Mr. Lloyd 
George, wishing mm a Happy Now 
World. 

'* 

Mr. Justice Rowlatt has decided 
that photography is not a profession. 
With some actresses, of course, it is 
just a disease. v * 

The gentleman who drew 1920 in a 
fifty-pound sweepstake as the dato of 
the ex-Kaiser's trial is now prepared to 
sell his chance for sixpence-halfpenny. 

* * 

■* 

“ He is not a politician," says Mr.R. 
IIabcourt in The Times, referring to 
Sir Auckland Geddes. It will bo 
interesting to see how Sir Auckland 
accepts this compliment. 

# ( 5 i* 

A letter posted at Hull for Odessa in 
July, 1914, ha3 just been returned to the 
sender. The postal authorities are 
thought to take the view that the sender 
sjfhuld be given an opportunity of 


tiding a few seasonable observations 
t$ his previous remarks. 


It is all nonsense to say that thero 
can be no change in the present high 
prices. They can always go highor. 

' * 

Owing to the strike of cabmen in 
Glasgow a number of people had to 
walk home on New Year’s Kve. It is 
not said how the others got home, hut 
we have made a guess. 

*»* 

On enquiry about the erection of 
huge new premises in the Strand by 
the American Push Terminal Company, 
we gather that London is not to be 
removed, but will be allowed to remain 
next door. * 

•k 

Inspector Moss of the Great Eastern 
Railway Police has just had bis pocket 
picked and thirty pounds stolen. It is 
only fair to say that he was in plain 
clothes and the thief did not know he 
was a police oflicer. 

V . . 

A history of the Ministry of Muni¬ 
tions is to be compiled at a cost of i 
£9,648. To keep the expense down to 
this modest sum by economy in print¬ 
ing Mr. Winston Churchill will bq 
referred to throughout as “ X.*' 


A man has been charged with damag¬ 
ing a London omnibus. He pleaded that 
the vehicle pushed him first. 

+ 

Mrs. Payne, the only woman mouse¬ 
trap-maker in London, has retired from 
the business. It is said that a number 
of mice hope to arrange a farewell 
cheese. * ... 

* ' 

At a recent meeting of the Peace 
Conference it was decided that the 
troubles in Egypt and India Bhculd in 
future bo referred to us Honorary Wars. 

Sf * 

* 

The Indians much appreciate Char¬ 
lie Chaflin, gayH TheWeekly Dispatch. 
We felt confident that this film com¬ 
edian would come into hiB own some 
day. # f 

❖ 

Only two minor railway accidents 
were reported in December, but a South 
Coast train which started that month is 
reported to haVe run into the New Year. 

It is estimated that The Outline of 
History by Mr. H. G. Wells will be 
concluded this year It would be a 
pleasing conipHihent to the author If at 
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tho ond of that timo Parliament made 
it illegal for any more history to happen. 

Tho Thames angler who was asked 
in the Club at night if ho had had any 
luck that day, and repliod that he had 
not had a hi to, is thought to be an 
impostor. * , ; . 

An Insuranco official states that thin 
peoplo live longer than stout. This is 
probably duo to the fact that when thin 
peoplo stand sideways tho motor-car 
doesn’t get a real chance. 

“ It is just twenty months since we 
experienced tho last hostile air-raid,” 
states an overling paper. Should this 
indiscreet statement roach tho ears 
o£ certain Government Officials it is 
foared that one or two of our pic¬ 
turesque anti-aircraft stations may bo 
dismantled. * 

According to an American paper, a 
lawyor has left'New York for Mexico, 
in order to try to explain to tho in¬ 
habitants tho meaning of Poace and the 
benefits to be derived from joining tho 
League of Nations. We understand he 
| has mado full arrangements for leaving 
! a widow and two young children. 

| # ... ^ 

| Our heart goes out to the tenant of 
; an experimental paper-house who dis¬ 
covered, on going up-stairs, that his 
two-year-old son in a fit of ungovernable 
passion bad torn up his nursory. 

A man has written to The Daily Mail 
l advocating tho alteration of the calon- 
j dar to thirteen months of twenty-eight 
I days each, with tiro Christmas Days in 
Leap Year. Tho writor- to do him 
! justice—did not sign himself “Pater¬ 
familias." * ... 

The Now Poor Dance Club, which 
hus oponed in the West End, is having 
its vicissitudes. Last week, it. is re¬ 
ported, a distinguished stranger mis¬ 
took a waiter for one of tho mombors, 
and the waiters have threatened to 
strike if it occurs again. 

i» v 

Los Angeles, California, says a New 
York cable, is suffering from an unpre¬ 
cedented crime wave. A proposal by! 
President Cauhanzv to draw a cordon 
sanilairc round tho place ha3 not yet 
reached Washington. 

“ Aro dark people cleverer than fair ?” 
asks a contemporary. Thoso clumsy 
attempts to destroy the Coalition spirit 
are too transparent to be successful. 

•i* * 

Intending visitors to the Zoological 
Gardens in Phoenix Park, Dublin, are 



now required to got a pormit from the 
military authorities. A daring attempt 
by a Sinn Feiner to approach the 
Yicoregal Lodge under cover of a cas¬ 
sowary is said to be responsible for 
tho order. 

' *' 

Tho ex-Kaiser, it is stated, has asked 
the Prussian Government if there would 
be any objection to his settling in Peru 
as a cattle-raiser. Tho probability that 
tho Crown Prince will settle in France 
for a spell as a watch-lifter is thought 
to have fired tho cx-Imperial imagina¬ 
tion. * * 

* 

A report from Chicago slates that, 
as a result of the prevailing taste for 
wood - alcohol, a number of citizens 
successfully revived the ancient cus¬ 
tom of sceiug the Aurora Borealis in. 


“Tho charm of a pleasing figure depends | 
upon an uneasv fitting corset.” 

Advt w Caiuuh'in lUipcr. 

11 jnut sonffnr pom otre hello. 

“ There would also lie 3 re.it colupeM 11|>11 tor 
■■artufeioits timber (nun oilier countries.” 

Scotch 1 ‘a/icr. 

Not so much now that the meat- 
shortage is over. 

Dundee lends the win ill Scotland in 11 
new phase of sport for ladies. 

Thu innovation was created hy the l,it) 
Magistrates to-day, when an application for a 
billiard-room license in the new City Hall 
was granted. 

Under the license latlies will lie perniittod 
to cross cues with gentlemen partners in a 
public billiard-room.” Local l’apei. 

It is supposed that their worships were 
under tho impression that billiards was I 
a now form of shinty. ! 
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MANNERS AND MODES. 

HORRIBLE NIGHTMARE OF A LADY WHO DREAMS THAT SHE HAS GONE TO A BALL IN HER NIGHT-GOWN 

AND POUND HERSELF SHOCKINGLY OVERDRESSED. 


THE “FIRST HUNDRED” OF LOED. 

[Tho Loob Classical Library, founded by a 
munificent American millionaire, Mr. James 
Loeb Iprononctx “ Lobe and edited by Dr. 
E. Capps, Mr. T. R. Page and Dr. W. H. D. 
Rouse, has now reached itshundrcdthvolumo 1 

When ways are foul and days are damp, 
When agitators rugo and ramp, 

And Smillie, with the aid of Champ, 

. Threatens to rend tho globo; 
When margarine is scarce, or beef, 

And drinks are dear and few and brief, 
I find refreshment and relief 
And comfort in my Loss. 

Good print, good company,*a text 
By no rain annotations vexed 


Whicli call from students sore perplexed 
Tho patience of a Job; 

And, page by pago/a first-rate crib, 
Neither too faithful nor too glib— 
That, without fulsomeness or fib, 

Is what we get in Loeb. 

Let scientists on various fronts 
Indulge in their atomic stunts, 

Or harness to our prams and punts 
The puissunt radiobe; 

Mo rather it delights to roam 
Across tho salt Aegean foam 
With old Odysseus, far from home, 
And blejss the name of Loeb. 

To soar with Plato to the heights; 

To find in Plutahch’s kings and knights 


Tho human touch that more dolights 
Than crown or regal robe; 

To taste the fresh Pierian springs, 

To see Oatvlu'B scorch his wings 
With the fierce flame that sears am 
stings— 

For this T thank thee, Loeb. 

I 've made no fortuno out of beer; 

I’m not a plutocrat or peer, 

Nor yet a bloated profiteer, 

Au OM or o’on an OBIS; 

But if I’d thirty pounds to spare 
I’d go and blow them then and 
there 

Upon tho Hundred Books that bear 
Tho sign and seal of JjOeb. 
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At that moment a motor - lorry Wuffle jumped up with alacrity. 

A NEWSPAPER SCOOP. rumbled by, and Binnio, recollecting a "'I'd be awfully glad to get a snap- 
(With the British Army in France.) passage in Wufflo's latest articlo about shot of it," said he, disappearing in 
“I si’OTTKD liim by tho fountain-pen “ motor - lorries rushing madly about search of his bat and coat, 
stains on his vest and tho thunderbolts with apparently no purposo in view," Broderick took tho opportunity to 
sticking out of his pockets,” said Fred- jumped oxcitedly to the door. muko a fow scathing remarks to Percival. 

oriek. “ So T went up to him and said, “‘Magneto Maggie' leading,” ho “ It's just like you, you mouldy old 
■You aro Wufllo' of The- Daily lloolci, shouted, “and ‘The Sparking Spitfiro’ citron," ho said. “I start a little ox- 
llio nniu who wipod-up Whitehall and is is just boliind. Caro to double your periment in tiraye de jambe, and you 
now engaged in .freezing-out Franco?” hot on ‘ Maggio ' at evons, Percival ? ” put your heavy hoof in and spoil the 
“ What did ho say?” asked Percival. "Not yot,"replied Percival cautiously, whole business. You know jolly well 
“ Whipped out a note-book and asked “It’sonly thotirstlapyet.and'Muggio’ that Le Glaxo was completely closed 
mo to toll him all about it. I said I sometimes jibs a bit when she passes down months ago." 
was pining for tho whito cliffs of Albion tho itomount Depot.” “ Oh, put another penny in your 

and that the call of the counting-house Wuftlo had his fountain-pen at tho brain-meter and try to realiso that you 
and cash-box was ringing in my ears, alert and looked inquiringly at Fred- aren't tho only ouo who’s grown up,” 
but that I couldn't get demobilised he- crick. ’ replied Percival impatiently. “ Your 

cause tho Colouel's pet Pomeranian had “Isupposoil /s' another example of brain-waves niovo about as quick as 
conceived a fancy for me and wouldn’t deliberate waste,” said the lattor, “But G.P.O. telegraph messages. I’d got 
take its undordono chop from anyone wo ’vo got tho lorries eating their heads the scheme worked out while you were 


else. 1 also hinted that I ... 

and a few friends could 
toll him things that would 
make his biggest journal- fK 
istic scoops look like para- V 
graphs in a parish maga- -- 
zinc, sj ho invited me to ~- 
bring you round this after- _ 
noon to split an infinitive -jSl. 
with him." 

“ Wulllo ? ” said Biunie. 

That’s the man who 
wrote about 1 gilded sub¬ 
alterns loafing luxuriously 
in cushioned cars in a 
giddy round of luoloss and 
pamperod oaso ’ ? " 

“ Well, I won’t say ho 
wrote it, but ho signed it. 

No single man living could 
write all tho stuff NYufflo 
signs. Jt's turned out as 
they turn out ciieap motor- , 
cars. One man roughs it AB0| 
out, passes it to tho ad-- 
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IIEHINI) THE SCENES IN CINEMA-LAND. 

The Itescuer. “I’m Nor a veby gbaceui. ihveu, you know. What 

ABOUT EMPLOYING A PROFESSIONAL SWIMMER >011THIS PART OK THE SHOW?” 


putting over your old mus- 
ical-comcdy gags.” 

Kinco the departure of 
tho British, Le Glaxo’s 
only excitement is the ar¬ 
rival of its ono train per 
day. Ignoring tho sensa¬ 
tion caused by tho detrain¬ 
ing of four persons simul¬ 
taneously, Percival led bis 
party along ft muddy rough 
lane. 

“ Tho dump is about four 
kilometres away and the 
road gols rather bad to¬ 
wards tho end," ho said, 
maliciously edging Wufilc 
into a bit of swamp. 
“ Horry; f was going to 
warn you about that.” 

Wufllo scraped mud from 
his tiousoru and followed 
the leader over a rough 
wall into a hidden ditch. 
A breathless climb up n 


joctivo department, tlionco to tho punc- off in tho garages and the petrol is hill and a steady trudge over plough - 
tuation-roora, whore they sprinkle it simply aching to be ovaporated, so wo land found Wuftlo still gamo, but, after 
with commas and exclamation marks, give the drivers exercise and ourselves ho bad got bis camora ready for action 
and then Wuffle touches it up, fits it some excitement over organising these on tho cheerful assuranco that they woro 
with headlines and signs it. Oh, I for- Area Circuit Steeplechases.” nearing tlioir quarry, a disappointed 

got. Before it goes to pross tho libel “ Why not trans-ship the lorries?” cry from the leader dashed his hopes, 
export looks it over to see that it isn’t suggested Wuftlo. “Ilaug it! ” said Percival, "I forgot, 

actionable.” “That would novor do, old prune,” The dump was moved to Pont Antoino 

“Anyway, lie’s the responsible said Frederick. “Tho troops would last Tuesday. Como along; it’sonly 
party," said Binnio, “ and I would fain have nothing to guard.” three kilometres away.” 

have converse with the Wuffle. That “Send the men home," persisted Strangely enough, Pont Antoino was 
«gilded subaltern ’ hit was ringing in Wuffle. also a blank. Binnio suggested trying 

my head like a dirge tho other night “Come, my willowy asparagus,” re- Moncoau, two kilometres further on; 
when I was wearily trudging the so von plied Frederick in horrified tonos, " wo hut when they arrived tlioro, fatigued 
kilomctros from Ht. Denis camp becauso must liavo troops to find us work to do. and dirty, a thin drizzle was falling and 
them was no one to give me a lift.” Of course it’s sometimes difficult to it was almost dark, Porcival confessed 
That afternoon Frederick introduced keep the mon employed, and thou we himself baffled, 
his friends to Wuffle. have to niako dumps of ompty biscuit "I’m awfully sorry,” said be to 

“Sorry we’re late,” be said, “but tins and things for them to guard.” Wuffle; “ I can’t find it now, and the 
Percival and Binnio here have been “ I fixed up areal boauty at Le Glaxo, point is how aro wo going to get baok? 
engaged with the Pioneer-Sergeant dis- not ten kilometres from hero,” chipped There isn’t a railway for milos." 
cussing the best method of converting in Percival. “ If you’d like to see it “ Don’t any of our lorries or cars 
a whippet-tank into a roller for tho there’s a tram going in about twonty pass bore?" asked Wuffle. 
tennis-courts*” minutes," “ Oh, yes. But they won’t give you 
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a lift. The orders are dead strict against 
civilians riding in W.D. vehioles." 

“ It’s the result of the articles in the 
papers about waste,” said Frederick 
sympathetically.. “ J3ut I don't sup¬ 
pose there would be any objection to 
your hanging on and running behind.” 

Wuffle looked round disconsolately. 
In tho gloom the lighted windows of 
the tiny Hotel de 1'lJnivers blinked 
invitingly. 

“ I think I 'll stop here for tho night," 
lie said, “and telephone for a car to 
fetch me to-morrow.” 

"Right-o!" said. Percival. “And 
when it's thoroughly light you might 
—you might be able to find the dump. 
So long." 

As they rumbled uncomfortably home 
on a fortuitous three-ton lorry, Percival 
looked ronnd for applause. 

“ C'est bien fait, non vieur,” ohuckled 
Binnie. “ I '11 bet the Wuffle won’t go 
dump-hunting again in a hurry. And 
he won’t be able to do any damage 
from that little ostaminet for a day or 
two.” 

* # >:> * * 

The well-advertised series of articles 
in The Daily Hooter commenced a few 
days later. The conspirators studied 
them diligently in gleeful anticipation 
of finding their contribution to journal¬ 
istic enterprise. It come at the end, 
in a brief paragraph.- - 

11 When I hid collected my material 
for this powerful indictment, etc.-, eto.” 


(ran the article), “ 1 met a party of 
irresponsible subalterns bont on the old, 
old army pastime of leg-pulling. For 
the sake of oxerciso and amusement 1 
permitted them to conduot me on a wild- 
goose chaso after an imaginary dump, 
which luckily led me to a sequestered 
little hotel where 1 was able to write 
my articles in peace and quietude. But 
to return to the main question. I un¬ 
hesitatingly ailirm . . .” 

Percival, who was reading aloud, let 
the paper fall limply from his baud. 

" Frederick,” ho said, “ put your 
biggest boots on and kick me. The 
word-merchaut was laughing at us ail 
the time."_ 

“ Tho letter about tho Rloomsburv cat that 
bought hor own cat's moat iu your issue of 
December 6th is interesting.’’ 

A Correspondent in “ The Spectator." 

The cat would, however, have shown 
more regard for tho feelings of our 
justly-esteemed contemporary if it had 
wrapped up its purchase in some other 
publication. 

“In his defence,-said that lio had really 

intended marrying tho girl, but that he cam's 
to the realization that sho was extremely 
ejaljoujs, hetico hia bjreach. 

jThe court found that this was suflioiont 
ground to justify jjjustify jujjjj jstjijfjy 
his breach of promise .”—Canadian Paper. 

It ie evident, however, that the Court 
did not arrive at this decision without 
considerable hesitation. 


More Headaches for Historians. 

“Tho re\ellers passed the time in dancing 
and singing until St. Paul's cluck struck mid¬ 
night. Then • Auld Lang By no' was sung with 
enthusiasm and, after repealed cheers, tho 
crowd dispersed.”— Times. 

“It was typical of the largest crowd that has 
watched round the cathedral the passing of 
the year that at the moment when midnight 
struck it should be engaged in one tremendous 
jostle and push, rough and lumblo, and that 
no ouo thought to strike up tho tune—tradi¬ 
tional to the occasion—of ‘ Auld Lang Sync.' ” 

Star. 

••The gigantic Hiudeulmrg figure of Mili 
tarism in the centre of the room melted away 
with the appearance of the Peace Angel, ro- 

{ luted to be the. fairest lady in Chelsea, who 
lad climbed a ladder within his leviathan 
bulk."— Times. 

“ When twelve o'clock struck The Clod of 
War should have collapsed gracefully to give 
place to the most beautiful artist’s model iu 
Chelsea, draped as tho Godde.-.s of Peace. But 
something went wrong with tlio ropes, and the 
God of War floated a yard or two into the air, 
just suflieiently high to show us the feet and 
knees of tho Goddess of Peuco.” 

Evening Standard. 

“The famous ilood-tesl of the Parisian, llie 
slouo ouavc on the Bridge of Vlmu. is iu 
water up to his waist .”—Provincial Paper. 

Surely an understatement. The“ouavo '’ 
seems to lutvo had his Z washed away. 


From a fcuilleton :— 

“James put his cold bands in his pockets 
and buttoned up his coat collar before turning 
out to his work .”—Weekly Paper. 

This is not so easy as it sounds. 
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WORDS OF WISDOM. 

"Come, all you young seatnon, take heed now to me, 

A hard-easi) old sailornian bred to the sea. 

As sailod the seas over afore you was born, 

An’ learned ’em by heart from the Hook bo the Horn. 

“ Don’t hold by the ratlinos when going aloft 
(Which 1 've told you afore but can’t tell you too oft), 

Or you ’ll strike one that’s rotten as sure as you live. 
And it’s too late to learn when you ’vo once felt it give; 
If you don’t hit the bulwarks you ’ll sure hit the sea, 

For them rotten ratlines—they ’re the devil,” says lie. 

“ Now if you should seo. as you like enough may, 

When tramping the docks for a ship some fine day, 

A spanking full-rigger just ready for sea, 

And think she’s just all that a hooker should be, , 

Tako ’ced you don’t ship with a skipper that drinks — 
You’d hotter by half play at fan-tan with Chinks!— 

For that ’ll mean nothing but muddle an’ mess, 

It may be mueli more and it can’t be much less, 

What with wrangling and jangling to drive a man daft, 
And rank bad dis-cip-line both forrard and aft, 

A ship that’s ill-found and a crew out of ’and, 

And a touch-and-go chance she may never reach land, 
But go down in a squall or broach to in a sou. 

For them drunken skippers—they ’re the devil,” says ho. 

And if you go further and pause to admire • 

A ship that ’b as neat as your heart could desire, 


As smart as a frigate aloft and alow, 

Her brasswork liko gold and hor planking liko snow, 

Look round for a nmto by whose twaug-it is plain 
That his home port is somewhere round Boston or Maine, 
With a jaw that’s the cut of a square block of wood, 

And beat it, my son, while the going is good! 

There ’ll be scraping and scouring from morning till night 
To keep that brass shiny and keep them decks white, 

And helaying-pin soup both for dinner and tea, 

For them smart down-casters—they ’re tho devil,” says lie. 

“ But if by good fortune you chance for to got 
A ship that ain’t hungry or wicked or wet, 

That answers hor helium both a-woather and Ice, 

Goes well on u bowline and woll running free, 

A skipper that ’s neither a fool nor a brute, 

And mates not too free with the toe of their boot, 

A. sails and a bo’sun that’s bred to their trade, 

And a slush with a notion how vittles is made, 

And a crowd that ain’t half of ’em Dagoes or Dutch, 

Or Mexican greasers or niggers or such, 

You stick to her. close as you would to your wife, 

She ’a the.sort that you only find once in your life; 

And ships is like women, you take it from me, 

That, if they are bad ’uns, they ’re the devil,” says ho. 

C. F. S. 

“ With regard to prison labour, it is stated that tho manufacture of 
war stories had continued to employ every available inmate.” 

.Christian'Science Monitor. 

Wo had wondered where soma of them came from. , . 
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“Jlul.LO, CrEOltGE I AND WHEN'8 THE WaU C10INU TO BE OWili, EH?" 


THE QUESTIONABLE ALIEN. 

! William, my hitherto unventurosomo friend William, is 
I going abroad. I cannot bo certain why. Perhaps ho no 
! longer fools his heroism equal to the strain of living in a 
j country lit for heroes. It may ho that ho has unwittingly 
i incubated a bacillus which figures in novels as the “ Call 
of tho Wild.” Anyhow, William is going abroad—so much 
so that, if ho went any farthor, ho would be on his way 
home again. 

I nood not say that I felt callod upon to help William 
through this trying poriod, and our preparations proceeded 
satisfactorily until the clever geographers who arrange 
these things nowadays discovered that William could fetch 
tho Far East by way of tho Far West. Then tho inter¬ 
national complications sot in. First, William’s passport — 
a healthy enough documont at the start—had to bo carried 
round tho diplomatic quarter of London until it broke out 
into a thick rash of supplementary visas. Next we sought 
out tho moneychangers in their dens, to transmute William’s 
viaticum bit by bit into four foreign currencies. Then a 
Great Power through whose territory William will have to 
pass apparently was norvous of his approach and instituted 
a grand inquisition into the status and antecedents of the 
Alion (William). 

Wo unfolded the paper on our table and stared at it 
aghast. Its area was rather less than a square yard; in 
colour it favoured the yolk of bad eggs; whilo all over its 
broad expanse were rulod compartments-, half of them filled 
With questions that no gentleman would ask another, the 
other half left blank for William’s indignant replies. We 
managed with groat difficulty to squeeze into tho panel pro¬ 


vided all his baptismal titles there aro four of these be¬ 
sides “ William ”—and then attacked tho first real poser: — 

A re you in possession oj 100 ilollurs, or less t If less, by 
hole much t 

William groaned. “ Reach me down Todhuntcr’s Arith- [ 
rnetio, will you ? " said ho. 

I did so, and turned up tho Money Market page of our 
daily paper. Nothing was hoard for the next five minutes 
but grunts and sighs of despair. Wo then gave it up on 
tho understanding that William must make a point of 
winning heavily at bridge — or would it ho euchre V—on 
the way across. 

Have you ever been in the tenitoiy of the Ureal I'ourr 
before ! 

“ No,” breathed William devoutly, “ and, please Heaven, 
it shan't occur again ! ” 

What is your reason for commy now t 

“1 suppose I'd hotter toll tho truth,” ho said; ‘'they'll 
never believe mo if I say 1 'vo come to put Dempsey up to 
that right drive of Caiu’E.ntikk's.” 

Were you ever in -prison,an almshouse, or an institution for 
the treatment of the insane ? If so, irlnrh 

“Take your time, William," 1 said; “ think carefully.” 

IIo gave a bittor laugh. “ Do they want to know all the 
gaols and asylums I've boon in,” lie asked, “ or only tho 
more recent ? 

Are you a polygamist! 

William turned doatlily pale. lie then fixed mo with a 
terrible stave of accusation and reproach. 

“ No, no, William,” I protested frantically, " I assure you 
on my honour that I haven't been talking." 

This assuranoo calmed him somowhat. Bib by hit tho 
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ANIMAL HELPS. 

(By a Student of Domestic Economy.) 

Living in a remote country district, 
where the difficulty of obtaining ser¬ 
vants is at present insurmountable— 
the nearest •• pictures'* are twelve miles 
off—I have been much impressed and 
encouraged by trwo letters in' recent 
issues of The Spectator. One describes 
u Bloomsbury grocer’s cat thut bought 
her own Cat’s-meat; another recounts 
the exploits of a-spaniel belonging to 
a house painter and glazier at'Yar¬ 
mouth (Isle of Wight), which, if given a 
penny, would immediately amble off to 
a grocer’s shop and purchase a cake. 

Viewed in their true perspective, 
these exhibitions of animal intelligence 
soom to indicate fruitful possibilities of 
the employment of our dumb friends 
to assist ns in these trying times. Many 
years ago I remomber reading of a 
baboon which discharged the duties of 
a railway porter at a station in Cape 
Colony with great efficiency. I have 
unfortunately mislaid the reference, but 
so far as I can remember no mention 
was madeof wages or tips; consequently 
the importation and employment of 
skilled simian labour on a large scale 
might go a Jong way towards reducing 
the expenses of our railway system. 

But in view of eertain obvious diffi¬ 
culties it is perhaps better to restrict 
our attention to the sphere of domestic 
service and farm labour. And hero I 
would urge with all the power at my 
command the employment of the ele¬ 
phant. The greatest burden of house¬ 
hold work is the washing of plates, and 
this is a task which elephants are pecu¬ 
liarly well fitted to undertake; also the 
cleaning of windows without the u-e 
of a ladder. A well-trained and arai- 
ablo elephant, again, would enable par¬ 
ents to dispense with a perambulator. 
I admit that tho initial outlay might 
be considerable, but tho longevity of 
olephants is notorious, and it would 
always be possiblo to hire them out to 
travelling menageries. 

Another neglected asset is the well- 
known aptitude shown by poodles for 
digging out truffles, an accomplishment 
of which I often read in my youth. If 
truffles, why not potatoes ? 

The extraordinary intelligence and 
affectionate disposition of tho runnor 
duck has often been commented on by 
our serious weeklies, but so far little 
attempt has been made to turn these 
qualities to practical account. They 
forage for themselves. Why should 
they not be taught to do so for their 
owners as Well ? 

One mor* tfoint and I have done. 
Greek and Latin are going or gone, but 
a modicum of Mathematics seems to be 



indispensable to the modern curriculum. 
The domestic pig hus on many occasions 
shown a capacity for mastering simple 
arithmetical processes, and we know 
that the pupil ulwaya ends by bettering 
his master. Under a more enlightened 
and humane rihjime I confidently look 
forward to the time when our children 
will learn the Buie of Three, not from 
highly-paid and incompetent govern¬ 
esses, but from unsalaried porcine in¬ 
structors, trained in the best Montes- 
aoriau met hods. _ 

Our Plutooratio Sportsmen. 

"A gold course is being laid out in Hyde 
House Park, Islo of Wight .”—Swutoif Patter. 


The Hew Rich. 

“Working Man (SO) requires Lodgings, full 
or part board; car ride or convenient Rolls- 
Royce .”—Provincial Paper. 

“Lady requires gentleman (.'haulTonr. re¬ 
pair and clean ear; good dancer.”- Times. 

One who can “ reverse," it is hoped. 

Considering the greatness of the provoca¬ 
tion, (,'entralia, Wash., yesterday showed a 
calmness worthy of an American community . 
There were no further attempts at lynching 
after tho hanging of tho see retan of tho 
I.W.W. organisation on Tuesday night." 

Jitter icon Paper. 

Oh, my friends, let us strive to emulate 
the calmness of Centralia, Wash. 
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A LETTER TO THE BACK-BLOCKS. 

Dear Ginoer,—A Morry Christmas 
to you! A hit late, you say? On lbs 
contrary, in plonty of fcimo. It is next. 
Christmas I am referring to. Over 
thoro, in your tropical laud, when tho 
sun stings your skin through your shirt 
and tho sand blisters your feet through 
your hoot-soles, when you butter your 
bread with a soup-ladle and the mer¬ 
cury boils merrily in the barometer, 
then, vainly pawing tho air for mos- 
quitoos with ono hand and reaching for 
the siphon with the other, you gasp, 
" Gad ! it must bo getting on for Christ- 
mas-timo.” 

But over boro in England, whore 
the soasons wheel round without any 
appreciable difference in temperature, 
where, if it wore not for tho gentleman 
who writes tho calendars, nobody would 
know whether to woar straw-hats or 
snow-shoes, Christinas comos sneak¬ 
ing up bohiud you and grabs you by 
the pocket beforo you have time to 
dodge. “ Christmas Evo already! ” you 
oxclairn. •• Christmas Evo! and there’s 
dear old Tom in l’enang and good old 
Dick in Patagonia and poor old Harry 
in Princetown, and I 'vo not written a 
word of cheer to any of them and now 
have no time to do so." That’s what 
happened to me this year, anyhow; hut 
I’m determined it shall not occur again, 
so—A Merry Christmas to you, Gingor. 

This my lirah Yule in tho Old Coun¬ 
try, after many in foreign climes, was 
not an unqualified success. On the 
morning of Christmas Eve I wont for 
a walk and lost myself. After wading 
through hog systems and bramble en¬ 
tanglements for somo hours I cumo out 
behind a spinney and there spied a 
small urchin with rod cheeks and a rod 
woollen muffler standing beneath a 
holly-tree. On sighting me ho gave 
vent to a loud and pitoous howl. 1 
asked him where his pain was, and he 
repliod that ho Wanted somo holly for 
decorations, but was too short to roach 
it. 1 thereupon swarmed the shrub, 
plucked and tossed the richly hon ied 
boughs to the poor little chap. In 
return ho showed mo whore I lived — 
which indeod was not two hundred 
yards distant, but concealed by the 
thicket. 

Later in the day Edward came in to 
tea, much annoyed. Bolshevism, he 
doclarod, was within our gatos. He had 
been out to collect Christmas decora¬ 
tions in bis own private fonced spinney, 
and confound it if somo scoundrels 
hadn’t boen and gone and stripped his 
pot holly-treo of every twig! Anarchy 
was yapping at tho door. 

The Aunt soothed him, saying she 
had that very afternoon purchased a 
— .1 . ... - - - — 


supply of splendid holly from a sweet 
littlo boy who had come round hawking 
it at sixpence a bough. I asked her if 
by any chance the dear little fellow had 
worn a rod woollon comfortor, and was 
not surprised when I hoard that he had. 

No sooner had I fallen asleep that 
same night than I was aroused by an ex¬ 
traordinary din. I lay thore, comatoso 
and semi-conscious in tho pitchy dark- 
noss, and wondered what had liappouoil. 
Presently 1 distinguished tho bray of 
trumps, and I knew. " Golly ! ” I whis¬ 
pered to myself, "I’m dead. Cheor-o! ’’ 
Then I recollected something I had 
road concerning ye sports and customs 
of yo Ancient British aud decided it 
must bo “ Waits." I crept to the 
window and by a glow of lanterns 
behold the St. Gwithian Independent 
Brass Band grouped round tho porch, 
blasting “ Christians, awake! ” through 
their brazen fog-horns. I fumbled 
about on the drossing-table, missed the 
matches but found a half-crown. “ Take 
that aud trot 1" I snarled, hurling it at 
them with all my strength. Tho coin 
hit the tromliono a glancing blow on the 
snout, ricochotted off tho bassoon and 
bounded into the roekory. 

The music stoppod abruptly as the 
bandsmen swarmed in pursuit of for- 
tuno. In half-an-hour’s time they had 
pulled all Edward’s chorishod sedums 
and saxifrages up by tho roots and 
turned over most of tho smaller rocks 
without discovering tho treasure. A 
conference in loiid idiomatic Cornish 
then took place, with the result that two 
musicians were despatched to a neigh¬ 
bouring farm for picks, crow-bars and 
more lantorns: (ho remainder squatted 
on tho flowor-bedsand whilod away tho 
time of waiting by blasting “Good 
King Wonce-das ” to the patient stars. 

In due course the messengers re¬ 
turned and tho quarrying of the rockery 
began in earnest. By 4.15 a.m. they 
had most of it littered over the drive, 
hut had struck somo granite boulders 
which defied even the crowbars. A 
further conference was then hold, but 
at this point Edward made a dramatic 
appearance, clad in lilac pyjamas, odd 
boots and a kimono of tho Aunt’s, which 
ho had worn as King Alfred in some 
charados the night before, and in the 
darkness had donned in mistake for his 
dressing-gown. His address was im¬ 
passioned and moving, hut hud no effect 
on the Waits, who could only bo por- 
suadod to abandon their silver mine at 
the price of a second half-crown. 

A day or so before Christmas I began 
to notice that everybody was getting 
presents—everybody except me, that 
is. This caused me pain. It gave the 
impression that I was not appreciated. 
I took thought for a space, then rode 


into Penzance, bought several articles 
I had been wauting for some time, 
wrote a few affeetionato notes in dis- 
guisod handwriting, such as “ With 
dearest love from Flossie,” “Withhugs 
and kisses from Ermynlrude,’’ etc., 
enclosed them with tho articles, ad¬ 
dressed and posted them to myself and 
rode home again. 

On Christmas morning I opened them 
in public with a vast flourish, and left 
tho touchinglittlododieationslyingcare- 
lessly about where anybody could road 
them. From the glances of wonder and 
respect which flashed at mo from all 
sides I gathered that everybody did. 
The sensation was both novol and pleas¬ 
ing. One parcel, however, there was 
which I had not sont myself. It had 
been forwarded on by the “ Punch ” 
Ollice, marked, “ Pleaso do not crush,” 
and carefully tied and soalod. My heart 
leapt. “ By Jovo! ’’ said I, “ a gonuino 
Christmas present. Somebody loves mo 
after all. Perhaps a duchess has sent 
me her tiara.” 

With trembling fingors I unlaced tho 
strings. The household crowded about 
mo, panting with envy and oxcitoment. 
Roverently l folded the multitudinous 
wrappings back and revealed a very old, 
very dilapidated silk slipper, severely 
busted at Lie toe aud stuffed with sticky 
sweets, a small female doll, and a note 
—“ With all host wislios to Pati.andeu 
for a happy Christmas, and many thauks 
for useful hints contained in Punch 
issue, December 10th, 1919." 

I may remind you that in the issue 
mentioned was an epistle from me to 
you recommending tho Post as a moans 
of disposing of rubbish, with special 
reference to worn-out loot-gear. 1 only 
wish I knew who played this trick on 
mo, Ginger; I would like to give him 
something in return—say an old footor- 
boot—with my foot inside. 

Thine in sorrow, Patuanduu. * 


New Golfing Records. 

“ Mr. - then lioled his fourth for a 

three.”- -Sunday Paper. 

“ -played very fine golf on tho outward 

journey and stood fi up at the second hole." 

livening Pajier. ■ 

We suppose that in oacli case the 
player’s opponent wasn’t looking. 

From a sale catalogue:— 

"Pretty Light Grey Georgette Jumper, 
trimmed Grey Wool and Saxo Blue. 

Usually 5 gns. CJ gns.” 
No wonder they call it a jumpor. 

•■ST. -’S CHURCH. 

0.30 p.m.—Preacher : Tho Vicar. 

7.46 p.m.—Bach’s Churoli Cantata, 

‘ Sleepers, Wake.' ” 

Provincial Paper. 

We suspoot the organist of boing a bit 
of a wag. 
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THE WHAT-NOT. 

" Look hero," 1 said, “ this is indeed 
serious. The what-not's moulting.” 

“ It's been like that for a long time," 
said Anna. “ But I suppose it's getting 
worse." 

“ I'm alraid so. And we must have 
something reliable," I said, “to stand 
dishes and things on at meals. We 
can't pile them all on the table at once 
iike a cairn. To tell you the truth," I 
added, “ I 'vo had my eye on an old 
oak dresser at Smalley's lor a long time. 
It would be a good investment—at a 
price.” 

“ Yes," said Anna; “ but 1 suppose 
the price would to the earth and (die 
fulness thoreof." 

“ That is precisely what I propose to 
find out, and if they'll take anything 
loss than thirty pounds it's ours. In 
the meantime," I added, “ we 'll dope 
the poor old what-not with furniture 
eream and sea about driving it to 
market" 

There are two accepted -methods of 
dealing at old . furniture shops. The 
firs ts lj) approach them, well-groomed, 
b&iHnged a&d perfumed, smoking a 
jewelled gasper and entering the shop 


with a circular movement of the arm 
to oxpose the gold wrist-watch that 
will crawl up tho sleeve at wrong mo¬ 
ments, and to ask in a commanding 
voice, “How much is tho—ah—oak- 
dresser—what ? ” 

The presiding genius (and being a 
dealer bo is usually a genius), who had 
really ticketed tho article thirty pounds, 
approaches it, romoves the ticket by a 
little sleight-of-hand and says, “ Thirty- 
eight guineas, Sir," without a blush 
(the dealer who blushes is hounded from 
tho ring). This method of dealing is 
direct action of the most dangerous 
kind. 

The other method, and the one I 
most usually adopt, I can best illustrate 
by detailing my interview with the 
proprietor of Smalley's on tho occasion 
when I went dressering. 

I sidled into the shop in garments 
carefully selected from my pre-ward- 
-robe and wearing a vaoant expression. 
Picking up a piece of china I examined 
it'carefully, turning it upside down, as 
though to searoh for a pottery mark, 
whioh I probably should never have 
recognised. 

*' H’m, not bad," I said. 

“ Oho of the best bits of Dresden 


I’ve over had,” said the dealer. “I 
want-” 

“ All, German," I said, putting the 
thing down hurriodly as though it 
might be mined. “It may be a good 
piece, but—what is the price of that 
brass fonder? " 

“Seven-ton, old Dutch and a bar¬ 
gain," said the dealer laconically. 

“ But probably wouldn’t fit the fire¬ 
place in my mind. Though,” I added 
to myself, " it might fit the ono in our 
dining-room.” 

I thought it about time to notice the 
dresser, not to attompt to buy it yet— 
oh dear no, but morcly to fire the first 
shot in tho campaign as it were. 

" What kind of a dresser do you call 
this?” I said. “Slightly moth-eaten, 
isn't it?” 

“ That 's nothing; merely age. It s 
Welsh,” ho added, “and a beauty. 1 
wish I could got hold of moro like it. 
Look at those legs; I 'll guarantee you 
won’t- Excuse me, Sir." 

An immaculately drossed individual 
had ontered tho shop, and the gontlo- 
man trading as Smalley called aii as¬ 
sistant to servo him. By the time he 
returned to me I had wandered far into 
the recesses of tho emporium and tots 



























busily examining a walnut stool with a a very nice sense of fun. As for Mr. 

woolwork seat. ” 1 *”*-«'• Claff, who playod tho operatic Baron, 

“ You haven’t one liko this in oak, I < " Cinderella." his most humorous moment was when 

suppose? This ono,” I said, “would It is a very dolicato task that the he moant to be most serious. This was 
hardly suite my suit. That sounds annual pantouiimo imposes upon Mr. in a song in praise of Prince Charming, 
wrong, but you apprehend my moan- Arthur Collins. lie has to “surpass “featuring" H.R.H. in a portrait curl¬ 
ing.” himself," hut ho must not do it onco for ously unlike the original. 

“ I haven’t." he said simply. I could all or he would rob the critics of their Tho two most effective incidents wore 
see that ho was tiring rapidly, but most cherished phrase. lie reminds borrowed from the Circus and tho Halls, 
wasn’t absolutely ripe for plucking. mo of tho constructors of our Atlantic Mr. Du Calion, who had no othor very 
Sol priced about a dozen pieces of “ greyhounds,” each longer by a yard or obvious claims to play the part of a 
china, admired several pictures and two than tho last, eacli swifter by a humorous courtier, did his famous 
pieces of Stuart neodlowork, descanted fraction of a knot, each with a few more ladder-feat—a perfectly gratuitous per- 
on tho beauties of a set of whoatoar tons displacement, all pronounced to formance. for, though he was supposed 
chairs, pulled a small rosowood table be tho final word in scientific invention, to be rescuing Cinderella through a top- 
about until its claw and ball feet nearly yet all reserving something for the next storey window, she had the good sense 
dropped oil from oxhaustion, and finally time. to descend by the staircase, having ig- 

lod him back to tho Welsh dresser. Certainly tho prosent year marks an nored, as is tho way of Love, tho locked 


“What's the price of 
the Scotsman ? ” I said 
easily, having seen thirty 
guineas on tho ticket 
during tho preliminary 
examination. 

“ Twenty-nine pounds 
to you,” lie said wearily. 
Ho evidently know the 
strict rules of tho gamo. | 

“ Rut look at thoso 
legs,” I said. “They’re 
frightfully bent, aren’t 
they ? ” 

“ That's ouo of the 
best foatures about it,” 
he said. “ Roal Queen 
Anne, thoso logs aro." 

"Oh, wero hers like 
that? I didn’t know," 

I said. "Look hero, I ’ll 
give you twenty-eight 
pounds, spot cash.” 

“ Very well,” ho said. 

" I liko to do business." 

“ I bog pardon,” said a 
voice behind mo, which, 
in turning, I discovered 
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A HORSE-SENSE . 01'’ HUMOUR. 

J’ipchin .Mb. Stanley Ldpino. 

Baroness Iieatuchanips .... Mr. Will Evans. 


door that made this im¬ 
possible. 

Tho other imported 
business was the work of 
a black horse, who pro- 
sorved an expression of 
extreme gravity and de¬ 
tached boredom during 
tho play of human wit 
around his person, dis¬ 
simulating his own su¬ 
perior gifts of humour 
until callod upon to illus¬ 
trate them with some ex¬ 
cellent circus-tricks. 

On the sentimental side, 
Miss Marie Blanche, 
obedient to tho inoxor- 
ublo tradition that n 
young hero of pantomime 
must lio a woman, played 
Prince Charming with 
the right manners that 
maky th man; and as Cin¬ 
derella Miss Florence 
Smithson onco more 
breathed that air of in¬ 
nocence which still ro- 


to belong to the assistant, “but that advance in ono respect at loast—that mains unstaled by years of steady addic- 
dressor’s sold. Tho gentleman who's the grotesque and the beautiful aro kept tion to the horoino habit. Her vocal in- 
just left bought it.” reasonably apart; tho lovely colour- trusions, always well received, were not 

.As I was.looking for tho ticket (which scheme, for instance, of the garden in always well timed ; certainly it was an 
had disappeared), I couldn’t help over- Fairyland is undisturbed byany element error of judgment to insert a solo at 
hearing the assistant's aside to ' bis of buffoonery.' There was a revival tod tho cross-roads aftor sho had told us 
employer. of topical allusiveness after the reticence that she hadn’t a moment to spare if 

V Thirty-five guinoas cash,” he said, proper to war-time; and the Geddeb she was to get home from the ball 
There is something, after all, to bo family must be justifiably ilattercd by beforo the rest of the family. - But hero 
said for direct action. their admission to a ohoric refrain. again it was a matter of obedience to 

u—i .,i •« ■ The. humour, of which Mr. Stanley some unwritten and inscrutable law of 

“OLD FOLKS’ tea. Lcpino. boro the brunt, was hero and pantomime which it is not for us, tho 

On tho day of tho party tho Ohio! Constable thero a little thin, and it is time that profane, to question, 
has arranged for a staff of Special Constables SO mebody lot the Management of Drury And in this spirit I tondor a grateful 
aneo*"— Provincial ^Poper 011 rc<lult1118 nsslb ' Lane into the open secret that tho pun, acknowledgment not only of the good 
This bears out what has recently ap- as an instrument of mirth, has long boon things that my intelligence could ap¬ 
peared about the terrible results of the a portion of the dreadful past. Mr. Will predate m this lavish entertainment, 
tea-drinking habit. Lvanh, as the Baroness Beauxchamps, but also of the other things that I can 

._!_ soldorn let himself go, being no doubt never hope to understand. O. S. 

“ Wanted.—S kates and Boots for Legborn held in restraint by a consciousness of ’ i 

Pullets.”— Advt. in Canadian paper. his resemblance to Miss Eller Tebby. C ommercial Candour. 

They need a lot of exercise in the cold Not enough chance was given to Miss »Good Boots.. 25/- 

weather. ' Lily Long (the Elder Sister), who has No Botter ' 37/C." 






iVui'ft Ler (etulearouriny to ultimate a. patriotic spirit in the yountj). "And now, cum. mu n, 11- vm saw un: (.i.dimim n r i\t , \\ \ \ i u 
TUU'MPIT ANIIW OVER THE HATTI,E-FI ELD, WHAT WOCI.I) YOU THINK? (I'raloiUjerl Jill use.) CuME, COME, \(IU[ WOl’LD YOU — WELL, 
MY LITTLE MAN, WHAT WOULD YOU THINK?” 

Small Boy. “Please, /un, the wind wkiie ulowxn’.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerics.) 

“ I remember, I romombor . . Still on every side echoes 
the poet’s cry, while scarce a publisher but can provo that 
the thoughts of age make long, long hooks. Certainly not 
the shortest of these, but among the most readable, is 
A Medley of Memories (Amnold), in which tho Eight Rev. 
Sir David Huntek-Ulaiu has embodied tho recollections 
of his very active career as Benedictine monk and a leading 
figure in the world of British Catholicism. Eton, Oxford, 
Romo, and (of course) his own famous monastery at Bout 
Augustus, are tho chief scenes of it; and about them all 
Sir David talks vividly, even brilliantly, i am not saying 
that all this pleasant garrulity would not have been tho 
bettor for the bluo pencil, especially in thoso chapters in 
which the writer's memory dwells almost to excess upon 
the births, marriages, deaths and dinner-parties of tho 
orthodox l’eerago. Elsewhere, however, Sir David finds 
occasion in plenty for the exercise of a wit so dextrously 
handled that often his thrust is delivered before you have 
realized that tho rapier has left its sheath. I had marked a 
scoro of examples for quotation (and now have spaco for 
none) and twice as many good stories. In tho Oxford 
recollections it was pleasant to renew my own lively 
memories of a certain notorious lecturo by Mr. Waltkk 
Walsh on Ritualistic Societies, when violenco was 
narrowly averted by the tactful chairmanship of tho 
present Lobd Chancellor— a lecture from which (as 
Mr. Belloc observed at tho time) "each member of the 
large audience departed confirmed and strengthened in 
whatever convictions he might previously have entertained." 
I sincerely hope that Sir David has yet in store for us thoso 


latter-day gleanings which ho has been compelled to dis¬ 
miss for tho present as being too recent for print, 

Mr. G. H. Hteiin has set himself to study with sympathy 
and a candour which extenuates nothing the Jew in England 
in tho circumstances of war, and in particular the Jew of ! 
Gorman origin completely loyal to the country of his 
adoption, hut suspected and persecuted by such simple folk 
(and journals) as are content to put their faith in equally 
simplo provurhs about leopards and spots, i suppose if 
Children of No Man's Land (Ddckwouth) has a hero aud 
heroine you will find thorn in Richard Marcus and his sister 
Delmraii. Young Richard, passionately English, with all 
blits simple unquestioning loyalty of tho public school hoy, 
counts tho months to tho day when he can testify to this by 
bearing arms in his country's defence, hut finds nothing open 
but internment or (by much wangling) a possible niche in 
a Labour battalion. Deborah's adventures are chiefly of 
tho heart, or what passes for the heart with a common type 
of modern girl anxious to wring every sensation out of life 
that playing with lira can give. It does not do to betray 
ono’s ago by expressing too confidently tho idea that much 
of all tho goings-on of Deborah and her friends (tillian and I 
Antonia seems impossible. Mr. Stems certainly writes as 
if ho know what ho was writing about, and there is so rich an 
exuberanco in tho way he crowds his canvas, and so much 
humour expressed and repressed in his point of view, that I 
found this a distinctly entertaining and instructive hook. 

Livimj Bayonets: .!. Record of the Lust Pash (Lank) is 
a fourth of the enthusiastic and fiery war-books of that 
eminently enthusiastic and inextinguishably fiery warrior- 
author, Lieutenant Oomngshy Dawson, of tho Canadian 
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Field Artillery. If lie evinces, blatantly at times, the mo¬ 
tives and perspective of the propagandist, he is justitiod by 
the fact that he most ardontly practised the Hun hatred 
which he preaches. Ho states that he enjoyed the dangers 
and discomforts of so doing, and his assertion is proved to be 
a true one by liis having returned again and again to the 
fray, notwithstanding every oxcuse and temptation to leave 
it. The book follows on after his Khaki Courage, and is 
also in the form of letters to his people at home. It takes 
up the narrative at April 14th, 1917, and carries it to the 
triumphant end. When, by reason of his wounds, he hiul 
to leave the Front and work in London and elsewhere, he 
naturally lost touch with the roal business of the battle; 
even after his return to the Front in April, 1918, his letters 
lack their original Bense of actuality, and I, reading them, 
began to wonder if he was over going to recover his former 
stylo. Happily he does so, and with his letter of July 11th 
he gives a striking 
picture of a terrible 
incident of war, of 
which I don’t re¬ 
member to have read 
hefore, but, as I read 
it now', I seem to ho 
witnessing it myself. 

From this point on ho 
steadily develops his 
beat, so that ho onds 
on a fitting climax to 
all his writings of the 
War in his long final 
loiter of October 6th 
—propaganda un¬ 
ashamed. The book 
should be thrust un¬ 
der the noses of those 
pacifists who now 
labour to minimise 
the past and to mag¬ 
nify the virtue and 
the value of tlioir per¬ 
sonal loving-kindness. 


and then the old Northern counsel to “ get eendways wi’ 
it" does hover in the background of one’s mind I repeat 
that sincerity carries the thing through. For all that, how¬ 
ever, The Splendid Fairing did but confirm me in a previous 
impression that these Mary-call-the-cattle-home localities 
must remain more convenient to tho local colourist than 
attractive to the inhabitants. 



Customer. “ May I i,ook at that twelve-guinea suit in the window? (Catch¬ 
ing sight of ticket) Good gracious I It’s twelve pounds thirteen now.” 

Tailor. ••Ykhkib— a nnioiiT little notion ov ouns, n I max sax so. A 

TICKER ATTACHED, LIKE THOSE THINGS IN THE TAXI CAMS, TO KEEP THE TRICE 
ri-TO-DATE." 


It lias ever boon my 
misforluno that tho 
presence in a story of 
two characterseonfus 
ably alike, or a setting 
within drowning distance of a tide-race, will produce in mo 
an almost insuperable sense of its having been “ made on 
purpose.” 1 had therefore a doublo stroke of bad luck in find¬ 
ing both these elements present in The. Splendid Fairing 

g linns anii Boon). But the more credit to Miss Conhtangb 
or.ME that, despite my increasing conviction that the 
wrong prodigal would return, and that the powers of nature 
wero throughout almost visibly preparing to engulf him, 
the gentlo and unforced power of her story did hold my 
attention till tho final wave. Distinction shown in apparent 
absence of effort would, I think, he my verdict on her 
writing; she clearly knows her Northern farmer-folk with 
the sympathy of intimate experience. I hope I have not 
already suggested too much of the plot, a little tragedy of 
the commonplace dealing with tho relations between two 
farming brothers, of whom the younger prospers while the 
elder fails, and tho life-long jealousies of their women. 
Miss IIoliik works, ouo may say, ou a minute scale; the 
short but simplo annals of the poor interest her to the ex¬ 
tent of providing an entire volumo of three hundred odd 
pages f”orn the events of a. single day. But though now 


Tho publication, as a foreword, of a “ Glossary of Native 
Words” used in the text made me wonder whether I 
should bo bored or instructed, or both, by The Death Drum 
(Hubst and Blackett). Most happily I was neither. 
Miss Margaret Peterson has built her novel, perhaps a 
trifle hastily, about a quite uncommon theme and given it, 
in Uganda, a quite uncommon setting. It is the story of 
a half-caste who marrios a white girl in order to avenge, 
in her degradation, his sister whom the English girl’s 

brother had betrayed. 
I must not say that 
Tom Davis, the half- 
casto, is too much a 
white man—for Miss 
Peterson, to do her 
justice, lias distributed 
goodness and had ness 
among her blacks and 
whites with a quite 
impartial hand—but 
he is too fine a fellow 
to carry out his own 
plan, and, before lie 
has done any lasting 
harm to the girl he 
has come to lev.*, he 
takes himself, by wa\ 
of a native rising, to 
a lotus-covered lako, 
and so out of her life. 
It seems a pity that 
tho happiness of the 
story’s end couldn’t 
inolude Tom, but his 
ancestry ofl’ectually 
barred the way, and 
Miss Peterson lias 
had to rely upon a 
very strong and not- 
quite silent English¬ 
man of the best type for her satisfactory finish. 

Few authors have a shrewder idea than Mr. P. G Wode- 
nousE of what the British and American public want in 
the way of humour, and I do not know anyone more de¬ 
termined to supply their requirements. He would be a dull 
fellow indeed who did not appreciate the high spirits and 
humorous situations to be found in A Damsel in Distress 
(Jenkins). It is no small feat to maintain a riot of irre¬ 
sponsible fun for more than three hundred pages, but Mr. 
VVodkhocse gets going at once, and keeps up the paoe to 
the end without even a pause to get his seoond wind. If 
some of the characters—a ridiculous peer, his more ridicul¬ 
ous sister and his most ridiculous butler—are of the “stock” 
variety, Mr. Wodehouse’s way of treating them is always 
fresh and amusing. But in his next frolio I beseeoh him to 
give golf and its tiresome lingo a complete rest. 


•‘Straying.—Win.-, for allowing throe houses to stray on the 

highway, was fined 20s .”—Local Paper. 

In those days landlords cannot be too careful. 
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Asked by the magistrate if her bus- fieot at Scapa have now recommended 
CHARIVARIA. band had threatened her, a Stratford that no receipt should bo given until 

ThePremier, says a contemporary, woman replied,"No; be only said he the money is handed over, 
has become greatly attached to a white would kill me.” Almost any little thing *** 

terrier puppy that he brought with him seems to irritate some people. “ You will soon be able to got work,” 


from Colwyn Bay. The report that it 
has been taught to run after its own 


said the Kingston magistrate to a man 
It appears that, after reading various summoned for income-tax. This is the 


Mr. Lloyd CIkoboe himself is references about bis trial in the London sort of thoughtless remark that tends 


probably the. work of malice. 


papers, tho ex-Kaiser was heard to say to embitter the unemployed, 
that if we were not verv careful he would * 


Our heart goos out to the tenant of wash his hands of the whole business. According to an evoning paper, 
an experimental wooden house who is %* Granny Lamheut, of Edmonton, pro- 

advertising for the assistance of the man There is a lot of wishy-washy talk posed to the reporter who visited her 
who successfully held up a post-office about the Bolshevists, says a Labour on hor one-hundred and-sixth birthday, 
in London about a fortnight ago. paper. Wisliy, perhaps, but from what As, however, she is experiencing somo 

we see of their pictures in the papers, difficulty in obtaining tho consent of 
A London carman is said to have not washy. ... her parents the afl'air may possibly fall 

summoned his neighbour for calling * through. „ ... 

him an O.B.E. We are sure he could “ Supplios of string for letter mail- * 

nni-i.n,.o nmonf. it-. bags,” says The Post Officp Circular, Much sympathy is felt for tho scrum- 

i half who will ho unable 


not have meant it. 

* * 

“Tho most hygienic 
dress for all boys is the 
Hoots kilt," says a cor¬ 
respondent of The Daily 
Mail. “ My own boys 
wear nothing else.” YVo 
are glad to see that the 
obsolote Highland prac¬ 
tice of muffling the ears 
in a cairngorm has been 
definitely discarded. 

* 

According to a con¬ 
temporary a now form 
of road surface ma¬ 
terial, which is not in¬ 
jurious to fish, has been 
produced by tho South 
Metropolitan Gas Com¬ 
pany. Tho utilisation 
of some of the deeper 
cavities in our high¬ 
ways for the purpose 





Professor's Wife. “ Septimus, tub thaw has hoiist the pirns." 

Professor. “No, no, Marik. As I’m-: had occasion to v.xpi.mn hi \oc 
EVERY YKUl SINCE 1 CAN REMEMBER, IT ’S THE FHOHT THAT HI ItSTS THE 


to assist his team this 
month on account of 
being severely crocked 
whilst helping his wife 
at the Winter sales. 

* 

The London police¬ 
man who went across 
to Ireland for his 
Christmas holiday is 
still under strict obser¬ 
vation by mental ex¬ 
perts. * .j. 

\\ T o hear that Hie 
Congo Govornmen! 
have now decided tint 
all Brontosauri must in 
future cany a rod front 
light and a green rear 
light when travelling 
at night-time. 


, , PIPES--AW THE THAW. , m , ,,, ..... 

of food production has 1 _ 

long been a favourite theme of ours. “ will in future ho 19 inches in length, said to bo making preparations to abol- 

: V : instead of 18 inches.” It is tho ability ish tho Tank Corps. It appears that 

" Having a tooth drawn,” says a to think out things like this that has tho Major-General who recently drove 

writer in Health Hints, “has its ad- made ns the nation we are to-day. from Whitehall to Totbill Street in otic 

vantages." It certainly tends to keep of tbeso vehicles lias reported unfavnur- 

one’s mind off tho Coalition. Offors are invited in a contemporary ably upon thorn, saying that ho novel 

’ll.* for a lar/rn mi anti tv of tin PI’ skins not a wink of slnnn the whole time. 


“* AW - _1 The War Office is 

“ will in future ho 19 inches in length, I said to bo making preparations to ahol- 


from Whitehall to Totbill Street in one 
of these vehicles has reported unfavnur- 


Offors are invited in a contemporary ably upon them, saying that ho never 
for a largo quantity of tiger skins, got a wink of sloop the whole time. 


Two men have been charged at Peoplo should first make sure that the 
Sutton with Belling walor for whisky, rest of the tiger lias been properly 
People are now asking the exact dato removed before purchasing. 

whon this was first made an offenco. "' : 4 * A subscriber was rung up uio oilier 

Tho composer of an American rag- day by "Trunks" and asked if lie still 
At the present timo a missionary time song is to have a statue orcctcd to wished to say good-bye to himself bofore 
costs twice as much as before the him in New York. It is hoped that leaving for the Homme. 

War, says the Kev. W. J. Fullerton, this warning will have tho desired 

Many a cassowary has been complain- effect on any composers in this country Thistles do more damage to agri 
ing bitterly of the high cost of this who may bo temptod to commit a sim- culture than rats, declared the Mont- 
comestible. ... * ilar error. ... ... gomeryshire Agricultural Executive 

* Committee. Slung by this uncalled - 

A new tango will be danced for tho We understand that, after several for attack on his national vegetable a 
first time on January 15fcb, says The. weeks of careful investigation into de- Scotchman writes to say that within 
Daily Express. For ourselves we shall tails, tho special Committee appointed his knowledge more arable, land lias 
try to go about our business just as if by the Government to deal with Gor- been laid waste by leeks than by any 
nothing really serious had happened. many’s refusal to pay for her sunken other noxious weed. 


A remarkable echo of Armageddon is 
reported from tho Wimbledon district. 
A subscriber was rung up tho other 


vor,. clv u. 
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FASHIONS FOR MEN. 

[“Who will help the Disposal Hoard by starting some new fashion 
that would enable it to get rid of a great consignment of kilts as worn 
by the 1 xiridou Scottish, the Royal Soots and the Highland T.ight In¬ 
fantry ?" Mr;. Ki:u <»■.<> mi I Iw Disposal Hnanl'a“ Curiosity Shop."] 

Thkhk are who hanker for a touch of colour, 

So to relievo their sombre air; 

For mo, 1 like my clothes to he much duller 
Than what the nigger minstrels wear; 

I hold by sable, drab and grey; 

I do not wish to bo a popinjay. 

In vain my poor imagination grapples 
With these new linos in fancy shades, 

Thoso purple evening coals with yellow lapels, 
These vests composed in flowered brocades; 

Nor can T think that noisy checks 
Would help me to attract the other sex. 

With gaudy schemes that rouse my solemn dander 
I leave our frivolous youth to flirt; 

A riband round my straw—for choice, Leander; 

A subtle nuance in my shirt; 

For tie, the colours of my school— 

Those are tho limits of my austere rule. 

lint, when they’d have mo swathe the clamorous 
tartan « 

In lieu of trousers round my waist, 

Thon thoy evoko tho spirit of the Spartan 
Inherent in my simple taste; 

Inexorably I deelino 

To drape the kilt on any hips of mine. 

It may he they will count mo over-modest, 

Deem mo Victorian, dub mo prude; 

I may havo early views, the vory oddest, 

On what is chaste and what is rude; 

Yet am I certain that my leg 
Would not look right beneath a filibeg. 

I lovo the Scot as being truly British; 

Golf (and tho Union) makes us one; 

Yet to my nature, which is far from skittish 
And lacks his local sense of fun, 

TJiero is a something almost foreign 
About his strango attachment to the sporran. 

So, when a bargain-sale is held of chattels 
Surviving from tho recent War— 

Textiles and woollens, built for use in battles— 

And Scotland’s thevo inquiring for 
The kilt department, I shall not 
Be found competing. Sho can have tho lot. 

_ O. S. 


THE DOMESTIC PROBLEM. 

" Wf.i.t,, I’vo been to sec three of them now,” sho said. 
“The first is at Shepherd's Bush——” 

“ What pipes! ” 1 ejaculated. “ What music! What wild 
ecstasy!” 

“—four hundred yards from tho Central Tube, to ho 
exact; and there’s a large roller skating-rink next door. 
You never rolled, did you? Tlireo sessions daily, the ad¬ 
vertisement says." 

“I’m afraid I sat oflener than that when I rolled,” I 
confessed. “'Another transport split,’ as the evening 
papers say, I wonder whother Sir Brio Gnnnus is tho 
riuk-controllor. But tell me a little about the liouso. I 
suppose there’s a high premium and a deep basement?" 


“ Thero are.” 

“ Next, please.” 

“The next is at Chiswick; very damp and miles and 
miles to catch your bus. And there's a basement again.” 

“You might grow mushrooms in the basement,” I said 
hopefully, “ while I hunted my Pimlico on tho shore. 
What about the third ? ” 

"The third is at Hampstead, very high up and very 
salubrious. The agent says wo should be able to overlook 
the wholo of London.” 

"Impossible,” I protested; “youcan’t ignore a thing like 
London.” 

“ i don’t think ho meant that exactly,” she explained. 
“Ilo said that from the top bedroom window on bright 
days one could catch a glimpse of tho dome of St. Paul’s.” 

"That will ho rather lino,” 1 agreed. “ Wo can have 
afternoon receptions in the top bedroom, and print 'To moot 
the Dean and Chapter ’ on the card. People lovo meeting 
Chapters in real life. What is tho rental of this eyrie ? ” 

She told me. It was as high as the site; and, again, 
there was a dug-out underneath. 

“ You haven’t tried Ponder’s End ? " I said at last. “ I ’ve 
often aeon those words on a bus, and a lot of sad-looking 
people on the top, pondering, I suppose, the inevitable end.” 

“ Well, which of them are wo going to choose ? It’s the 
servant problem that’s the real trouble, you know. They 
simply won't cope with a basement nowadays.” 

" I think you overestimate the help crisis," I said. “ There 
are two things that they really want. The first is to have 
employers absolutely dependent on them, and the second is 
a gay life. To tako tho first. I remember that whon 1 was 
in digs-” 

"Do you mind if I knit?” she asked. 

—"whon I was in digs it was my landlady’s fondest 
delusion that I could do nothing to holp myself. And, of 
courso, I was bound to foster the idoa. Every night 1 used 
to hide my pipe bohind the coal-scuttle or my latchkey 
in the aspidistra, just for her to find. There was rather a 
terrible moment once whon she came in unexpectedly and 
caught me losing half-a crown underneath the hearth-rug; 
but I pretended to bo finding it, and saved tho situation. 
It will bo just the same with you. You will go down into 
tho basement and protend to mistako tho flour for the salt, 
and the cook will love you for over, it’s all done by 
kindness and incompetence.” 

" 1 suppose it is,” she said doubtfully. 

" And then there's amusements,” I went on. " Wo 
will have Charles in once or twice a week. No servant 
who has ever heard Charles trying to sing would prefer 
a night out at the cinema or the skating-rink. If sho does, 
we ’ll got a gramophone.” 

" Not for worlds,” she gasped. 

" Oh, you wouldn’t have to listen to it. Tt would live in 
the basement, and Harry Lauder would help the girl to 
clean tho knives and break tho cups, and Georok IIobey 
would make washing the dishes ono grand sweet song. 
Tho basoment would bo a fairyland.” 

" All this doesn’t seem to got us much furthor,” sho eom- 
plainod, “in deciding which of those houses we’re going 
to tako.” 

“ Oh, doesn’t it ? ” I said, and, sitting down, I wrote a fow 
linos rapidly and handed hor tho draft for approval. She 
approved. 

And that is why, if you look at The Times’ “ Domestic 
Situations ” column to-morrow, you may see the following 
announcement;— 

IIotrsE-l’ARLOURMAiD Wanted, helpless couple, where 
gramophone kept; state whether Hampstead, Cniswick or 
Shepherd’s Bush preferred. Evoh. 



ANOTHER TURKISH CONCESSION. 


Turkey (anxious to save the Peace Conference from embarrassment). “ EUROPE ! WITH ALL TIIY 
FAULTS I LOVE THEE STILL. IF THOU INSISTEST, I AM PREPARED TO STAY WITH 
THEE, BAG AND BAGGAGE.” 
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•Oil, yes, Maium, Britannia will suit you admirably. And WIIAT ABOUT 'J hk gentleman ? ” 
‘Oil, he's GOING IN HIS SINNER-JACKET, HE PRESENTING ONE OF THE SMALLER NATIONS. - ’ 


OUR INVINCIBLE NAVY. 

Ordeal by Water. 

When the innermost recesses of the 
Admiralty archives yield their secrets 
to tlio historian there will be some 
strange and stirring events to relate. 
Hut howovor diligently tlio chroniclers 
may search amongst tho accumulated 
records at Whitehall there will still re¬ 
main one outstanding performance, one 
shining example of courage and endur¬ 
ance of which no trace can there he 
found; for it was neveroflicially known 
how Reginald McTaggart upheld the 
honour of the White Ensign in the Gulf 
of Lyons. 

Reginald does not in the ordinary 
way suitor from excess of modesty; 
indeed he has boon known to hint that 
on more than ouo occasion it was pri¬ 
marily due to his oltorts that tho world 
was eventually made safe fordomocracy; 
hut of this his greatest exploit he will 
never speak without pressure, and even 
then but diflulontly. 

When Wir.r.iAM ITohknzoelkrn first 
cried “ Havoc” and let slip tho Prussian 
Guard, Reginald was among the most 
unsophisticated of landsmen. He had 
never in his lifo so much as hoard a 
bo'sun’s pipe and could scarcely dis¬ 


tinguish a battleship from a bathing- 
machine. But tho blood of a maritime 
ancestry ran hot in his veins, and, being 
too highly educated to got on in the 
Army, he placed himself at the disposal 
of the Senior Service, which embraced 
him gladly. Henceforth his career was 
one of unbroken triumph. 

Having taken a First in Mochauical 
Sciences at Cambridge, Boginald was 
at once detailed off for deck-swabbing 
on a Portsmouth depot ship; but one 
day an enterprising Rear-Admiral of tho 
younger school, noting his scientific 
manner of manipulating a squeegee, had 
him sent before the Flag Captain, who, 
on learning his antecedents, recom- 
monded the blushing Reginald for tho 
post of batman to the Senior Wireless 
Officor. Hole his talents Bhow'ed to 
such advantago that in a littlo over 
a year ho received a commission as 
technical officer, and was placed in 
charge of an experimental Torpedo 
School, well away from the storms 
and tomposts that vexed his less gifted 
brothers. 

It were tedious to relate Reginald’s 
advontures during the next two years 
—how time and again he baffled the 
cunning devices of the German naval 
scientists--how ho invented a pivotal 


billiard-table for uso on drifters in rough 
weather and perfected an oloctro-mng- 
netic. contrivance by means of which 
euomy submarines were inveigled into 
torpedoing themselves without warn¬ 
ing. All this and much elso is accessible 
to tho formal historian ; lies ides, Reg¬ 
inald tells people himsolf. Wo will 
hurry on to tho grand exploit. 

It occurred shortly after he was ap¬ 
pointed to a post on tho British Naval 
Mission at Athens. Ho had loft England 
little more than a month when the Sea 
Lords became unoasy. Troublo broke 
out among tho torpedoes and there was 
no one to set. matters right. Paragraphs 
began to appear in the Press. The result 
was an urgent wireless message to 
Athens recalling Reginald at once. 
There was to be no delay. 

“ Aro you prepared to start immedi¬ 
ately?” ftsked the Vice-Admiral, when 
ho had briefly outlined tho situation. 

Roginald saluted briskly. 

" I don’t quite know how you’ll go,” 
continued the Vice-Admiral. “ We 
haven’t an armed ship sailing West for 
a week. There’s a little Greek trading 
steamer leaving for Marseilles to¬ 
morrow morning, but I'm afraid you 
would find her very incommodious. 
Would you care to risk it ? ” 
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"I start in the morning, Sir,” said 
Reginald torsoly. 

Tho Vice-Admiral seized his hand 
and wrung it warmly. 

Wlion Beginald cunio down to tho 
harbour and saw tho craft on which he 
had undertaken to embark ho was seized 
with a suddon faintness. Even tho 
toughest seafarer would liavo thought 
twice before venturing beyond tho 
hreakwator in such an unsavoury dere¬ 
lict; and lloginald, ho it remembered, 
had only onco in his lifo made a soa 
voyage, and that in tho peaceful secur¬ 
ity of an ironclad. Ilis heart quailed 
beneath his Commander's uniform. 

However, sotting his teeth and con¬ 
soling himself with the thought that 
sho would undoubtedly fall to pieces 
before they could leave tho harbour 
behind, ho wont aboard. 

The master, an unprepossessing but 
exceedingly polite child of tho /Kgean, 
was overwhelmed at the prospect of 
carrying a British Naval Commander 
as passenger, lie saluted wildly; ho 
gesticulated ; it was too much hon¬ 
our. Would his Excellency the Com¬ 
mander accept tho usoof his poor state¬ 
room—yes? Would lie undertake tho 
navigation of this so dangerous voyago 
—no? Ah, but ho would seek his so 
expert advicoiu the sudden perilous mo¬ 
ment- good. Reginald bowed nervously. 

At first all went well. Except for the 
atmosphere of tho slato-rooui, which 
was richly tinged with a mixed odour 
of mildewed ligs and rotten pomegran¬ 
ates,and the uncomfortable foolingthat, 
unless ho trod delicately ,tho decks would 
crumble away and deposit him in tho 
bosom of tho Mediterranean, Reginald 
was fairly happy. A ready wit and a 
dignified bearing combined to cloak his 
lack of seamanship and kept tho skipper 
in a lit state of humility and awe. 

But in tho Gulf of Lyons a hreo/.o 
sprang up. It was quite a genllo breeze 
at first, and Reginald found it rather 



stimulating. Towards evening, liosv- 
evor, it freshened, and the ship began 
to stagger. Reginald became conscious 
of those disquieting symptoms com¬ 
mon to landsmen in such case. Bearful 
for his reputation he crept below to 
suffer in solitude. 

By midnight it was blowing a gale, 
and Reginald had lost intorost in lifo. 
Ho was thinking mournfully of tho 
vanity of all human desires when a 
massage was brought; from tho captain. 
They were about to perish. Would his 
Excellency tho Commander como up to 
the bridge and save thorn, please? 

It was a painful predicament, and 
Reginald was justly horrifiod. Could 
he vonture out and display tho weak¬ 
ness of tho British Navy in the face of a 
crew of unwashod Greek matolots ? On 


the other hand, could he skulk in his 
cabin and allow the Master to doubt 
his courage and resource ? He rose and 
lurched unsteadily on dock. 

Tho Captain was distinctly excited. 
Destruction was imminent. Ho had 
appealed to tho Saints without avail. 
Would the British Commander como 
to their assistance ? What did his 
Excellency think of it? 

Reginald thought it was perfectly 
horriblo. He had never thought such 
a ghastly scono possible. Tho ship ap¬ 
peared on tho point of turning turtle 
and ho was soakod to tho skin already. 
Then, realizing that he could not re¬ 
main on the bridge another minute 
without intorual disaster, lie made a 
supremo eff ort. 

“ My dear skipper," he howled at tho 


top of his voice, " you surely don’t call 
this a storm ? Tho merest breeze, I 
assure you. I leally can’t lie disturbed 
for such a tritle. If it begins to blow 
at all during tho night let me know and 
I'll come up and take tho matter in 
hand; ” and without waiting fora reply 
ho scrambled down from tho bridge and 
made a dash for tho seclusion of tho 
state-room. 

Next morning they wore rolling in the 
swell off Marseilles, with the prestige 
of the British Navy, if possible, higher 
than ever. __________ 

“Tho Lord Mayor of Duhlin liar placed a 
loom in this City Hall at tho disposal of tho 
Labour parl y for the inception of reputations.” 

1 tilth J'lijier. 

A kindly thought. Reputations aro so 
easily lost in Ireland. 
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inspiring thought struck mo. Eagerly I other Aorial Craft, Storm, Tompost, 
MY FIRE. made my way to the writing-tabio and Subterranean Firo ... 

“ Seventy-five per cent, of tho drew out a long and bulky envelope “ Monsoon, Typhoon, Volcano, Ava- 

world’s accidonts arise from gross care- from tho bottom drawer. For some laneho,” put in Suzanno impatiently, 

lessness!" I thundered atSuzanno, who timo I sat thoro carefully mastering ‘‘Cut tho cataclysms and come to the 

for tho fifteenth time in live years of its contents. slacks.” 

matrimony had loft her umbrella in tho “What's that funny-looking thing "I'in just coming to them. ‘ , 

’bus. Being on a month’s leave, and you’re reading?” asked my wife at Burglary, Ilousobreaking,Theft and/or 


afraid of losing by nogloct the orderly- 
room touch, J thought fit to practise 


last. Larceny ’—now hold your breath, for 

•‘Oil, nothing important,” I answered we’ro gotting there—‘Conflagration 


on her tho arts of admonition. Ad-[as casually as I could. “Hr—by the and/or Fire. 


monishing, I wagged at her tho match way, do you know wo 're insured ? ” 


' I paused to lot it sink 


“ Tho fact is,” I continued woight- 


witli which I was in tho act of lighting “ Considering that 1 've paid tho pro- ily, “ wo 've had a Fire.” 


my pipe. Wagging tho match, I did miums regularly while you were away, "Have wo? But I wasn't dressed 
not notice the live head drop off on to I should think I ought to know.” for it. I should have worn a mauve 

tho khaki slacks which I had donned " Of course 1 shall put in a claim for peignoir, and been carried down to 
that afternoon to grace a visit to tho tho slacks,” I mummied, safoty by a blond fireman. To have a 

War Office. Only when I traced “ But how can you ?” sho asked, and firo without a fire-engine is liko being 

n . • i i a a _ . i _ a. _.1 . i.. .1... i ii T .1 il.. _: a . %■ i 


Suzanne's petrified stare to its targot' wondering looked at mo. 
did I discover that a von- 

tilation hole had been - _ * " - 

created in a vital part of *- - ^ 

His Majesty's uniform. 

With great presence of V * ^ 

mind I put out tho con- ' v,.;, 

Uagration hofore ventur- /) ^ V \ s 

ing on an.encounter with \ V j] | ] j’i 

“You wore discussing '!!/ \ \ '' ’ 

accidents,” sho observed V* ■'(' I j 

sweetly. “ What percent- - ? [! i A !j!j IjliiJ' 

ago of them did you say £ - ('*) rfr^ 

was due to gross eat eless- ~~ 

There was tio escaping fjj 

tho fact that they were, as 
Suzanne reminded mo, my 
solosurvivingpairof kiniki ^ 

slacks, and that 1 should ^ ~ -- _7 - 

certainly have to get a new ~ - ^ __ _ 

pair before returning to ” ... 

F, .. t .i BEHIND THE SCENES IN 

the Depot: for t.lioso were 

obviously boyond wear or “^ ou 14K ,N LU,:K > MY I:nY - ’■ rHEY VK |j 

J J tiamiht vnn vnrn KKiVK.vir.irr Rp.knk im * II 


‘ I read tlie I married 








BEHIND THE SCENES IN CINEMA-LAND. 

“You ‘ins IN LUCK, MY ROY. THEY ’VE IMPORTED A GENUINE MEXICAN 
It AN HIT FOB YOCU KNIFE-FIGHT SCENE IN * BaD Hat, THE HAEF-BBEED.’ ” 


at a registry-office, is ext 
time-” 

“ Novcrtbeless, we’ve 
bad a Fire, within tho 
moaning of tho policy. 
Now I ’ni going to write 
a letter to the Insurance 
Company.” 

/ji And J did so to tho fol- 
lowing effect:— 

|| “ 77, The Siijiermansions, 

, | S.W. 

“Dhvii Sirs, —I regret 
(fa to inform you that a firo 
took place at in tho above 
/, demesne and or flat after 
~~ tea to-day and damaged 
ono (1) pair of khaki 
Si- slacks trousers so as to 
render them unfit for fur- 
"Zfa thor use. I shall thoroforo 
r> ; / bo glad to receivo from you 
tho sura of two guineas, 
tho original cost price of 
.n the damagod articlo of 
" apparel. Yours, etc.” 


repair. i - - -- - i ■‘■uum, 

“ Well, anyhow I ’vo tlireo wooks to policy once, and as far as I remember Next day I took Suzanno out to buy 
got them in,” l said as lightly as L tliero’s nothing whatever about khaki tho new hat. This done, wo went on 
could. “ My leave isn’t up till tho end slacks in it." to my tailor’s to roplaeo the ill-starrod 

of tho month.” “ Do you know what this policy is ? ” slacks. A casual inquiry as to price 

" Men’s clothes are terribly dear just I exclaimed, brandishing tho document elicited tho statement that it would bo 
now,” remarked Suzanno pensively, impressively. “ It’s a Comprehensive four guinoas. I cut short a rambling 
“And I u-as going to ask you to give Ilousoboldor’s policy. I don’t know discourse, in which the tailor sought to 

mo a new hat. But now I suppose-what a Comprehensive I lousoholder is, saddle various remote agencies with tho 

This roused my pride and solf-rospect. but I think J must he one.” responsibility for tho increase, and 

“Suzanno,” I said, “tho world is “ But I’m sure it says nothing nbout starnpod out of the establishment with 


not coining to an end because 1 havo slacks," sho objected. 


tho blasphemous vow that I’d got a 


to buy a pair of slacks. Y’ou shall have “Comprehensive! ” I shouted. "That pair ready-made at the Stores. 


your now bat to-morrow.” means all-embracing. This policy em- 

Sho clapped her bands in triumph, braces my slacks." 
and a moment's reflection showed me “That sounds almost indelicato.” 


That evening 1 received a reply from 
tho Insurance pcoplo 

“ In all communications please quoto 


that I bad been caught. If it hadn’t “Liston. ‘Whereas the undermeu- Bof. No. 73B5G/SP/QE. 
been for the conflagration sho would tioned, hereinafter called tho Accused—■ “ Sin,—We noto your claim for gar- 

nevor haves dared to ask fora new bat. tho Assured, 1 mean—has paid blank incuts injured by ail outbreak of fire at 
Now I came to remember, I bad taken pounds, shillings and ponce Premium your residence. Wo await the roports 
her out and bought lior one on the first or Consideration . . to insure him/her of tho Fire Brigade and Salvago Corps, 

day of my leave. from loss ordamage by Lightning, Explo- on receipt of which wo will again com- 

Howevcr, tlio damage was dono sion, Earthquake, Thundorbolts . . .municato with you. Meanwhile, will 
(twice over, in fact), and! sat gently “ Oo-cr,” said Suzanno with a shiver, you kindly inform us what other damago 
brooding over it in silence. Suddenly an “‘ . . . Aeroplanes, Airships, and/or was dono? We are, yours, eto.” 
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ANOTHER COMBINE. 

Jljislamlvr. “ ’Ow ykr coin’, math?" 

l lutler Merchant. "Visa I I’vb just amalgamated with tub uiihlnloS nk.vt dooii." 


T at once wrote back to remove their 
misapprehension:— 

“ Dear Sirs, —My fire was uot what 
you would call an outbreak. It was 
essentially a quiet affair, attended by 
neither Fire Brigade nor Salvage Corps, 
but just the family (like being married 
at a registry-office, don’t you think ?). 
My khaki.slacks wore the only articles 
injured. As I am now going about 
without them, you will realise that no 
time should be lost in settling the claim. 

Yours, etc. 

“ P.S. T nearly forgot—7385(5/RS/VP. 
There!” 

A day or two later 1 received a re¬ 
quest, pitched in an almost slanderously 
sceptical tone, for moro detailed infor¬ 
mation. I humoured them, and there 
ensued a ding-dong correspondence, in 
which that wretched Ref. No. was 
bandied backwards and forwards with 
nauseating reiteration, and of which 
the following are the salient points:— 
They. Kindly state what you esti¬ 
mate the total value of the contents of 
your residence to be. 

■ Myself {after a searching inquiry into 
present prices). £ 1,500. 


They (promptly). Wo beg to point 
out that you arc only insured for a 
total sum of £750. In accordance with 
the terms of your policy you arc only 
entitled to recover such proportion of 
the value of tho loss or damage as the 
total insured boars towards the total 
value of the contents— i.c., one-half. 

Myself. Two guineas is oxactly one- 
half of four guineas, tho present cost of 
slacks. Plcaso see attached affidavit 
from tailor. (By a mastorly stroke I 
had actually induced the rascal to sot 
out his iniquity in hlack and white.) 

At last, twenty days after tho fire, 
when I had finally screwed myself up 
to the point of going out to buy a pair 
of roach-me-downs, 1 was rewarded 
by receiving a choque for two guineas 
from the Insurance Company, “ in full 
settlement.” 

By the same post I received a letter 
from the Adjutant of my Dopftt inform¬ 
ing me that I was not to return at tho 
expiration of my loavo, but by War- 
Office instructions (I will spare j ou tho 
Ref. No.) was to proceed instead to tho 
Crystal Palace for immediate demobi¬ 
lization. (That, by tho way, is part of 


the game of being a volunteer for the 
Army of Occupation.) Jt was Suzanne 
who brought the two letter.-, into then- 
proper correlation. 

11 You won't have to gel a new pair 
of slacks now,” sho said. 

“Bless my s*ml, no!” 1 exclaimed. 
“Then what ought 1 to do with this 
cheque? Soml it buck ? " 

“ Certainly not," cried Suzanne as 
she snatched it from my wavering hand. 
“I've been wanting a new hat for 
some time." 

'"Frenzied Finance." 

‘■’Jin* guard mils want more inuiit*\ .«K *. 
\\ lull tin* Tivasio' liium-looal taxations ;no 
only (he /if-litMl ti»\,itions .u c only the hryin- 
)wt<j of ilie domainl upon thecili/en'sptK-kH .■* 
Krenwy I'oji-1. 

' ' J I'M 1*1 It CtI\MI'IU.N. 

Tint reference to a yomi” \\om:ni living :il 
Ksshei*, Siirn-s, vnIio has knit tod 50 jumper* 
since August 20, an Inch ]»«•»■ Inends chum to be 
a world's record for an amatour, had resulted 
in u challenge. 

* Jumper,’ who bus at Miniate, writes. 
* X find it qiiii.'easN to knit in the datk and to 
read while knitting.* *’ Daily l\ijyr. 

Tho Margate candidate w ill get our vote. 
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MY SALES DAY. 

7.0 to 8.80. Iliso, breakfast, and make 
out shopping-list. 1 put down 

Waterproof for Henry. 

School-frock and hoots for the Kid. 

Koplonish household linen. 

9.0. Arrive at largo emporium just as 
the doors open. Ask to ho directed to 
gentlemen’s mackintoshes. Pause on 
tho way to look at evening wrapsmarked 
down from fivo guineas to 98/11. It 
sooms a swooping reduction, hut I do 
not require an ovening wrap. 

9.10 to 10.10. Try on ovening wraps. 
Select a perfectly sweet Hose da Bmri 
duvotyn lined gns J'onci. 

10.15. Continuing to head for mack¬ 
intoshes. Tho couiso runs past a job- 
line in silk hosiery, llemcmber 1 ought 
to got stockings to go with tho evening 
wrap. 

10.15 to 11.5. Match stockings. 

11.15. Arrive at gentlemen s mack¬ 
intoshes. Find thoy aro not being re¬ 
duced in tho sale. Observe however 
that some liaudsomo silk shirts witli 
broad stripes aro marked half-price; 
got three for Henry, also a fancy wnist- 
coat at 6/11 ? (was 25/-), only slightly 
soiled down front. 

11.40. Ask for Children's Depart¬ 


ment. Tako wrong turning and arrive 
at millinery. 

11.10 to 1.10. Try on hats. Decido 
on a ducky little toquo and a fascinating 
rivor hat (for next suminor). 

1.10 to 1.80. Still asking for Child¬ 
ren’s Department. When it is finally 
given to mo I am told that useful school- 
frocks have all boon sold. 

1.80 to 0.30. Drift to Shoe Depart¬ 
ment ; secure a pair of pink satin slippers 
—rather tight, hut amazingly cheap. 
Swopt by crowd into “ Fancy Goods ” ; 
make sovoral purchases. Oct taken in 
a crush to “ Evening Accessories ” ; am 
persuaded to buy. 

6.35. Leave omporium. It is raining 
heavily. 

7.15. Arrive home wet and exhausted. 
Ilavo an argument, conducted affably 
on my sido, with Henry, who flatly re¬ 
fuses to wear the half-price striped 
shirts or pay for the only-slightly-soiled 
waistcoat. He makes pointed remarks 
about tho had weather, with cynical 
referoneo to mackintoshes. Am struck 
afresh by tho selfishness of men. 

7.45. Kememborthatl havoforgotton 
household linen and Kid's boots, but de¬ 
termine not to lot this spoil my good 
tompor. 

8.0. Dine alone with Henry. Do my 


best to show a forgiving spirit in face 
of his egoism. So to bed, conscious of 
a day well spent. 


OUli DAY OF UNIiEST. 

[“The grout demand of the moment is 
something fresh to do oil Sunday.”J 

Keening l'aper. 

At tho amplo shrine of pleasure 

You have worshipped well and long 
On this day of so-called loisuro, 

Yet you feel there’s something wrong. 

Blusi is your air and jaded; 

Sabbath hours liavo lost their zest; 
Utter ennui has invaded 
Evory corner of your chest. 

Sport is shorn of all its glamour; 

Motoring proves no more a luro; 

So you come to me and clamour 
For a speody psychic cure. 

Well, my friend, if fresh sensation 
Is tho object of your soareh, 

And you want a consultation, 

My advice is, Go to church. 


Bolshevism in the Civil Service. 

“ Wliitloy Councils aro tho latest develop¬ 
ment in Government offices iu Whitehall. 
What is aimed at is a system of promotion 
freo and uninterrupted from top to bottom." 
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Labour. “PERHAPS IT’S. A SIZE TOO BIG FOR ME AT PRESENT.” 

Coalition. “ GLAD YOU FEEL LIKE THAT, AS I HAVEN'T QUITE FINISHED WITH IT." 


















[•mm: 



mar f! " 1111 r 1 " r''\ ! ! »ww\\w wmtiwr&ut- 

Soulful Varhj. “Air. yes, mi! wow.n is ai.ways so— wu nkvkii sinew fuih nits os A man’s i.haik i stil akii.h nr, is iisau." 


THE CANDOUlt OF KEYNES. 

([Httijijestril by the, perusal of “ The Economic Consei/ucnccs i 
of the Peace.") 

There was a superior young person named Keynes 
Who possessed an oxtensivo equipment of brains, 

And, being elected a Follow of King's, 

Ho taught Economics and similar things. 

On the outbreak of war he at once made his mark 
As a " toinpy,” but Principal, Treasury Clerk, 

And the Permanent Staff and tho Chanceu.ou too 
Pronouncod him a flier and well worth his screw. 

So he went to tho Conference, not as a mute, 

To act as tho Chanceli.or’h chief substitute, 

And in this extremely responsible post 
Ho mingled witli those who wero ruling tho roast. 

Tho Pig and redoubtable Throe, 'tis confessed, 

By his talont aud zeal wero immensely impressed ; 

But, couversoly, tho fact, which is painful, remains 
That thoy failed to impress tho rodoubtablo Keynes. 

So, aftor iivo mouths of progressive disgust, 

He shook from his feet the Parisian dust, 

Determined to give tho chief Delegates beans 
And let the plain person behind tho Peace scenes. 

Though his title is stodgy, yet all must admit 
That liis pagos are soasoned with plenty of wit; 

He's alert as a cat-fish ; he can’t be ignored; 

'And throughout his recital we never are bored. 


For lie’s not h more slinger of partisan ink, 

But a thinker who givos us profoundly to think ; 
Anil his arguments cannot bo lightly dismissed 
With cries of “ Pro-Hun " or of “ Pacificist.” 

And yot (hero aro faults to he found all tho same; 
For example, 1 doubt if it's playing tho game 
For one who is hardly unmuzzled to guy 
lteprosontativo statesmen who cannot reply. 

And wliilo wo’re aniusod by his caustic dispraise 
Of President Wii.son's Chadbandiau ways, 

Of tho cynical Ticier, laconic and grim, 

And our versatile Premier, so supple aud slim— 

Still wo foel, as ho zealously damns the Allios 
For grudging tho Gormans tho means to ariso, 
That possibly some of tho Eltimato Things 
May oven bo hidden from Fellows of King's, 


“The-Male Voice Choir and St. — 

Xmas music.” - J.ocal roper. 

Wo shouldn’t wonder. 


lira s Hand (ii-'-oriled I 


“Another element in tho industrial activity of Japan, which is 
brought forcibly homo to the Westerner, is the ol>\ iuu., pleasure that- 
the Japanese people take m doing the work whirh is allotted to them. 
It is no uncommon sight to see men laughing merrily as tliev drag 
along their heavy merchandise, or singing as they swing their anvils 
in a manner almost reminiscent of tho historic village MnoksmitU." 

Procimiid I'u jut. 

And “children coming homo from school” know better 
than to “ look in at the open door.” 
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THE EGOIST. 

On Monday morning Hereward Valo 
loft homo in an unsettled state of mind. 
That was putting it mildly. Ife was 
thoroughly unhappy. Something was 
up--he couldn't toll what—or whether 
it was his own fault or Mary’s. Anyhow, 
it didn’t seem to matter whoso fault it 
was. Tho thing had happened. That 
was tho ono overwhelming idea that 
concerned him. Tho first shadow had 
fallen : their record of complete and 
perfect happiness was broken. 

Tho road to tho station was a long 
and particularly beautiful one. Hero- 
ward had always appreciated every 
inch of it. But to-day be hated it. Ho 
bated the way tho yew-trees drooped, 
(lie leafless branches of I bo hazels, the 
faded, crumpled blackberry, the scat¬ 
tered decaying leaves. It was really 
a remarkable day for November—clear 
and frosty, with a bright blue sky and 
scudding white clouds. A strong north¬ 
east wind tested one’s vitality. Here- 
ward’s was low. Ho buttoned bis collar 
and hurried on. 

Mury had never treated him quite 
liko this before. Blie had always been 


tender, sympathetic and understanding 
with his moods. True, lie was trying; 
but she bad known that beforo she 
nuuried him. Ho was an artist, and 
an artist’s work, bo argued, depended 
largely on the state of bis emotions. 
He earned the family bread by the 
labour of bis bands and bis baud was 
the servant of his mind, and bis mind 
a tempest of moods. Mary had applied 
herself to her task with creditable skill. 
She could always turn bis sullenness 
to a sort of creative melancholy of 
which be was rather proud; his rest¬ 
lessness to energy and his discontent 
to something liko constructive thinking. 
How she achieved the miracle be did 
not know, nor did ho inquire. But he 
was guided by her as a child by its 
mother, still constantly rebelling. 

But to-day the machinery bad broken 
down. Mary bad been cool, pleasant 
and crisply unemotional at lrroakfast- 
time. lie bad woken up cross and 
with a hoadacbo. He bud a muddled 
feeling and wanted sorting out. But 
Mary seemed quite unaware of it. She 
had a preoccupied manner; alio went 
about just too cheerfully, chatting just 
too pleasantly about trivial things. It 


was mechanical,Herowarddecided,and, 
anyway, it wasn’t at all what ho wanted. 
His monosyllabic responses were ac¬ 
cepted as perfectly right and natural, 
when they' were nothing of the sort. 
She did not get up and pass her hand 
lovingly and soothingly over his hair 
and say things appropriate to his stale 
of mind. She wont on with her break- 
fust and looked ufterhim kindly enough, 
but without solicitude. 

For instance, she made no comment 
on the fact that ho had hardly touchod 
his bacon; she merely removed his 
plate and gave him marmalade and 
toast as if lie had left no bacon at all. 
She didn't even notice tho lines of 
sulfering on his face, the dark circles 
under his oyos. He cast a glance in 
the mirror when lior back was turned 
to see if they were obvious. They were. 
Why wasu't Mary catching his hump ? 
She always did. 

When finally ho left the house, a 
litllo bent, with no spring in his stop, 
Mary didn’t accompany him to tho 
door. She didn't exchange with him 
ono of those rapid looks of complete 
Understanding that ho had grown so 
accustomed to and found so sustaining 
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and helpful. She kissed him firmly and 
coolly, almost casually. Just so she 
might kiss an aunt. 

The train journey was cold and 
lonely. Nobody ho knew was travelling 
up to town. He bought a daily paper, 
but the headlines put him off. They 
were nearly all about divorce cases. 
There was one about a man who had 
lived for three years in the same house 
with his wife without speaking to hor. 
Such things were possible! He gazed 
out of the window. The wonderful day 
had no charm for him. The feeling 
of autumn only further increased his 
senso of the loss of youth, of the decay 
of romance. He nursed and nourished 
his grievance. He dcsirod that Mary 
should know what a wreck she had 
made of his day, possibly of his life. 

He was in no mood lor work. Ho 
went up to his studio in Eitzroy Squaro 
and muddled about with pons and ink. 
Ho had what he called a good tidy up, 
and firmly and consistently throw away 
ovory relic of sentiment he had foolishly 
preserved. At one o’clock, through 
iiabit and not because he was hungry, 
ho went out and had a lonely lunch at 
a small restaurant, sitting at a marble- 
topped tablo which imparted to him 
something of its chill. After that ho 
loafed about looking at things till dusk. 
Dusk was quite unbearable. Ho Hod 
back to lliu studio, made up a stupen¬ 
dous fire, lit a pipe and mused. 

Ho decided not to go home that night, 
lie felt hurt and ill-used. Ho would 
stay in town and havo a thoroughly 
good time. As the idea struck him lie 
looked round the studio. The corners 
were dismal and shadowy. Everything 
not in tho immediate cirelo of tlio fire 
looked grey and cheorless. His easel, 
with a bit of drapery thrown across it, 
was like a spoctro with outstretched 
arms. It suggested despair. He could 
think of no ono whom ho wanted to 
see. Thoio wasn’t a soul he knew 
whom he would not in this crisis deli¬ 
berately have avoided. 

So ho went to tho Russian Ballet 
and was bored. lie had been excited 
about Cleopatra tho first time he had 
seen it; he now decided that it was a 
great mistake to try to repeat emotional 
experiences. 

He left hurriedly beforo tho pro¬ 
gramme was half over. His foet took 
him mechauically to Waterloo Station. 
He looked up a train. The 9.30 was 
due out; he sprinted and caught it. 
The carriage he managed to got into 
was empty and warm. He slept; he 
slept all tho way, and it did him good. 

Whon ho arrived at the other end 
the night was calm and tho sky star- 
spangled. The walk out exhilarated 
him; his exasperation was over. He 


rmiiii'j A Hi/! i 


mm 


t m j 





ran lightly down tho leaf-strewn steps 
of tho old garden and looked in at the 
window. Mary was seated at the lire. 
She looked pensive, pretty and a little 
sad. He whistled and she smiled up. 
“ Hooray 1 ” she said, “ I’d nearly given 
you up.” Sho slipped round and had 
tho door open beforo ho could get out 
his key and drew him in. She holpod 
him off with his coat and scanned his 
face with even more than hor usual 
intentness and interest. But she didn't 


ask him why ho was lafo and ho didn’t 
tell her. He thought that could waif. 

Their extemporised supper was a 
great success, and they sat hcfoiu flic 
wood fire far into the night. 

“What was up 1 his morning?" lie 
finally asked. “ You weren’t quite your¬ 
self, wore you? - ’ 

"This morning?” slio questioned, 
puzzled. “ Oh, 1 remember. I woke 
with a splitting headache. Did you 
uotico it? You nice old thing ! ’’ 
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can rectify this and nobody need be stance. Further--and this is very rare 
AT THE PLAY. !ln y t|, 0 wiser. This at least is Mar- —it owes nothing to tlio adventitious 

“Mu. PtM Passes Bv.” den's attitude, always free from any aid of tlio costumier. For the author’s 

■ • Tim \ear's at the s|irinfi suspicion of complexity. But his wife observation of the unities is extended to 

And day ’s at tho morn ... (if that is the word for her), being of a include the matter of dross; he allows 

(!o<l ’» in llis lio.iyu - moro subtle nature, determines to make his pooplo one costumo each and no 

All ■« right with the world . profit out of U ,e situation. She points moro. 

When Piji/m “ passed,” singing songs out to him that sho is at present tho Miss Irene Vanbrugh playod as if 
liko tliat and preoccupied with the widow Tollworthy and that she must every one of her words had been made 
splendid fact of her one day’s holiday, bo wooed all ovor again, and can only expressly for her, as, no doubt, they 
she unconsciously brought about a be won on her own terms. Those in- were. 1 have never seen her so perfect 

change for tho hotter in the heart or elude a recognition of the nioco’s on- in detail, in tlio poise of her head, in 

conscience of all who overheard her. gagomont- (has not tho young artist an her least gesture and intonation, inher¬ 
it was not so with the passing of Mr. equal right with Harden to a speedy swift changos of mood; never so quiotly 
Piin. Prior to his intrusion, thoro had marriage with tho woman of his choice'!') mistress of tho finesse of her art. 
been nothing to disturb tlio well-ordered and a concession to her taste in futur- As Harden, Mr. Ben Websteh was 
existence of Geo. Harden, Esq., ,1.1'., istic curtains. a little restless in a part for which ho 


and his wifo (late Mrs. Toll- 
worthy), except that they did 
not see eyo to eve on the 
small question of iiis nioco’s 
early ongagomeut to a young 
artist and on tho still smallor 
question of futuristic cur¬ 
tains. Then came Hr. (!m ra- , 

ira;/ Pim, a doddering old A 

gentleman, with a thin fal- ^ 

scttovoicoandaloosishinom- Hi 

ory, but otherwise harmless. 

Ho arrives with an introduc- A I 

tion from Australia and casu- fiy -jj 

ally lets fall a tale of a fellow- /SEggSk 
passenger with tho unusual 
name of Tollworthy, fiom ^5® I 
which — and other incidental ^ 

ovidonce -Mrs. I/aiv/cugath- yj 
ers that her first husband (an /^/ 

ex-convict.) is still alive, llav- VA 6 
ing dropped t his thunderbolt B 

ho drifts off, leaving tragedy * 

in Iiis wake. End of Act I. 

Harden, highly eonscien- PUMC 

tious, takes the orthodox viow 
that his lawless marriage * 

must lie nullified. Iiis wife, 
though horrified at tlio resur¬ 
rection of her impossible 
first husband, permits herself to rocog- 
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A DROPPER OF UNCONSIDERED TRIFDES. 
Mr. Pim .... Mr. Dion Boucicaui.t. 
Mrs. Marden . . . Miss Ibene Vanbbugii. 


was not constitutionally suit¬ 
ed, but played with tlio great¬ 
est courage and sincerity. Mr. 
Dion Bouuicault’h study of 
Hr. Pim was extraordinarily 
effective; and the way in 
which ho made the attenu¬ 
ated pipings of this futile old 
gentleman carry liko tho 
notes of a boll was in itself a 
romarkable feat. 

These threo woie given 
great chances, full of colour. 
l?ut in tho part of liriou 
Slramjc, tho boy-lover, by its 
nature relatively colourless, 
Mr. Leslie Howard was 
hardly less good, lie never 
madoanything liko a mistake 
of manner. I wish I could 
say tho same of his flappor. 
But Miss Cohan assorted her 
good spirits a little too boist¬ 
erously for the picture. 

I hope 1 shall not he sus- 
pocted of partiality towards 
one of Mr. Punch’s young 
men if I say that this is the 
best of the good things that 


roction of her impossible Mr. Milne has given us. As 

first husband, permits herself to roeog- At this juncture Hr. Pim drifts in in his unacted play, The Luck;/ One, ho 
niso the humorously ironic side of again to correct an error of memory. Tho gives evidence of a desire, not unfrequent 
things. Hr. Pim, fortunately located name of the gontloman who suceumbod in humourists, to be taken seriously, 
in tho immediate neighbourhood, is to tho herring-bone was not Tellworthy But he knows by now that brilliant 
sent for that ho may throw further (ho must have got that name into his dialoguo is what is expected of him, 
light on the painful subject of Toll- head through hearing it mentioned as and ho thinks, too modostly, that ho 
worthy’s revival. Jfo now reports— that of Mrs. Harden’s first husband), caunot afford to dispense with it for 
what he had vaguely imagined himself It was really Polwhistlo—either Honry long at a time. Tho result is that, 
to have mentioned in the lirst instance or Ernest Polwhistle; ho was not quite after stringing us up to faco a tragic 
—that Tellworthy had met his death sure which. Everything is thus re- situation, he is tempted to let us down 
at Marseilles through swallowing a stored to tho status quo ante, excopt with light-hearted cynicisms. He 
lierring-hone. Tho Second Act closes that Harden, in a spasm of generous would hate mo to suggest that Mr. 
with a burst of jubilant hysterics on loaction, fools himself morally bound to Bernard Shaw has infected him, but 


the part of Mrs. Harden. ’ abide by the now conditions that his perhaps ho wouldn’t mind iuy hinting 

But the situation is only partially wifo hud laid down. at the influence of Sir -Fames Barrie. 

relieved. True, the old husband is dead Hr. Pi in only passes by once more to Certainly his Hardens remind mo of 
all right, hut tlio Hardens’ marriage is uuiiounco his settled conviction that tho Darlings in Peter Pan. Just as there 
still bigamous; they have been living Polwhistlo’s Christian name was Ernest wo wore invitod alternately to weop for 
all this time in what would bo regarded and not Henry. tho bereaved mother's sorrow and roar 

in the eyes of Heaven (and, still worso, It will bo seen that the play is over the bereaved father's buffooneries, 

tlio county of Bucks) as siu- Howovor, original in design; but it is also a truo so boro, though not so disastrously, our 

a trifling formality at a registry-office play of character revealed by circum- hoarts are torn between sympathy for 
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j tho husband’s) real troubles and amuse- 
! mont at tho wile's flippant altitude 
i towards tho common tragedy. 

I will not deny tho sneaking pleasure 
which this flippancy gavo mo at the 
time, but in tho light of calmer reflec¬ 
tion 1 fool that Mr. Mu .nr would really 
have ploasod himself better if ho could 
have found tho courage to keep tho play 
on a serious noto ail through tho inter¬ 
val between Mr. Pirn's first and second 
revelations. Apart from tho higher 
(jucstion of sincerity ho would have 
gained something, in au artistic senso, 
by getting a stronger contrast out of tho 
chango of situation that followed tho 
announcement of Tollworthy’s demise. 

In tho First Act wo scorned to havo 
a little too much of the young couple, 
but this insistence was perhaps justified 
by tho important part which their affairs 
subsequently played (along with tho 
leil-violif of tho futuristic curtains) in 
j tho readjustment of tho relations be¬ 
tween husband and wifo. 
j If I havo any flaw to find in a roally 
I charming piny, I think it was a mis¬ 
take for Mrs. Martini to let Mr. Pirn 
into tho secret of her past. As with 
the sweet influences of Pipjia, so with 
tho devastating havoc wrought by the 
I inexactitudes of Mr. Pun, 1 think he 
! should have been loft unconscious of 
I tho effect of his passing. 

I For tho rest, 

i Mr. Mil. mo ’s at his best— 

1 \11 's right with the play I O. S, 


EUPHONIOUS ALIENS. 

(.1 successful chamber concert has been 
tjivni bp three players, slylimj them¬ 
selves “ The Modern Trio," and named 
as under.) 

i You may search through all Europe 
i from Ncnagh to Nish 
| For such a delightfully-named coalish 
j As that of Mannucci and Mei.zak and 
Kuisii. 

In Mei.zak wo noto tho Slavonic 
ainbish ; 

Mannucci suggests an Italian dish, 
And there’s an exotic nlluromont in 
Kkish. 

I Their combined cantilena 's as soothing 
i as squish; 

| ’Tvvould have banished tho madnoss of 
; Sauj., son of Kish, 

Had he listonod to Melzak, M \nnucci 
j and Kkish. 

i Their music, I gather, is wholly delish, 
| But their names are the thing that I 
j specially wish 

! To applaud in Mannucci and Melzak 
! and Kkish. 

The Struggle for Life. 

Fob Sale. —Entire household, $200 cash." 

American Paper. 


ANOTHER CRISIS. 

W HETHEii it is duo to war-weariness 
or not the fact remains that tho British 
public view with apparent apathy tho 
new crises which arise day by day to 
threaten their happiness and maybe to 
change tho whole course of their life. 

Only a few mornings ago we read 
in The Daily Chronicle tho following 
momentous statement made by that 
newspaper’s golf correspondent: “ 1 ’m 
told that the thirty-one ponnyweiglit 
hall is doomed." Doomed! Yet, so far 
as could ho ohsorved in tho demeanour 
of tho pleasuro-seekers in tho Strand on 
tho aftomoon of that same day, things 
might havo been oxaetly as they were 
the day bofore. 

Wo learn that the sub-committee in¬ 
vestigating this matter of the thirty-one 
pennyweight ball have consulted both 
tho manufacturers and the professionals. 
A ray of hope is givon by tho statement, 
made on good authority, that “ tho 
manufacturers havo adopted a very 
reasonable attitude." The country 
should ho grateful for this. But, on tho 
other hand, “ tho professionals want full 
froedoin in tho selection of halls." 

To foster a false optimism at this 
juncture would bo criminal, and it may 
as woll lie admitted at once that nego¬ 
tiations aro proceeding with difficulty. 
As wo go to pross we learn that a pro¬ 
tracted meeting, lasting from 2 p.m. 
until after midnight, lias boon held. 
Tho loader of tho manufacturers, on 
emerging from the conference ball, was 
seen to look pale and exhausted. Push¬ 
ing bis way through the pressmen and 
photographers he said, "Boys, for tho 
moment we arc bunkered; we must em¬ 
ploy the niblick. No, that is all I can tell 
you; ” and he walked quickly away with 
his hand to bis brow and muttering 
words seldom board off the course. 

Equally grave, tho organising secre¬ 
tary of the professionals was oven loss 
communicative, for he spoke in his 
native tongue, and the Scotsman among 
thoreportors who undertook to translate 
his romarks was unfortunately unable 
to lmiko himself understood. 

Tho Prime Minister’s Private Seero¬ 
tary has issued to tho Press a statement 
that Mr. Lloyd George is kooping in 
close touch with Walton Heath and the 
progress of events, but that at present 
no useful purposo would be served by 
Government interference. 

The Daily Chronicle correspondent 
also announces that representatives of 
American golf are to visit St. Andrews 
in tho Spring to discuss the question. 
We trust their visit may not be too late. 
If tho problem is one that can be solved 
by dollars no doubt they 'will come 
woll-equippod for enforcing American 


opinion on the British public. We can 
only hope that international relation-. 
ships will not ho strained by their 
deliberations; let thore be a spirit of 
toleration and arecognition of the rights 
of small nations, and all may yet bo well. 


WHY THE SPARROW LIVES 
IN THE TOWN. 

In noisy towns, where traflio roars and 
rushes 

And whore the grimy streots aro dark 
and narrow, 

You never boo tho robins and the 
thrushes, 

Nor hear their songs. Only tho City 
sparrow 

Chirps bravely and as cheerily as thoy, 

Although his homo is very far away. 

lie chirps of lanes, of far-off country 
places 

(This is tho sparrows' story that I ’m 
tolling); 

Long, long ago they lived in sweet wide 
spaces; 

Their homes wore in the hedges, gay, 
green-smelling; 

Tho people, though, came citywards to 
dwell: 

"Then we,” the sparrows said, "must 
go as well. 

" Tus, wo 're the birds to go, for all 
our brothers 

Would lose their songs in cities dark 
and crowdy; 

Their hearts would break; but wo 're 
not like the others, 

Wo cannot sing, our coats aro drab 
and dowdy; 

But wo can chirp and chirp and chirp 
again; 

The people shan't forget a country 
lano." 

And so they came, and in all city- 
weathers 

They chirped a noto of cboer to exiles 
weary ; 

And still the sparrows chirp, for their 
brown feathers 

Hide now, as then, bravo kindly 
hearts and cheery, 

Of lanes they've novor seen nor lived 
among, 

Of country lanes thoy sing, tho same 
old song. 


"Sin Albert's Elevation.— ‘ Up, Stanley, 
up ! '—Shakespeare (amended).” 

Sunday Pictorial. 

Great Scott (Walter) 1 

"Very attractive wan the interior of tho 

- Hall, when tho Misses-entertained 

a large number of their friends at an enjoyiihle 
dance. Everything was 1 contour de pose. ’ " 
Australian Paper. 

It is very clear they weren’t jazzing. 
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TITK I’OST-WAK SPOETSMAN MAKES THE ACQUAINTANCE OK THE HUNTSMAN. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

The liomancc of Madame 'Tnssand's (Oohams) slrikos one, 
in thoso flays of universal reminiscence, almost; as a lihre a 
fairc, certainly as a volume that finds its welcomo waiting 
for it. I suppose there are few unhappy boings for whom 
the very name of that gifted lady does not revive something 
of the nursery inagic that is novor quite forgotten. All of 
which means" that Mr. John T. Tussaud, who has written, 
vivaciously and with obvious pleasure, this history of the 
famous show, is (I hopo) assurod beforehand of his sales. 
It is a fat record, taking the story from the earliest wax 
profiles made by Dr. Cuirnus for the Parisian aristocracy in 
the days before the Revolution ; through the Terror, when 
his niece (afterwards Madame Tussaud) was employed to 
model notable heads from the basket of the guillotine, 
which was itself subsequently to ligure amongst tho 
attractions of hor collection, and finally bringing the enter¬ 
prising artist and hor models to England and Baker Street, 
whence a comparatively recent move established them (tho 
foundress in efligy only) in their present palace. I was espe¬ 
cially interested to trace tho evidence of close attention paid 
to the show by Mr. Punch, and in particular to learn that tho 
title Chamber of Horrors was first invontod by that observer; 
though the author falls into an obvious chronological in¬ 
exactitude in ascribing to these pages a cartoon.by Cuuxk- 
bhank published “ in November of Waterloo year." I have 
no Space for the many queer stories, chiefly of encounters 
between the quick and tho wax, with whioh the book 
abounds, nor for more than mention of its admirable photo¬ 


graphs, of which I should have liked many more. Alto¬ 
gether it gives an unusual sidelight on the history of two 
Capitals; and incidentally, if tho reading of it puts others 
iu the sumo resolve as niy self, an extra turn-stile will bo 
needed in tho Marylobone Road. 

Mr. IIarky Tjuiik is something of a problem to mo. 
With tho best will iu tho world to appreciate what looked 
like unusual promise 1 can only regard him at present as 
one who is neglecting tho good gilts of heaven in tho pur¬ 
suit apparently of bomo Jack-o’-lunthorn idea of popularity. 
No doubt you recall his first novel, The Sheep Path, a 
sincere and well-observed study of feminine temperament. 
This was followed by one that (though it had its friends) 
marked, to my thinking, a lamentable fall from grace. Ho 
has now published a third, Day Date a (Whstall). Here, 
though popularity of a kind may he its reward, the work is 
still woefully beneath what should be Mr. Tiuiiu’s level. 
Certainly not one of tho demands of the circulating 
libraries is unfulfilled. We bavo a fair-bailod heroine 
(victim to cocaine), a dark and villainous foreigner, a dashing 
hero, a middle-aged woman who adores him despite the 
prescnco of her husband, himself called throughout, llama 
Brinthall, a style surely more common in pantomimic 
circles than in the drawing-rooms of Mayfair; and the 
incidents embrace both murder and suicide. Moreover 
there is “plenty of conversation,” and the intrigue moves 
sufficiently quickly (if jerkily) to keep one curious about 
the next page. But having very willingly admitted so 
much 1 return to my contention, that for Mr. Tuiim to 
neglect his sensitive and dolieato art for the antics of these 
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tawdry dolls is to botray both himself and the craft of 
which ho may still become a distinguished exponent. 


Star of India (Cassell) is what Mrs. Alice Perkin calls 
her latest novel, a title so good that I can only wondor why 
------- (or perhaps whether) it has not been used before. Inside 

From the official who is interested in officialdom to also I found excellent entertainment. One supposes the 
the Infantry officer who is interested in tactics, from author to have been confronted with two main problems 
tho mechanical expert who can appreciate the technical with regard to her plot—how to make sufficiently plausible 
details of diagrams to the child who l evels in faultless the marriage botween a flapper (if you will forgive thepdious 
photographs of hair-i-aising monsters (“I may read it, word) of seventeen and a middle-ageing Anglo-Indian; and, 
mother, mayn’t I, when I 'vo unstickied my fingers ? ” was secondly, how to impart any touch of novelty to thoinevit- 
the way I. heard it put), everybody, I think, will find plenty able catastrophe that must attend this union. The first she 
to attract him in Sir Albert Stern’s finely illustrated has managed by a very cunning suggestion of the mingled 
Tanks 1911-1010 (IIodder and Stoughton). Tanka were jealousy, curiosity and boredom that drove Stella into the 
born at Lincoln, and rightly so, for did not Oliver Crom- arms of her elderly suitor; the second by a variety of 
well’s Ironsides mostly come from this region?—and the devices, to indicate which would bo to givo away the whole 
main themo of this book is to show how much more for- intrigue—one, 1 may say, whose climax is not nearly so 
midahlc an obstacle they found in the files and registries of visible from afar as that of most triangle talos. One point 
Whitehall than in tho trenches and wire-entanglements of only 1 will reveal: Mrs. Perrin has had the courage, while 
Flandors and France. Parents they had and sponsors in- vindicating her own common-sense judgment upon such 
numerable. Practical soldiers and engineers woro ontluisi- folk, to introduce a second girl, daughter and pupil of one 
astic about them, and tho Bosch quaked in his trendies or of the spoon-fod idealists who would govern India with 
ran; hut even so late as the autumn of 1917, after General tho platitudes of ignorance, and not only to make hor 


Fooh (as he was thon) had 
said, “ You must make 
quantities and quantities: 
we must fight mechani¬ 
cally,” one stout little com¬ 
pany of obscurantists 
bravely dofiod the creed of 
Juggernaut until tho irre¬ 
sistible logic of its suc¬ 
cesses in tho field crushed 
them remorselessly under 
the “ creeping grip.” And 
that company, of course, 
according to Sir Albert 
Stern, was the British 
War Office. 
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“ creeping grip." And '/’//%/, 

i company, of course, c-yf .• 'yY/M/ZMa 


Let mo eonmtoud to 
you 'The Mask (Methuen) 
as a craftsmanliko essay 
in imaginative realism; 
ruthlessly candid and self- 
revealing, hut froo from 
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Ol lt LAUNDRIES: THE COLLAR-FINISHER. 


sympathetic, hut to con¬ 
vince me of hor attrac¬ 
tions, which (especially 
just now) was not easy- 
work. Docidodly a first- 
rate yarn. 

Wo may, I think, take 
it that the love-story in 
The Gunroom (Black) is 
fiction pure and naively 
simple, hut that the ex¬ 
periences of John Lyn¬ 
wood, tho horo, in the 
Navy are given as the 
actual experiences of Mr. 
C. L. Morgan, the author. 
Let me then at once say 
that his rovolatinns of tho 
bullying of junior by senior 
midshipmen go back to a 
period before tho War. 
These “ shakings,” wo are 


that tiresome obsession of tho ultra-realists that every- askod to boliovo, were due partly to custom and partly to 
thing that has ever happened is equally important in boredom caused by lack of leave. If Mr. Morgan is correct 
retrospect. Tho narrator, Vanya, Gombarov, a ltussian both in his facts and surmises it is satisfactory to think 


Jew, discourses reflectively and dotachodly, as it were that tho War must have obliterated the boredom which 
from bold ltd a mask, to an English artist friond about provoked such excesses, and one need not be a fanatical 
his oarly childhood in his own land and the dismal opponent of physical punishment to hope that such forms 
adventures of tho Gombaroo family in that underworld of of tyranny will never again he tolerated as a matter of 
exploited and miserable aliens which is one of the root custom. I am obliged to conolude that these incidents in 
social problems of Ainoriea. Very poignantly Mr. John Lynwood’s career are absolutely true, for certainly nothing 
Cournos makes you understand the import of the phrase less than absolute truth could excuse their appearance 
so constantly on the lips of such victims of thoir own in print; but at the same time I must confess that any 
credulous hopes of FJ Dorado—“ Woo to Columbus ! ” Tho attack upon our Navy is apt with mo to act as an 
portrait of Vanya's stepfather, brilliant, magnanimous, pur- irritant. The more reason that I should honestly admit 
sued by an /Eschyleun malignity of destiny, fills much of Mr. Morgan’s merits and say that he writos with a nice 
the foreground and is a quite masterly piece of work. Ono sense of stylo, and that his book does not derive its only 
cannot be wrong in assuming this to be essential auto- intorest from its revelations, 
biography; there is a passionate conviction as of things ... ; ■ 

intimatoly seen and dreadfully suffered. Such matorial Hunting Extraordinary, 

might well have tempted to a more piling of squalor upon “Hood Spoot with the Hoi.dernkss. 

squalor. A fine discretion has given a noble dignity to a a stout ox led tho field into Bit ton village." — Provincial Paper. 

record through which shines tho unquenchable human ___ 

spirit. Ono passage, full of affectionate discernment about for Cannibal*. 

liondon, will oause a flicker of lust prrde in everyone who „ . , • ...... , 

i. _, ■ v, .i a- } . “ A company, numbering over 80, sat down to dinner, the host and 

IS authentic Cockne), whether by birth or adoption, A big ho'.tess (Mr. aud Mrs.-) proving, as usual, a first-lass menu.” 

book of its kind, I dare assert. Local Paper. 
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was a bird, it should bo fod on hemp- porter that he only writes novels for it 
CHARIVARiA. seed or ants' eggs. hobby. This sots him apart from the 

We understand that the Frenchman many who doit with malicious intent, 

who lost his temper so completely 'With reference to the wooden house %• 

during a duel with pistols that be which fell down last week, the builder A referee has lodged a complaint 
threatened to shoot his opponent will is of tho opinion that a sparrow must against the Football Club on whose 
be suspended from taking part in have accidentally stepped on it. ground ho was assaulted by soveral 

similar encounters for tho next six spectators who disagreed with his 

months. ... Lord Birkenhead describes theCoali- decisions. Although sympathising with 

* tion as an “ invertebrate and undefined him wo fear his attempt to rob our 

A man who had half a ton of coal body.” Meaning that they havo rather national guino of its most sporting 
delivered to him without warning has more wishbone than backbone. element will not meet with genernl 

been removed to an asylum, where lie ■** approval. ... + 






is being treated for coal-shock. I An Indian native was recently sen-1 

, * -- 

Wrexham Education Com- 

inittee has docided not to , c 

havo Welsh taught in the . 

olementary schools. Doubts ') j? V 

havo recently arisen, it up- '* 

pears, as to whether it. will jh 

ever bo the chosen medium 

of communication in the ''' jK 

“ Tlioro is a movement on f- <• } - *®j! 

foot,” says The Daily Mail, ' jjljf il/ \ <\E 

“to brigliton the dress of i* •' V K 

boys." SmithTertiuswrites zsSgSSsS&SUA ■ 
to say that, according to tlic 

host opinion in his set, the ^ JiiH 

waist should bo.worn fuller 

in Duh/in was Lund to have ^ ^ jj 

in his possession a loaded 
revolver, three sticks of gel 

ignite, four lengths of fuse, jWl j 

a number of detonators and .’ilsjBHpBljf 
a jemmy. It is thought that 
ho may have been dabbling 
m politics. v fiW ^ V 

“ Demobilised men arc do- i 

ing such execution at the " Sf;KN!K .-.i/,w, u „, 

London World 8 Pair Shoot- % 

^ ,, . ,, Tamm as. “Could yk ohlm.k. mk m i 

mg Galleries, says a nows .. j - M AKllA ,„ i v ,, osfLS , 

item “ that the supply o ^ „ Ay _ biie no/ . 

bottles is running short. I----—---- 

Nothing, however, can be done about it I tcnced to write a poem 
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Scknk.— Mill’* flow uin/irUnc. 

TiVIUIKIS. “Con.D YK Olll.ll,K MK III’ A MVIVII. Mli 

Stranger. “I’m afuaid I vk osi.v *..>r hmv" 
Tammas. " Ay— siiK’r.r. no.” 


U is generally expected | 
that, owing to tho numlier j 
of deaths from whisky poi- ! 
soning which have occurred j 
of late, America may decide ] 
to go dry again. j 

A* i 

It is reported on good i 
authority that Mr. C. B. ! 
Coon ran will \isit. America j 
daily until the signature ol * 
Dempsey's manager is oh- j 
tained. . j 

Lunin, says a contempor- ! 
ary, has completed his plans | 
for the overt hrow of civilis- i 
ation. It seems that all our ; 
efforts to conceal from him ! 
its presence in our midst arc i 
doomed to failure. j 

“ A search for combined ! 
beauty and brains," says : 
77(0 Daily Mail, “ has been j 
instituted by The Weekly : 
Dispatch.” \Vcgather, bow- 
ever, that a good circulft- | 
tion will also bo taken into j 
consideration. j 

* i 

According to the Tcolmi j 
cal Secretary of the Civil ; 
Aviation Committee a vehi¬ 
cle has been designed which 
is equally at homo in the 
J air, on land, on tho water i 


In other I and under it. It is said to he distin- 


till the Prime Minister returns from countries of course you commit a 
Paris. poem first and aro sentenced afterw ards. 


guishablo from Mr. Winston Chi bch- 
ii,i. only by tho latter’s oloqtienco. 

Wo understand that certain members 


‘‘There is a proper time for the last Mr. F. II. Bose, M.P., writing in The Wo understand that cortain members 
meal of the day,” says a medical writer. Sunday Pictorial, rofors to tho Ministry of the betting classes have demanded 
Wo havo always beon of the opinion of Munitions as “ a veritable monument that the starting price for coal should 
that suppei'should not be taken betweon of superfluous futility.” For ourselves ho published each day in the eaily 
meals. + ... we don’t mind futility so long as it eveuing papers. 

* isn’t superfluous.... . -..— 

After addressing a meeting for two ... A Triumph of Realism, 

hours, says a contemporary, Trotsky Will the lady who, during the Winter F ., nuhlishar’s advertisement — 
fainted. A more humane man would Sales’ scramble, inadvertently went oil 1 

have fainted first. with two husbands pleaso return the “ Kai,un-<» Waitii'.’ • Nut a dry page, m 

*#* other one to his rightful owner ? ll ' - --— 

We feel very jealous of the suburban : ** r The New Polygamy, 

gentleman who wrote last week asking Mr. J. H. Symons, the Weymouth "The bride ... carried n handsome bouque* 
what an O.B.E. was, and whether, if it draper novelist, has told a Star re- «f harem lilies ."—Local Paper. 


The New Polygamy. 

“The bride . , . carried a handsome bouque* 
of harem lilies .**—Local Taper. 
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THE BENEFITS OF PEACE 

(us they appear to he viewed hy certain unofficial ijiumlians 
of public morality). 

Wiikn Peace superseded the strife and the stress 
Which the public regard as a gift for the Press, 

It was feared in the quiet that followed the storm, 
With nothing to do but retrench and reform, 

That the Town would bo painted a colourless tint 
And tho printers have nothing exciting to print. 

That fear was unfounded, J 'in happy to say, 

And red is the dominant tone of to-day; 

Ho far from inclining a shortage of nows 
While tho placo is made fit for our heroes to use, 

Wo cannot remember a rosier time; 

Wo have rarely enjoyed such an orgy of crime. 

There are scandals as nice for the reader to nose 
As any old garbage of carrion crows ; 

Our mystery-mongers are full of resource; 

There's a bigamy boom and a vogue of divorce; 

To the licence of flappers we freely allude, 

And wo do what we can with the cult of Hie nude. 

No, the War isn't missed; there's a murrain of strikes 
Whore a paper can take any side that it likes; 

We are done with denouncing the filth of the Bosch, 
Put we still have our own dirty linen to wash; 
Though wo trade with the bruto as a man and a brother, 
Our Warriors still can abuse one another. 

And if spicier features incline to bo slack 
There is always the Chief of the Htatc to attack; 

We have standing instructions to cake him with mud 
And a couple of columns reserved for his blood. 

Oh, yes, (hero is Peace, but our pioperty thrives— 

Wo are having, I tell you, the time of our lives. 

_ _ O. S. 

OUR BALLYBUN LOTTERY. 

f t prupot of premium Bonds it has Imtii iccallcd that in Id-, 
evidence, gum soui,’ years ago liefimi a SelN t, (JnmimUeo, the then 
Under Secietary fm Ireland stated that m that distressful country 
“ lotteries arc very much Used for religious purposes by people of all 
denominations,” and lliat ‘‘it 10 uld tie fly mg in the fun of politic 
opinion, especially of the great religions hudios, to inteifcre with 
theni.”j 

Murphy ha3 given up charity for over, ife was perhaps 
fuller of this virtue than any othor body in Ballybmi, and 
his house was packed with things he had won at raffles. 
When a brick toie a hole in tho Orange drum our Presby¬ 
terian pastor at once got up a bazaar for repairs to the 
chapel, and Murphy won the finest silver tea-service this 
side of tho Aran Islands. Murphy knew no distinctions 
of race, creed or sex in the holy causo of charity. When 
our Methodist minister, who is universally popular, as his 
knowledge of a horse would he a credit to any denomina¬ 
tion, got up an Auction .Bridge Drivo in aid of the Anti- 
Gambling League, Murphy came homo with three pink 
antimacassars, a discourse hy Jurumy Taylor and two 
months’ pay out of tho pocket of McDougal, tho organist, 
who seems to play cards hy oar. Hut Nemesis was lying 
in ambush for Murphy. 

Three old ladies in Trim decided to get up a Tombola 
for tho poor this winter, and of course they sent Murphy a 
sheaf of tickets. As lotteries are illegal they, being pious, 
| hatedthom; anyway they decided to call it a Tombola. Thoy 
got tho whole of Ireland to send them prizes, articles of 
vertu and bric-a-brac, and any other old things that are of 
no use to anybody. The carriage on the stuff and tho 


printer’s bill noarly ruined tho charitable ladies, hut, as 
they said, the Tombola would pay all the expenses, and if 
they could knock any move out of it the poor should have it. 

Jf you sold a dozen tickets you could keep the thirteenth 
for yourself, and as Murphy, on account of his charity, was 
so popular he must have sold hundreds. People scorned to 
have an idea that tho raffle was for a gondola, and they 
thought it would look beautiful on the pond in front of the 
Town Hall. Unfortunately our local poetess confirmed this 
error hy writing a poem about it called “ Italy in Ireland,” 
which was produced in The Hullyhno Binnacle ., with a 
misprint about the gondolier's “untanned solo,” which 
caused a fracas in the editorial office. 

Murphy explained to all concerned that perhaps his Italian 
was rusty, and amway his timo was so taken up reading 
lottery-tickets and other charitable literature that lie never 
know what it was all for. It was a Tombola, however, this 
time, and not a. gondola, they were subscribing for. It was 
a kind of Italian lottery which the police didn't mind be¬ 
cause the prizes were not in money or anything of value, 
but. just, Old Masters and briek-bracks. Murpbv has such 
a way with him that the editor and the poetess eacli took a 
dozen t iekets. 

When the vesult of the draw was published Murphy won 
six prizes, hut no ono grudged him them as ho had taken so 
much trouble. Tho Grand Prize, a “ statue carved by an 
Italian artist, the finest hit of sculpture ever seen in Ireland,” 
was won hy our popular grocer, Mr. McAroon. Wo woio 
ail delighted. People trooped iu crowds to McAroon's back¬ 
door after closing-time to tell him so. Tho police took 
their names, hut the magistrates, who iiavo a great respect 
for the line arts, said that this was a day in the artistic 
development of tho Cinderella of the West which auto¬ 
matically and priiihi facte regularised an extension of 
closing-hours. 

McAroon said that his religion did not run much to 
statues, but that, to show his tolerance to all denomina¬ 
tions, especially to those on his hooks, he would have it 
unveiled.hy his Minister. He would invite tho Bishop and 
all men of goodwill to he present at the ceremony. lie 
would place it in the corner of his garden overlooking the 
esplanade, where it would cheer tho simple mariners coming 
homo after their arduous fishing toils, and perhaps remind 
one or two of them (hut he would mention no names) of a 
dozen or so of porter that had boon left unpaid lor after a 
recent wedding. 

Tho Ballybun express carries no goods whatever, except 
with the connivance of tho guard and driver, who are both 
very decent Ballybun boys, and will bring anything down 
from Dublin for anyone. They promised to carry the statue 
themselves from the railway station up to McAroon’s bouse. 
If the express was less than three hours late, which it was 
suro to bo if it was running smoothly, thoy could just beam- 
end tho statue on its pedestal and the presiding elder could 
unveil it with a hammer. 

The train was not too late, just punctually late, and the 
guard had time to hurry tho statue along through the biggest 
crowd we havo had for yoars in Ballylmn. 

'.I'he Minister said that ho would not open tho caso with 
prayer, because it might give oft'enco to friends of other 
Christian denominations ; he would just knock tho front 
off and lot this matchless piece of statuary from tho blue 
skies of Italy dazzle thorn with its beauty. It needed no 
words from him, hut he would just like to remind any of his 
flock present that the collection next Sunday was for tho 
heathen both at home and abroad. 

Tho statuo then flashed out on us and left us breathless. 

It was the most scandalous thing ever Heen in Ballybun; 
it was Venus rising from the-sea without a stitch. There 
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THE SMUGGLER. 

(With tlic British Army in France.) 

“In 1 am to be a bold bad smugglor, 
old scream,” said Percival, packing 
pyjamas and parcels into bis bag, “ 1 
demand the proper costume and access 
ories of the craft. No self-respecting 
smuggler can bo expected to run a cargo 
in a British warm and liold-boots.” 

“Of course, my swaggering buccaneer, 
if you want to do it in the grand 
manner,” answered Frederick, "I'll 
arrange for the saucy little cutter, the 
sequestered cove an’ the bard-riding 
exciseman with a cocked bat and cut¬ 
lass. But the simpler if less picturesque 
way is to dump your bag on the counter 
at iilio Customs House and bo taken 
with a fit of sneezing when the (Irand 
Inquisitor asks jou if you have any¬ 
thing to declare.” 

“ Wbcrotipon be ’ll band me a quinine 
tablet and, when 1 show signs of con¬ 
valescence, repeat the question in a 
loud voice. And if I don’t know the 
correct answer I 'll find myself meditat¬ 
ing in Portland or Pontonville. That's 
what 1 'm exposing piysolf to by oblig¬ 
ing corrupt an' unscrupulous friends," 
continued Percival bitterly. 

“Hang it,I" expostulated Frederick, 
“the potty little bottle of scent I’m 
asking you to deliver to my cousin 
Julia won't get you more than a seven- 
days’ stietch. And you 'vo got jnnrtcni 
days’ leave.” 

“ Well, f won't grumble about that, 
although I'd arranged my programme 
dill'eiently. But what about the box 
of Flor Fautomas 1 'm taking for the 
■Major, and the bottle of whisky with 
which tho skipper lias entrusted me 
for the purpose of propitiating his pro¬ 
jected father-iu law, to say nothing of 
the piocc of Brussels luce which Biimio 
says is for his aunt. Their combined 
weight will just, about earn mo a liter. 
I can see me wiring the War Office for 
an extension of leave on urgent busi¬ 
ness grounds—nature of business, to 
enable applicant to complete tei m of 
penal servitude.” 

“Don't, Percival,old crumpet," mur¬ 
mured Fredoiick, visibly affected; “the 
thought of you languishing in a felon's 
cell, without cigarettes, gives me a pain 
in my heart. Let mo soe wlnit 1 can 
do for you.” 

In a lew minute^ be was back, 
beaming. “ 1 've fixod it all right, man 
lapin," lie said; “ if the worst couies to 
tho worst thoy '11 bail you out with tho 
Mess funds. But they won't accept 
further responsibility. Tho Major says, 
if a fellow who's spent bis whole career 
dodging duties can’t dodge the duty 
on a box of oigars lie doesn't dosorve 
sympathy.” 






THE NEW POOR. 

“(I, ion MOUMXi,, VllHM. I 1 ) 1 . \l. IN C\-|M'tT < I, ILIUM, ’ 

“On, iron mi in ! Do mil. 'i mink mu uni: ixiiiuvi. rim m,i in -.1 11 my 

III MIAMI ? " 


So Percival proceeded on leave with 
a heavy bag and a lioavior conscience. 
On the boat bo was greeted hilariously 
by Gillow the gunner and Sparkes tho 
sapper, who inulod him below to drink 
success to tho voyage. In older to give 
the voyage no chance of failure they 
continued to drink success lo it until 
the vessel backed into Folkestone Har¬ 
bour, when they felt their precautions 
might be relaxed. 

“ Thanks to our efforts wo’ve at rived 


safely,” iiiid Gillow us they si lolled up 
on deck . “ blit the sight, of jolly old 
Kngliuid doesn’t weni to lie moving jml 
to mirth and song, IVrc.iviil. Why ibis 
outward-bound expression when wo To 
on tlie homeward tack, my hearty V” 

“ It’s the gnawing molar ol con¬ 
science,” said Percival ruefully: “J ’vo 
got a consignment of pink-ribbonod 
parcels in my bag which I know to 
contain contraband and which I also 
suspoct—Frederick’s and Binnic’sany- 
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way—to contain amorous missives not 
meant for vulgar eyes. If I deliver the 
parcels with the seals broken I shall 
got the glacial glare from the damsels 
concerned,' and when I gat hack scor¬ 
pions and poisoned, bill-hooks will he 
too good for poor Porcival.” 

“Phew ! ” whistled Sparkes. “ They 
go through your baggage with a lino 
toothcomh nowadays. Couldn't you 
drop over the side with your bag and 
drift ashore on a deserted beach, dis¬ 
guised as alloatiug mine?” 

“ T 'vc cut impersonations of liard- 
■ ware out of my repertoire since tlioday 
I failed to get past an R.T.O. disguised 
I as a brass-hat,” said Porcival sadly. 
“ T suppose 1 must fall hack on direct 
action. T've a feeling that England 
expects every man this day to pay his 
duty." 

On the <|uay there was the usual mad 
charge of porters. Porcival indicated 
his bag to one of them with a distracted 
air, and followed him to the Customs 
House guiltily. The porter dumped 
the bag before an official, who had a 
piece of chalk hopefully poised between 
his lingers. 

“ 'Nything t’ 'clare-? ” ho asked, pro¬ 
paring to affix the sign which spoil, 
freedom. 

Percival blew his nose violently, 
hoping the chalk would doscend to 
save him the necessity of answering, 
hut it remained poised in mid-air. 

“ Anything to declare'!” ropeated tho 
official, with emphasis. 

"Er,”said Percival weakly - “nothing 
that you need worry about—only a few 
presents.” 

“ I 'll have to trouble you for your 
keys, then,” Haid tho incorruptible. 

Porcival sighed dismally and pro¬ 
duced thorn. Suddenly ho noticed 
Cillow declaring his baggage, and bo- 
eamo so interested that ho failed to 
pereoivc that the official was in difli- 
I unities with the lock of his hag. 

“This the light key, Sir?” demanded 
tho latter at length. 

“Oh, yos," said Percival absently. 
“Hut porhaps tho bag isn’t locked." 

The hag wasn’t. It opened easily, 
and the official plunged into a welter of 
articles of personal use ; hut no parcels 
or dutiable goods eamo to light. 

“ P'raps you think it's a joke, 
wasting my time like this,” snorted 
the official indignantly' "All I can 
say is, it's au infernal bad one.” 

" Awf’lly sorry,” said Porcival 
sweetly, as his eyo followed Cillow, 
who had omerged unchallenged. “ 1 
must have forgotten to bring the 
parcels I spoko about.” 

Smiling cheerfully, he directed the 
porter to place bis bag by the side 
of Gillow's in a Pullman, and took his 


seat with an expression of complete 
content. 

“How fares the master criminal?” 
askod Sparkes. 

“ A sympathetic friend took my 
troubles on his shoulders,” said 
Percival, “ and got the parcels through 
with an ell'rontory which amazed me. 
I always took him for an upright youth, 
too.” 

“ Who was it?” askod Cillow. 

“ You 1 Didn't you notice you took 
my bag by mistake? Hut don’t let 
it weigh unduly on your conscience. 
Mine's clear anyway, and I feel that 
my troubles are over.” 

Hut it was not till he got homo and 
opened his own hag that he discovered 
a quantity of brokon glass, a pungent 
odour of whisky and Cologne water, a 
discoloured parcel of luce and a box of 
soddon cigars. 

“ 1 was never meant for a smugglor,” 
ho groaned. 

THE BOOK OF ADVENTURE. 

Oh the glory of tho trappers ! 

Oh to be as in this hook, 

Chasing things in furry wrappers, 
Poking from their crevice nook 
Loudly though they squeukand grumble, 
Squirrel fitch and Arctic cat 
(IMitor : “ I do not tumble; 

Will you please explain this jurnble? ” 
Author : “ 1 shall come to that ”). 

Oh ! (as I was just remarking 
When yon interrupted me) 

Whore the marabouts aie barking 
It is there that 1 would bo ; 

Where on promontories stony 
All the loud Atlantic raves 
And the, if not very tony, 

Still quite practical seal coney 
Plunges in the vvind-whipt waves. 

Whore the graceful skunk opossum 
And the stylish leopard mink 
Scamper as you come across ’em, 
Climb upon the cation's brink. 
Gambol witli the pony musquash, 
Claimed not for a collar yet—- 
Ear away from London's bus-squash 
And advertisements of tusk-wash 
Arc my yearning visions set. 

If such dreams and such romances, 
Editor and reader mine, 

Have not filled your heart with fancies— 
Silonco and the lonely pine, 

Distant snows that cool the fever 
Of a weary world-worn soul, 

Tiicro where life is no deceiver 
And the wullaby-dyed-bcavor 
Makes a vory natural mole— 

If you have not hoard the calling 
Of the lone, lone trail and far, 

Whore the animals enthralling 
I have lately mentioned arc, 


Nature splendid and full-blooded, 

J ust a gun and pipe and dog 
(How those avalanches thudded!)— 
No ? Why, then you can’t have studied 

Perkins’ Bargain Catalogue. 

___ Evok. 

BILLIARDS. 

IIkbbeut r . Jambs. 

This match of a hundred up was 
played in the handsome saloon of the 
“Leadswitigers’ Arms” yesterday after¬ 
noon before an unusually dense crowd, 
who both came in just too late to 
secure the table. It is understood that 
the game was arranged as the result 
of a heated discussion during lunch 
the same day, in the course of which 
Herbert had tho offionlery to tell me—J 
moan, to tell James—that what I—that 
is, ho -knew about billiards wouldn't 
cover the pyramid-spot. James, who 
some hours lator thought of a perfectly 
priceless repartee, which bo has since 
forgotten, replied with dignity by chal¬ 
lenging the othor to an immediate game. 
Herbert accepted and, hastily finish¬ 
ing their lunch, the two repaired to the 
nearest billiard-roqm. 

“ I'm not due hack at the offico for 
another tweuly minutes, so we've tons 
of time,” observed Herbert airily as 
they entered. 

James looked at him, hut said no¬ 
thing. He had the better of the open¬ 
ing manoeuvres, however, for he secured 
the only cue that possessed a non-flex- 
ibletip; Herbert’s was at tho best of 
the semi-rigid type, a fact which im¬ 
pelled him to < loci are that the place 
■ would soon rosomble a popular tea-shop. 
Not being pressed for an elucidation of 
this remark, be volunteered one. “ No 
tips,” ho explained as he tenderly 
chalked his. 

Herbert won the toss and elected to 
break with spot, which appeared to he 
a rounder ball than its fellow. Taking 
a careful and protracted aim at the red, 
lie only missed the object-boll by inches, 
his own travelling twice round the table 
before finally coming to reBt in baulk. 

“Now then, Inman,” he said, with a 
poor attempt at jauntincss, “ score off 
that if you can.” 

J ames’s reply was a calculated safety- 
miss, which only failed of its intention 
in that it left his bull about tin inch 
away from the middle pocket. The 
closeness of the contost may be ganged 
from the fact that at this stage the 
gamo was called (or would have been 
called if the marker had not gone ont 
to his dinner) at one all. 

“ In off the white,” declared Herbert, 
and promptly potted it. “Sorry,” he 
added almost before the ball was in the 
pocket. 

Eor some time after this episode. 
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BEHIND THE SCENES IN CINEMA-LAND. 

“Hoc it, Lkinuci: 1 Tin: JIei.i.iiscont‘ a nmiv at Tin: omen i;si> ok this tank. This knii’s ‘Fun at Flounueh Bracii.’” 


which chilled the atmosphere a trifle, 
the oxohangos wore miovontful. A 
slight tendency towards “barracking" 
on the part of tho crowd was quickly 
stifled, however, by a brilliant effort 
from .larnos, who hv moans of all¬ 
round play built up an attractive break 
of 5. 

Herbert at once responded by taking 
off his coat, but for sevoral innings 
contributed nothing else of note except 
a powerful shot which pocketed tho 
red hall in tho fireplace. After an agree¬ 
ment had at last boon roachod about 
the rulo governing this particular class 
of stroke, both players settled down to 
their work and put in some useful 
breaks, runs of 3, 7 and 4 by James 
being countered by ‘2, 5, (i and 3 (twice) 
by Jlorbort. Tho latter was the first 
to roach tho 50-mark, an event which 
tho crowd signalised by hanging up 
their hats ami advancing to tho table. 
When they wero informed that tho 
game was one of a hundred up, they 
seemed disposed to argue tho matter, 
and from this stage their attitude to¬ 
wards tho placers became openly and 
impartially critical. 

Tho latter half of tho match was 
marked by a somowhat peculiar inci¬ 
dent. With the game standing at 75 all 
Herbert made a stroke that loft the red 
hovering on the brink of a pocket. Ho 
waited anxiously, hut with no rosult. 
At this point one of the crowd omitted 
a prodigious yawn, and it was tho in¬ 
tense vibration set up from this act, so 
James declared, that induced the ball 
to topple over into tho pocket. In sup¬ 
port of his contention that no score 


should ensue ho pointed to a framed 
copy of tho Rules of Milliards on tho 
wall that balanced a coloured advertise¬ 
ment of Tommy l)odd whisky, and 
recited the rule on vibration. Herbert 



A 11 AST IRMA' TEN-SHOT, WHICH COL 
LHC’J’KJ) ALL TURKU liALLS IN THIS 
BOTTOM BRUIT-HAND ROCKET. 

|The continuous lino shows the path of tho 
striker’s ball ami the dotted lines those of tho 
object halls.J 

strenuously denied that any such 
phenomenon had taken place, and when 
James appealed to its author he was 
mot with such an outburst of elophan- 
tine sarcasm that he refrained from 
further contesting the point. 

Aftor this tho luck of the play went 


against James, and when, the marker 
having by now linished his meal, tho 
scoio was actually called at !)0—03 in 
his opponent’s lavour, ho might have 
been excused for giving up tho game 
as !i‘,,t. With dogged determination, 
however, ho faced tho situation. His 
own hall was somewhere near the 
centre, tho red about eighteen inches 
from tho top left-hand pocket, and the 
white midway between tho right-hand 
cushion and the 1). With an almost 
superhuman stroke (hut not, as was 
subsequently averred, with his oyes 
shut) ho smote the red, and his ball 
travelled rapidly up and down the 
tablo. On the down journey it glanced 
off tho white, aftor which, still going 
at a tremendous pace, it made a com¬ 
plete tour of tho table and concluded 
its meteoric career in tho bottom right- 
hand pocket. Dleanwhilo tho red and 
tho white had both departed on voy- 
agos of thoir own, tho terminus in each 
case boing tho self-same pocket. (See 
ihaijrnm.) Aftor tho balls had been 
taken out, examined and counted, and 
James's person had been searched to 
see if ho wero concealing any, the 
marker pronounced this to he a 10-shot, 
and the game was thus strikingly ended 
in James's favour. 

Commercial Candour. 

“The Grout Song of a Britisher is — 
‘ There 'a No J’luro Like Home.' 

Stay at -'a Hotkc, 

And you '11 Sing it and Realise it.” 

South African Paper. 

“The mere selling of an urtielo is a simple 
matter, but keeping tho nustomar sold is our 
principal aim.”— Advt. in llrsf Indian Paper. 
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DEBUT 


PUNCH.” 


1 am, 1 iiopo, decently modest. When 
l said so onoo to Margery she remarked 
that there was no need to mako a vir¬ 
tue of necessity. Hut younger sistors, 
of course . . . 

1 came down to breakfast at my 
usual time—as the others were finish¬ 
ing—and found a letter awaiting mo. 
I opened it under the usual fire of jn- 
sults from Margery and John. To-day 
1 ignored them, however, and my 
young heart gave a small jump. I am 
a modest young man. 

“ What’s the matlor with you, littlo 
Sunbeam V ” asked John (he is Cocilia’s 
husband, through no fault of mine). “ Ts 
the tailor more rude than usual, orpins 
she found out your uddress?” 

“The Vicar has asked him to sing at 
the Hand of Hope,” suggested Margery, 

T commenced my breakfast. 

“ What is it, Alan ? ” asked Cecilia. 

“ Oh, nothing," I said easily. “ The 
proof of a thing of mine that Punch 
has accepted." 

Thoy hadn't a word to say for a fow 
seconds, then Margery began :— 

“Poor old dear, it must ho Borne 
awful mistake.” 


1 ignored .Margery. 

“ But, Alan darling, how beautiful 1 
You’ve been trying for years and years 
and now at last it has happened. I do 
hope it isn’t a mistake,’’ said Cecilia 
anxiously. She was trying to lie nice, 
you know. 1 ’m sure sho was. 1 wont 
on with my breakfast. 

“Well, John,” said Cocilia, “can’t 
you congratulate him, or aro you too 
jealous ? ’’ 

John sighed deeply and pondered. 

“ Terrible how ranch has gone down 
since our young days, isn’t ithe said 
heavily. 

I spent a miserable time until it 
appeared. Somehow or other Cecilia 
let the great glad news get about the 
village. Farley, our newsagent and 
tobacconist, hold me when 1 went in 
lor an ounce of tho usual mild. 

“So I ’oar you’ve ’ad a article printed 
by this ’ere Puurh, Sir,” he said. “ Some- 
think laughable it’d be, I suppose like, 
eh ? ” 

“ Not half,” I said, striving bard to 
impersonate a successful humourist. 

“ Ah, well, it’s all good for business,” 
he said, as one who sees tho silver 
lining. “I’ve ’ad quite a number of 


orders for the paper for the next two 
or three weeks." 

1 crept from I lie shop, only lo meet 
an atrocious woman fiom “The (Sables," 
who stopped me with a little shriek of 

j°>- 

“ Oh, Mr. .Iur\is, 1 ’ve been dying lo 
meet roil, do you know. I always have 
thought you .so funny, ever since that, 
little sketch you got up for the Bazaar 
last summer. I said to my husband 
when I heard of your success, ‘ / 'm not 
surprised. Aftei that sketch, / knew.’ 
/to tell me when it’s appealing. I’m 
sure I shall simply scream at it.” 

I escaped after a time and wondered 
whether it w as too late to stop publica¬ 
tion of tho horrible thing. 

T came down to breakfast and immd 
John with a copy beside him. 1 looked 
at him. 

“Yes,” lie said, “the worst has hap¬ 
pened. It is in print. We have been 
waiting for you to appear.” 

lie turned the pagos and cleared his 
throat. 

“I shall now read tho article aloud," 
lie said. “ F.acli time I raiso my hand 
the audience will please hurst into 
hearty laughter.” 
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Marjory giggled. 

“Cocilia,” I said, rising, “ if you 
don’t, control this reptilo that you iiavo 
married, if you don’t force hint to hold 
Ids peace, if you allow him to read one 
word, T ’ll throw the hread-knifo at him 
and . . . and pour my coffee all over 
the tablecloth.” 

“John,” saiil Cecilia, “ha\o a little 
thought for others and read it qniotly 
to yourself.” 

Cecilia meant well, of course, hut 
Margery giggled again. 

John road it to himself in a dead 
silence, sighed heavily and passed it. to 
Margory. 

“ Wo shall never live it down," ho 
said, putting his head into his hands 
and gazing moodily at the marmalade. 

Margery read it and giggled threo or 
four times; hut Margery gigglos at 
anything. 

Cecilia read it and beamed. 

“Alan, dear,” she said, “it’s lovely! 
Of course they accepted it. John, you 
wretch, say you liked it.” (Cecilia can 
be a dear.) 

“ Well, if 1 must tell the truth,” said 
John, “it isn’t quite so bad as I ex¬ 
pected. In fact I very much doubt 
whether ho wrote it at all. If lie did 
—well, it’s a marvellous fluke, that’s 
all.” 


I smiled. 

“ You may smile, swcllcd-hoad,” said 
John; “hut I’ll bet jou live golden 
guineas to a had tanner you couldn’t 
do it again.” 

“ Done,” I said. 

After a few days, however, 1 realised 
that I had made a mistake. Even a 
had sixpence is worth something now¬ 
adays. 

Cecilia and Margory vied with each 
other in offering me the feeblest sug¬ 
gestions for articles that they fell sure 
would redueo a rhinoceros to hysterics. 
John presented me with a copy of 
A Thousand and One Jokes and Anec¬ 
dotes “ to prove ho was a sportsman,” 
ho said. I started to look for a had 
sixpence. 

Then M argery said to me :— 

“ Why don’t you write and explain 
the whole thing to tho Editor and offer 
to go halves if ho prints it? " 

I lookod at her in amazement. 

“ You horrible little cheat! ” I said. 

= 1 < * * * * 

However, on thinking it ovor care¬ 
fully there seems a lot to say for tho idea 
and it’s really quite fair. Anyhow I 
can’t possibly let. John win. So hero’s 
the story, and with any luck it will cost 
John five golden guineas. But i shan’t 
give the Editor half. 


Tho Perils of Humour. 

From I'mjrh:—- 

“ ‘ Tne l*iun linen's Anthem. 

Tim hymns to lie sun;; will lie (1) “ All pun 
pie that on earth do well." '• Jinm/umi Times." 

From The Manchester Keening Citron 
icle - 

"‘Tun I’liorrrrKK's Anthem. 

The livnnis lo he sun" will ho (I) “All peo¬ 
ple that on earth do dwell." ’ 

liamjoon Times, quoted in Vniuh." 

"It was reported to tlioSanitaiy Committed 
yesterday that the Inspec tor of Nuisances had 
made arrangements for I he repair of tho 
nieloorologieal instruments." • I.unit 1’apcr. 

Judging Uy our recent weather, quite 
the right man to look after it. 

From a inonoy-londer’s circular:— 

“Having been, perhaps, tho richest nation 
in tho world before Ilia war, and wealth being 
only comparative, it is our empirical duty to 
achieve a like position again.'' 

Ko that’s why they are “ trying it on.” 

“The news, says the Paris correspondent of 
The Times, in itself is serious enough as show¬ 
ing tho dangers of letting tho Adriutio settle¬ 
ment continue to bo at tlio moreyof a coupdo 
theatre or coup do d'etat, whichever one may 
likn to rail it."— Keening Taper. 

We fancy the Paris correspondent of 
The Times would prefer tho former. 

































EVEN-HANDEI) JUSTICE 

(As dispensed by the Loud Cu.ixcir.i.int mid n predeeessnr). 

Injured Parties (simultaneously). 

“Oil! TO BTC SMACK Fill BY THOSE WE LOVE 
DOTH WORK LIKE MADNESS IN THE BRAIN.’’ 











FRENZIED BOXING FINANCE. 

Master oj thf Ctniii’mia*. “],ook 'kkkI Tour. mv man riuins ms wasts two iwim',.-i, 1111:1 n i.ia-mi.b ax' a DCyon-.Ai.i :,v; 

AS’ I WANTS A V.ACKT.T (>’ i'.AC.S 1 <»'. MUSI l.l’.” 


“Very well, tlion, let'3 liuvo him 
buried,” I said. 

" \\ hero ? ” 

“ J i! our guidon.’ 

“ Who by ” 

“ l'ulmcr or P.mily." 
l’iilmcr in id Kmily uro respectively 
tlio parlour- mid house maid. 

“ Roth would way it was not the 
woi k for which they wero engaged. 
They would leave at the saino lime as 
Cook, if 1 asked them." 

“ Who olse can wo get? ” I asked. 

“ Yourself," my wifo made answer. 
"Mo? Hut 1 can't he seen by all 
(ho street bun in" a cat.” I should 
explain that our only '•union is in front 
of the house. 

“If you wait till it is dark you 
needn’t ho afraid of anyone seeing 
you,” piolested my wifo. 

“ And run the risk of being detected 
by soino suspicious policeman. No, 
thank you.” 

"Then if you won’t do it yourself 
you must lind someone who will. It 
is our last liopo of persuading Cook to 
stay.” 

“ By hoavon! ” I cried, looking at 


THE BURIAL OF DUNDEE. 

“Dundee is dead,” said my wifo, re¬ 
turning from her morning visit to tho 
kitchen. 

“T am very sorry to hoar it,” I re¬ 
plied, laying <lown tho newspaper 011 
the broakfast-table, at which i st.ili lin¬ 
gered ; and indeed T was sorry. Dundeo 
had been our household cat from the 
earliest days of our married life, from 
the time when he was a tiny kitten the 
colour of marmalade, which had earned 
him his name. 

" Cook is vory much upset,” my wife 
continuod. 

“Her distress docs her credit,” I 
answered. 

“ She talks of leaving.” 

I must confess with shame that a 
pang acuter than the first went through 
me at the nows, for Cook was one of 
those rare artists who understands tho 
value of surprise and nover ridos suc¬ 
cess to death. 

" Ask her to reconsider her decision,” 
I said. 

“ I have," said my wife, " and she 
remained immovable." 


“Perhaps when the lirst shock lias 
worn oil ". 1 ” 

"Them is just a chance.” 

“ Yes. I am sure you can persuade 
her," I concluded, preparing to leave 
for my ollico. 

“Before you go,” interrupted mv 
wifo, " what arc wo going to do about 
tho burial ” 

“How does 0110 usually dispose of 
dead catsV" I asked. “I thought tho 
dustman-” 

“Out of the question.” 

“ 1 know'it is forbidden by tboby-laws 
of tbo Corporation, but a shilling-” 

“ How stupid you are! Jf anything 
wero to decide Cook to go it would bo 
banding over Dundee's remains to tho 
dustman. You know bow particular 
Cook is about funerals.” 

I know indeed. Tbo rate of mortality 
among her friends and relations was 
abnormally high, and on account, as I 
suspect, of her skill in cookery she was 
in frequent demand as a mourner. By 
continual attendance sho had cultivated 
a nice sense of what was fitting; on llieso 
occasions and posed as an authority on 
tho subject. 








iny watch, “ 1 am a quarter-of-an-hour 
late. I must run.” 

This was tny customary device to 
evade the embarrassing dilemmas whicli 
my wife not infrequently thrust upon 
mo at this hour. So for the moment 
T escaped. All day in the otlice 1 was 
fully occupied. From time to time the 
memory of Dundee lying stark in the 
basement obtruded itsolf upon my 
thoughts, but 1 dismissed the vision 
as one does a problem one has not the 
courage to fuoe. 

Tho problem remained unsolved when 
I stepped out of the train on my return 
from the City'. To gain time for reflec¬ 
tion 1 resolved to make a detour. As 
[ struck into an unfamiliar side street, 
I looked up, and there in front of mo 
stood an undertaker’s shop. 

The inspiration! I entered. From 
the back premises advanced to meet me 
the undertaker, with a visage tentatively 
wohogone, not yet knowing whether 
I was widower, orphau, businesslike 
executor or merely tho busybody family 
friend. I unfolded my difficulty. Be¬ 
neath tho outer crust of professional 
melancholy there evidently seethed 
within the undertaker a lava of joviality. 

"Certainly, Sir, certainly,” he said. 
“ It is not perhaps strictly in iny line, 


huloue of my assistants will he delighted 
to earn an extra shilling or so by oblig¬ 
ing you. What name and address? ’’ 

I joyfully gave both and made my 
way home. 

Midway through dinner came a ring 
at the r ront-door hell. Palmer inter¬ 
rupted her service to answer, and 
returned to me with a card on a salver. 

" A gentleman to see you, Sir,” she 
announced. 

"How strange, at this hour! Who 
can it be? ” asked my wife. 

“Tho gentleman to bury Dundee," 
I explained in a lowored voice, as I 
passed the visiting-card, deeply edged 
with black, across the table to her. 

Next morning my wife was able to 
announce that Cook had consented to 
stay. The burial of Dundee by a real 
undertaker had gratified her sense of 
the correct. I departed to tho City 
filled with self-complacency. 

For a month I dwelt in this fool's 
paradise. Thon one evening my wife 
gently broke the news. 

“ I have something serious to toll 
you. Cook haB given notice." 

“ Who is dead now ? ” I asked. 

"No one. . She is engaged to be 
married.” 

“ Married ? ” 


" ^es, to the young undertaker.” 

" What young undertaker? ” 

“ Tho one who buried Dundoo.” 

It was too true. At supper, after 
the inhumation, a mutual esteom had 
sprung up that rapidly ripened into 
love. Tho enterprising young journey¬ 
man, so enamoured of his calling that 
he consented to inter dumb creatures 
in his leisure time, had evidently dis¬ 
cerned in Cook, with her wealth of 
funeral loro, a helpmeet worthy of him¬ 
self ; while Cook on hor side, conquorcd 
by his diligence and discretion, con¬ 
sidered sho had secured a respectable 
settlement for life, with the prospect of 
obsequies of the Highest class for herself. 


CLERICAL EDUCATION. 

[The Rev. Kennedy Bem., in The Daily 
Sketch, deplores the dreariness of parish maga¬ 
zines and suggests, with a view to brighten 
their contents, that clergymen should serve 
an apprenticeship on tho daily Press.] 

Tub Reverend Mr. Kennedy Bele 
I s wholly unable to say all's well 
With the state of our parish magazines, 
And is moved to indicate the means 
Of making their pages bright aqg 
snappy 

And bored subscribers cheerful and 
happy. 
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Now tlio most original of his hints 
For galvanizing these dreary prints 
Is this : That every parson, before 
Ho aspires to bo parish editor, 

Should join the stall of a leading daily 
And learn to write genially and gaily. 
It may he a counsel of sheer perfection, 
And yet, perhaps, on further reflection, 
Wo may admit that something is 
gained 

By the plan of having clergymen 
trained 

In the very heart of the Street of Ink 
To paint their parish magazines pink. 
So generous laymen may haply decide 
That it may be worth thoir while to 
provide 

Each Kennedy Bell with stepping- 
stones 

To rise to the height of a Kennedy 
Jones. 

But others, a small and dwindling 
crew, 

Possibly fit, but certainly few, 

And cursed with a -most pronounced 
capacity 

For suffering from inept vivacity, 
Would glad! y be reckoned as unen¬ 
lightened 

Could they keep one class of journal 
un-“ brightened." 


THE PASSING OF THE LITTEH. 

It happened only a couple of weeks 
ago, hut the horrible memory comes 
hack to me as if it only happened yes¬ 
terday. It was my own fault, because 
with a telephone loose about the place 
one ought not to encourage other pots. 

“ Well,” 1 said to Sibyl, “ there we 
are, and wo must make the best of 
them.” 

Sibyl sniffed as she usually does 
when these periodical occurences hap¬ 
pen in our liouso. 

“ Which of them are you going to 
keep?” sho asked, “and is it really 
necessary to keep any of them ? ” 

“ Well,” I said ; “hut-” 

“ What I mean to say,” said Sibyl, 
“ bettor do away with them when they 
are quite young. It would ho far more 
humano." 

“ I am with you up to a point,” I 
said; “ 1 admit they are not a very 
prepossessing lot.” 

" How they came to ho horn at all 
is what I cannot understand,” said 
Sibyl, who is always like that when 
trying to he serious. 

“Well,” I said, “I have decide! to 
keep one of them—No. 1." 


“But surely,” said Silly I, “that is 
the most delicate one of the lot.” 

That, 1 well knew, was quite true. 
Whether 1 should ever rear No. 1 was 
a matter for timo to prove. It was so 
delicate that once or twice already it 
had been on the vergo of collapse, hut 
L had rallied it each time. 

“ As for the others, 1 ' I said, “ we 
shall luno to get rid of them." 

r need not go into painful details, 
hut the thing was easily done. That 
very evening, unfortunately, through 
an oversight, No. I perished also. 

For this 1 blame Ale Whirl or. 

“The number of my bus is 21,” he 
said in the theatre buffot that night; 
“by the way wlmt's yours?” 

“ Whisky,” 1 said absent-mindedly, 
“and not much soda." 

And it was only tiller I had drunk it 
that I realised my error. It was then 
too late. 

And that is how New Year )(e-du- 
tion No. 1—the most delicate of the 
litter—passed away at the early age 
of one week. 


Our Plutocratic Sportsmen Again. 

“Wanted, set <>f Hold clubs, with bag, for 
l.tdt .”—Local Pajkr. 
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Well, Rend all kept on waddling round her, liko a tirod and 
LIFE. tardy yak; 

A Modkiix No\ei,—H rAs.Momc Scitooi,. Ilia movements showed boyond a doubt that bis disease 

i, was cardiac; 

He it pa,cuts wore hygienic, so they never lot a germ Ho took her on the river; after thinking for a litno, aloud 
intrude ‘ iio said, “I will propose to you; tJmfc is, of course, it I in 

Within t.lio rolls and tissues of lho girl they ehiistenod allowed. 


allowed.” 


Urmynlrude; ' ,I1- 

They bathed hor body every hour and all internal harm And she replied, “If T woro going to propose, 1 ’m blest if I 


allayed 


Would porsonato an older who is just about to testify. 


By pouring Condi's Fluid on hor butter and hor marmalade; Now first of all 1 must remark that Love has como to grip 


And w lion I hoy dressed her took good care to tuck her 
chest-proti clor in - 


you late 

Tn lifo, hut, passing over that, I ’vo certain things to stipulate: 


Result, she grow up strong audfairas any peach or nectarine. You must oxhibit interest, as even (loth or Vandal would, 

in curios and hric-A-hrae, in ivories and sandalwood ; 


Sho had no fear of lion or of tiger (in imprisonment) 


And you must cope with cameo, veneer, relief and lacquer 
(Ah ! 


And in an awful storm at sea she asked the mate what And, parenthetically, pay my debts at bridge and baccarat). 

mizzeii meant; 1 doto on Futurism, and so a mato would give me little caso 

It was a plucky art; if 1 \1 neglected to report it you 'd Whoso views were strictly orthodox on Myron and 


Never have known tho depth and true dimensions of hor 1’raxitei.ks, 

fortitude. You do not understand,” she sneered, “ so gross is your 

Tf you remain agnostic, if you hold it still not proven, T 'll fatuity; 

Give fifty more examples of her courage w lien a juvenile ; Well then, l answer ' No,' without a trace of ambiguity." 
They lie ill my portfolio, all printed, tiled and docketed, 

Including one in which a stick of dynamite she pocketed. IX - 


And Rendall turned hack sad at heart; hut in a stride his 
u, ‘ honey-bee 

She also painted : one could tell her pictures mill a billion, Was in his arms exclaiming, “ Then would wasted all your 


So daubed were they with ochre blots and splashes of 
vermilion; 

She claimed to ho a connoisseur of oljelx il’iirl and curios, 


lnonoy he. 

Como, l will take you with your faults and fry to make 
the best of you; 


But what attracted notice was her openwork and lury hose, Your purse is good; poibapsin time 1 may improve the 

Fashioned in overy colour from magenta down to cinnabar, lost of you.” 

Suggestive of a lainbow or tho various liquors in a bar. \l’t<hlisln ra' Note. 

iv. Headers who are not sated yet and still for more are 

Ho when she came to twent y - ono, tho ago they call , n , 

, " ‘ J Will hint \ ol. 11. describe hinv Ji. gave cause Tor scandal- 

discretional, . b 

Tho trooping of her followers was, in a woul, processional. , ni<>,l g onn !-!- . , , . , 

10 L \ ol. III. narrates how K. became enamoured of a fairy at 

v. A hall, was robbed of all his wealth and joined the 

But she disdained flamboyant, types and snubbed the guv Tr P'oletaiiut. 1 

and i>j|dy brmd ' Ilovv l*i. washed clolhes to earn her bread, wlnlo K. roelined 

Instead she loved a decadent whose pagan iiiiino was in hoeiy case 

Hildebrand upon Ins bed, will ho exposed in Vol. IV. of this scries. 

Until that sail occasion when she met him coining back o’ And further volumes show exactly what was worst and 
n j„l,t host m L„ 

Ilis systein loaded up with l.hai.g and ojiiiun and aconite. And i , low . nt ,ast > a S cd eighty-four, she found lior life’s true 

destiny. | 


An artist next attracted her; she turned on hor cajoleries, A. Side-Slip. 

And soon in unison they laughed at other people’s drolleries; “Just More the wav wo were in danger of having the ugly and oven 
lr - l l ‘i / ii i r almmm.ilile word ‘aviator fostered upon us. .lust, as that word seemed 

His speech was polychromous (as the speech of many a U( . t()1 ioilBf 77( , Tlmi .„ hll(U enh ammmmcd that it had decided oueo 

Carman is); and for ail lo use 4 airmail’ instead, :md there can Ih; no doubt that 

Ho mostly talked of masses, lights, half-tones and colour- the. example there sot, which was copied by journalists on other 

harmonics • pa|>ors, secured iho predominance of a good new English word over a 

That was his doom, for one lino day lie went to his sarco- importation.”- -'tones Lite)ary Supplement. 

ill run is “The volumo contains -ome 500 portraits of New England aviators. 

1 "q ,, , , , . . , . , Same paper, same date, mine page. 

'I in ie/n>d li fill ii / lvio/'i/ i .a urii/il/- >Innvt r Aien m Inn rdm 4 4 _ 


That was his doom, for one lino day ho went to his sarco¬ 
phagus, 

The word “chiurosruio” stuck doep down in his irsophagus. 


“ Quautku Milk Championship,— Eeeord, Sgt. Smith (North 
Staffords), 5 2 Ssecs. 

I do not know ; if may have been her iioso that took poor Wilkinson. 1 

Kendall in, Goddard .2 

Who previously had flirted with her elder sister, Gwendoline. Worsley.3 

This Kendall was a wholesulo dealer, very rich and largo An excellent win, Wilkinson putting in a wonderful spurt in the 
jjj a ][ ’ last ISO years .”—Indian 1'aper. 

His habits, though he always said his proDts wore but From which wo infer that he did not succeed in lowering 


marginal. 


Sergeant Smith’s remarkable record. 
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AND ALL THE BLANKETS IN THE HOUSE— 


AND— 


'JUK DOCTOR. 
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S1IAKSPEARE THE TRADUCER. 

The members of the League of 
Scottish Veterans of the World War 
met recently in New York, and after 
“duo deliberation " (Query, Can Scotch¬ 
men deliberate “duly” in Now York 
now ?) passed a resolution demandin'* 
that Si! vksi’K rim's tragedy, Macbeth, 
be removed from tbo curricuhnn of 
English literature studies in American 
schools. 

Apparently this was an example of 
“dry ” Scotch humour. A neighbouring 
city had previously banned The Mer¬ 
chant of Venice from its schools on the 
ground that the character of Shy lack was 
a libel on tho Jewish race. If Jewish 
children no longer had to pay for school 
editions of The Merchant oj 
Venice, should Scottish in¬ 
fants still have to squander 
their bawbees on a play 
that insulted their for¬ 
bears? Porish tho thought! 

"Wo consider,” they de¬ 
clared, “ that if a Jewish 
gabardino is to bo cleaned 
by American Boards of 
Education thestain should 
likewise be removed from 
the Scottish kilt.” And 
if there are no reliable 
cleaners in tho li.K.A. it 
should bo sent to Perth. 

Tho oxample thus nobly 
sot is being widely fol¬ 
lowed. Thu members of 
tho Southern Jazz-band 
Union met yosterday way 
down in Tennessee and 
passed a resolution de¬ 
manding tho elimination 
of Othello from the educa¬ 
tional curriculum. The 
proposer declared with some heat that 
“no coloured gentleman would spiflli- 
cato his missus wid a holster on do 
word of a moan white thief like dat 
Jaijo." The more suggestion was dam 
foolishness and an insult to the most 
prominent section of tho froeborn citi¬ 
zens of tho U.8.A. "If dey gwino 
whitewash de Scotchman, why not de 
man ob colour too? " 

At a representative mooting of Welsh¬ 
men Mr. Jolios up Jones moved that, 
as a protest against Sha khfearu’s treat 
ment of Flucllcn and the Cymric vege¬ 
table symbol, Henry V. “ bo no longer 
taught in Welsh schools or read at 
Jesus College, Oxford, whatotTer.” 

At a recent meeting of tho S.P.R. it 
was proposed by Sir A. Conan* Dovi.e, 
of Oliver Lodge, Ether, Surrey, “that 
the Board of Education bo asked, in 
the interests of scientific truth, to sus- 
pond the teaching of Hamlet until tho 
scenos in which the Ghost appears shall 


have boon emended in the light of 
modern research by a commitleo of psy¬ 
chical experts appointed for the pur¬ 
pose. Tho proposer quoted tho line 
spoken by Hamlet to tho apparition:-- 

“Be llioua spirilof health or goblin <luinn\l,” 

and said he would like fo substitute for 
it, “ He thou a subjective hallucination 
arising from an uprush of inhibited 
emotional disturbance from tho sub¬ 
liminal consciousness, or the objoctivi- 
sation of a telopatbic communication 
from the extra - corporeal sphere of 
boing, or, finally, a manifestation to sen¬ 
sory perception of some supra-normal 
undulatory movement of tbo ether,” 

IIo bad always deprecated, bo said, 
tbo meddling of untrained amateurs 


with tbo details of psychic phenom¬ 
ena, and felt that the rule should bo 
mado retrospective. An amendment 
was carried to add Julius Casar and 
Itichard III. to tbo motion for similar 
reasons. 

Tho Labour Party huvo decided to ask 
Mr. Fisher to ban Coriolanus on the 
ground that many of tho speeches of tho 
chiof character betray an anti-demo¬ 
cratic bias,out of kooping with the idoals 
that should ho set bofore the rising 
generation. Phrases like“Thoinutable 
rank-scented many,” applied to the pro¬ 
letariat, could only fostor tho bourgeois 
prejudices of jaundieed reactionaries 
and teach tho young scions of tho capi¬ 
talist classes to look down upon the 
manual worker. 


“ For Sale Black lJbony Gentleman’s, Shav¬ 
ing Outfit ."—Local l’apcr. 

Wo gather that our colourod brother is 
about to grow a beard. 


MODERN MOON-RAIvERS. 
Pohta, tho onco notorious Michigander, 
Who launched tho now exploded solar 
slander, 

Whereat ten thousand negroes stood 
aghast, 

In one short month into oblivion 
passed, 

But Pickering’s momentous lunar 
screed 

Proves the persistence of this wondrous 
breed. 

Yet this in Pickering’s favour lot us 
state: 

He lias no scare or scandal to relate— 
Nothing in any way that may impugn 
The credit or the morals of tho moon ; 
And on the other hand it docs attract us 
To loam that slio is grow¬ 
ing sago and cactus. 
Hardly romantic vege¬ 
tables, those, 

And not so edible as good 
green cheese 

Which nursery rhymers 
(banned by Monticssori) 
Associated witli tbo lunar 
•story. 

81 ill Pickering’s veget¬ 
able views are tamo 
Contrasted with Professor 
(Ioddaro's aim; 

For lie, as from tho daily 
Press we learn, 

An obvious plagiarist of 
good JuiiKK Verne, 
Would have us build a 
Bertha fat enough 
To send a charge of high 
explosive stuff 
Across tho intervening 
seas of space 

Bang into Luna's unof¬ 
fending face. 

Meanwhile our own alert star-gazing 
chief, 

Dyson (8ir Frank), is rather moved 
to grief 

Thau anger by tho astronomic pranks 
Played by unbalanced professorial 
cranks, 

Who study science in tho wild cat vein 
And “ruin along the illimitable inane." 


The New Naval Uniform. 

“Fob Sale, Naval Cadet’s (R.N.) Mess- 
dress; 39 inches siiln scam; pair cricket 
boots, purplo velour luit, groy chiffon velvet 
dromt.’’-~Vaili/ Taper. 


“ Suede Turnip, best varieties.” 

Ailvt. in Tasmanian Paper. 

No kid about this offer. 


“ Wanted, at once, respectable Man for 
Polishing Porter .”—Daily Paper. 

The manners of some of our porters 
notoriously leave muoh to be desired. 



T.ruly (i buying music). “On, and have you out ‘A Ijovr.it in Damascus’?" 
New Girl. “ Well, M a 'am, my fiance ir.i.s- in Mesfot, hut hr 'a rack 

IN BltiXTON NOW.” 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Bunch’s Staff of Learned Clerics.) 

From Friend to Friend (Mi uuay) is tli« namo given, 
from tho first of thorn, to a collection of eight fugitive papers, 
prepared for republication by the lalo Lady Ritchie during 
tho last months of her life, and now edited by her sister-in- 
law, Miss Emily Ritchie. Fugitive though they may have 
been in original intent, theso pages are so filled with their 
writer’s delicate and very personal charm that her lovers 
will be delighted to havo their flight thus pleasantly arrested. 
Lady Ritchie was abovo all else the perfect apprcciator. 
Iloras non numerat nisi serenas; tho gaze that she turns 
smilingly upon old happy far-oll' days looks through spec¬ 
tacles rose-tinted both by tho magic of retrospect and her 
own genius for admiration. London, Freshwater, Paris, 
Romo—theso aro tho settings of her memories ; and we see 
them all by a light that (perhaps) never was on land or sea, 
in whose radiance beauty and wit and genius move won¬ 
derfully to a perpetual music. In truth, howovor, theso 
eminent Victorians of Lady Ritchie’s circle must have been 
a raro company; 1 havo no space for even a catalogue 
of them—Mrs. Cameron, with her vagno magnificence, 
pouring letters and an embarrassment of gifts upon her dear 
Trnnykonb; the Ktcmiilk sisters, Lockhart, Thackeray 
himself, a score of groat and (to the kindly chroniclor) 
gracious personalities livo again in her pages. I should add 
that the volume is rounded off by a short story, a lato 
addition to the Aliss Williamson series, which might be 
called a pot-boiler, were if not somehow incongruous to 
associate so gentle a Dame with any such activities. 


Slight as it is, From Friend to Friend forms an apt and 
graceful finish to tho work of one whoso life was given to 
the claims of friendship. 

Fanny ijnes to It'rrr (Mcuuvv) should ho road by those 
who also went and those who didn’t. It is a chronicle of 
tho adventures of the First. Aid Nursing Yeomanry in 
Belgium and France---vivid; inviting wonder, laughter and 
sometimes tears; fresh and delicious. The account of tho 
first visit to tho trenches awakens memories. Viewed from 
this distance it seems all to have been so picturosijuo, such 
fun ! The humour of Thomas, the intelligence and tact of 
tho good French puilu, the awful moments and tho wild 
jests in between—theso are all shown. The splendid 
humour with which “Pat Hkaijc hami\” tho author, bravely 
endmvd her own casualty with its distressing effects is 
typical in itself of that spirit in tho Anglo-Saxon race which 
made tho Touton race wish it hadn't, in my view, the 
old ter dictum of an anonymous Colonel sums up tho values 
of this ladies’ contingent better than does the preface of 
the distinguished Major-Gcucial: “Neither fish, flesh nor 
fowl,” said the Colonel on having the constitution of this 
anomalous unit explained to him, “ but thundering good 
rod herring I” Time was, I boliovo and hopo, when I 
myself, passing through tho Base Port on leave and being 
full of life and daring, have sighted a lady-chauffeur of a 
motor-ambulanco and havo thrown a friendly glance, oven 
a fro ward smile, at her. Waiving all quosf ions of propriety, 
I hopo that this was so, and that the lady-cbaufl'eur was no 
loss than “ Pat Beauchamp ” herself, in the later stages of 
her career overseas. Though her only response may have 
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been to splash mud over me, 1 should feel happy, now, think that she could, appreciate a joke made at her own' 
thus to have paid my respects to this gallant and high- expense; witness her quotation from the gushing friend 
spirited lady. I count myself among tho company, bat- who, at the moment of the first triumph of The Persian 
talion, division, corps and army of her admirers. Garden, overwhelmed the composer with the tribute, "Do 

—-— lot me thank you ! The local colour is too wonderful. I 

It certainly does not seem eight years, yet it must bo simply felt as if I was at Liberty's l ” 


fully that, since Joseph Conrad in The English Review 
lifted a veil that lay botween his admirers and an interesting 


To tho jaded reader I recommend The Road to En-Dor 


book, has by a curious freak of public taste given Mr. E. H. Jones would have been a sad muddler if ho had not 
Conrad, hitherto tho woll-loved favourite of the relatively made his story intriguing; but, anyhow, lie happens to he 
few, a much wider constituency. To these late coiners, a sound craftsman with a considerable sense of style and 
rather than to the older^and of course superior) Conradists, construction. And bo has a convincing way of handling his 


who know it already, let mo 
recommend this rambling, 
which is by no means to say 
aimless, account of tho wander¬ 
ings of tho MS. of Almnycr's 
Folly, some queer entertaining 
scraps of the author’s family 
history, a description of tho 
encounters with the original 
Almayer, and those rignottes 
of Marseilles which obviously 
wero used as the background 
of The A n on- of Gold. This 
record is one of those quiet 
friendly hooks that Hatter tho 
devotee by a sense of peculiar 
intimacy with his hero. It 
is also engagingly character¬ 
istic. Mr. Conrad here un¬ 
ravels the fino threads of his 
porsoual history and philo¬ 
sophy with tho same artful 
reserve and exquisito elabora¬ 
tion with which ho evolves the 
creatures of his resourceful 
imagination. 

The Life of Lisa Lehmann 
(Unwin), wiitton hv herself, 
and finished, as her husband 
tolls in a patliotic foot-note, 
“scarcely two weoks before her 
death,” is a hook holding 
many special bonds of associa¬ 
tion with Punch, not least the 



facts that compels belief in 
the most incredible of stories. 
Lieutenant Jones was a pri¬ 
soner in the hands of the 
Turks at Zozgad, and to amuse 
himself and his follow-prisoners 
he raised a “spook ” which in 
time gained such a reputation 
that it had the Turkish officials 
almost hopelessly at its mercy. 
From being merely a t jolce his 
spook soon began to suggest 
to him a way of escaping from 
tho camp, and then, in con¬ 
junction with I jicuLcnant, 0. W. 
JIili., he worked it for all it 
was worth. Ilis record of 
their adventures and of tho 
sufferings, physical and men¬ 
tal, which they had to face is 
really astounding; but I fear 
it will^ bo received coldly by 
thopsychist. Spiritualism, in 
deed, is treated with scant re¬ 
spect, and whatever our own 
viow of this vexed subjoct 
may he most of us will admit 
that Lieutenant Jones has 
considerable reason for his 
strong opinion. 


“scarcely two weoks before her k AIRY l ALES KIWI SPA). In The Green Shoes of Apt il \ 

death,” is a hook holding (Wb<; liaba. “Ah ! now I have it—''Oen Sesame! ' (Hurst and Blackett) Miss 
many special bonds of associa- 1 mw T,IAT C0CltK1: OF LLSS0NS lli MEMO,iy Rachel Swete Maonamara 

tion with Punch, not least the . . .1_—J has got together quite a lot 

fact that her father-in-law, Deputy J. T. Bedford, was tho of people and situations that other novelists have used be- 
aulhor of that Robert, the City Waiter, who was among the foro. There is the fine young Irishman soldiering in India, 
most famous and popular of Mr. Punch’s early creations, the soulless actress who marries and leaves him, and the 
The volume that tho writer has put together is the record splendid Irish girl, his true mato, whom lie weds in happy 
of a busy, successful and, on the whole, happy life, passed ignorance of his first partner’s continued existence. But the 
in the company of interesting peoplo, about many of whom hero has a maiden aunt, with a story of her own, and the 
Madame Lehmann has remembered some entertaining heroine a terrific grandmother who are Miss Macnamara’b 
story. Chiefly, as is natural, the persons recordod are the creations, and as she makes wife number one lie like a 
musical folk of the last half-century, from Jenny Lind to trooper in order to preserve the happiness of wife number 
Sir Thomas Bekcham ; though in the allied Arts I was two a soupgon of freshness is imparted to the richauffi. 
taken by a pleasing and now anecdoto of Robert Brown- Of course the well-meaning first wife is not allowed to 
ing reciting How they Brought the Good News into an succeed in lior efforts, and Beau and Perry (you would never 
Edison phonograph, and overcomo by loss of memory half- guess from that which was which, but in this case it doesn’t 
way through tho ordeal. One wonders if this rather sur- matter) have a very bad time indeed until, reassured by 
prising record exists to-day. I am not going to assert that a friendly barrister, they Battle down again into wedded 
the nou-technieai reader may not find the pages devoted happiness. These are the confiding souls whom novelists 
to reprinted criticism rather over - numerous; old news- and lawyers love, and I can see Miss Macnamaba, by-and- 
paper files, like old theatrical photographs, too quickly by, getting quite a nice story out of someone’s attempt to 
fade. But tho author’s humour endured; and I like to oust their eldest son from bis inheritance. I hope she will. 
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Now that petrol ia being increased 
by eightpence a gallon, pedestrians will 
shortly have to bo content to be knocked 
down by horsed vehicles or hand trucks. 

sj: 

* 

Moleskins, says a news item, arc now 
worth eighteon-penco each. It is only 
fair to add that the moles do not admit 
the accuracy of these figures. 

______ 

Throe hundred pounds is the 
prico asked by an advertiser in 
The Times for a motor-coat 
lined with Persian lamb. It is 
still possible to get a waistcoat 
lined with English lamb (or 
even good capon) for a mere 
fraction of that sum. 

* * 

* 

Charged with impersonation 
at a municipal election a de¬ 
fendant told the Carlisle Bench 
that it was only a frolio. The 
Bench, entering into tho spirit 
of tho thing, told tho man to 
go and havo a good frisk in tho 
second division. 

*...* 

“Steamers carrying coal 
from Dover to Calais,” says a 
nows item, “ are bringing back 
champagno.” It is character¬ 
istic of tho period that we 
should thus exchange the lux¬ 
uries of life for its necessities. 

* , :■ 

Charged at Willosden with 
travelling without a ticket a 
Walworth girl was stated to 
havo a mania for travelling on 
tho Tube. Tho Court mission¬ 
ary thought that a pos'tion 
could probably bo obtained for 
her as scrum-half at a West 
End bargain-counter. 


probably be normal in August next, 
the Food Ministry will cease to exist, 
its business being finished. This seems 
a pretty poor oxcuso for a Government 
Department to give for closing down. 

t v 

:Je 

" Music is not heard by the ear 
alone,” says M. Jacques Dalcroze. 
Experience proves that when tho piano 
is going next door it is heard by tho 
whole of the neighbour at once. 


A correspondent writes to a 
London paper to say that he 
heard a lark in full song on 

n TI . • * AlliU WA’ UJVlilliJ, . I , ’ 1 

Sunday. Wo can only suppose „ n „ As much alarm was caused 

that the misguided bird did not ™ by tho announcement in those 

know it was Snnd.y. t f* «“* «» 

_____1 collapse of a wooden houso 

A medical man refers to tho case of a A Weekly paper points out that thcro was caused by a sparrow stopping on 
woman who has no sense of time, pro- are at least thirty thousand unein- it, wo feel wo ought to mention that, 
portion or numbers. There should be ployed persons in this country. This owing to a sudden gust of wind, the 
a great chanco for her as a telephone of course is very sorious. After all you bird in quostion loaned to one side, and 
operator, * cannot havo strikes unless tho people it was simply this movement which 

* are in work. * ... caused the houso to overbalance. 



for sale undor tho hammer tho othor 
dayono gentleman ottered to buy it on 
condition that the vendor papered the 
principal room and put a bath in. 

A Bolton labourer who picked up 
twenty-five one-pound Treasury notes 
and restored them to tho proper ownov 
was rewarded with a shilling. It is 
only fair to say that the lady also said, 
“Thank yon.” „ ... 


Asked what ho would give 
towards a testimonial fund for 
a local hero ono hardy Scot is 
roportod to have said that he 
would givo three cheers. 

We learn on good authority 
tliat should a General Election 
take place during one of Mr. 
Lloyd C korgk’s visits to Paris 
The Daily Mail will undertake 
to keep him informod regard¬ 
ing the results by moans of 
its Continental edition. 

A sad story reaches us from 
South - West London. It ap¬ 
pears that a girl of f wonty at¬ 
tempted suicide bccauso she 
realised she was too old to 
write cither a popular novel or 
a hook of poems. 

The Guards, it is stated, are 
to revert to tho pre-war scarlet 
tunic and bushy. Pro - war 
head-pieces, it may be added, 
are now worn exclusively at the 

War Oilice. .. 

' * 

At the Independent Labour 
Party's Victory danco it was 
stipulated that “ evoning dress 
and shirt sleeves ure barred.” 
This ehallcngo to the upper 
classes (with whom shirt- 
sloovos are of coursodc riyuenr ) 
is not without- its significance. 


THIS WAVE OP CKIME. 

Gen!. 11 What made you cut yocr hand into my pocket?” 
Doubtful Character. “Jcst adsent-mindedness. X once ’ai> 


A PAIR OT PANTS EXACTLY LIKE THOSE YOU ’HE WEAIUNO.” 


It appears that the dog (since do- 


* are in work. ... caused the houso to overbalance. 

“Owing to its weed-choked condi- * ■ .■::■■■= ! 

tion,” says The Evening Neivs, “tho It appears that the dog (since do- “Thectornatcominihti.,11 cugino 1 isis become* 
Thames is going to ruin.” Unless stroyed) which was found wandering recognised the world over as a factor imnodor 
something is done at once it is feared outside No. 10, Downing Street, had civilisation.”- Vrmindal V«i>cr. 
that this famous river may have to be never tasted Prime Ministor. But surely it is many years sinco Lord 

abolished. ... *** Wehtbury in the Gorham case was 

* It is reported that when Sir David said to havo “ dismissed h-with 

As the supply of foodstuffs will Burnett put up Drury Lane Theatre costs?” 


you. cr.vm. 
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THE SWEET INFLUENCES OF TRADE. 

|Tlio revival, in certain quarters, of commercial relations with 
Germany,has already begun to blunt the memory of the War. And 
now the proposal to open up trade with tho Co-operative Societies in 
Russia, to the obvious benefit of the Bolshevists, who practically control 
tho whole country, looks like an attempt to bring about indirectly a 
pence which wo cannot in decency negotiate through the ordinary 
channels of diplomacy.] 

They aro coming, tho carpet - baggers, their voicc3 are 
hoard in the land, 

Guttural Teuton organs, but very polite and bland ; 

And our arms aro stretched for thoir welcome; we’vo 
buried the past like a dud ; 

For blood may bo thicker than water, but Trado is 
thicker than blood. 

Tho Winter of war is over, and lo! with the dawn of 
Spring 

They come, and wo greet them coming, liko swallows 
that homeward swing, 

Fair as tho violet’s waking, swift as tho snows in flood, 
For blood may ho thicker than water, hut Trado is 
thicker than blood. 

Likewise with Soviet Russia--wc’vo dono with tho nood 
lo light; 

Thcro aro gentler methods (and cheaper) of putting tho 
wliolo thing right; 

Tho palms of tho doalors aro plying tho soap's invisiblo sud, 
For blood may ho thicker than water, hut Trado is 
thicker than blood. 

Of Peace there can he no parloy with Lenin’s regime, 
as such, 

But Business can easily tacldo what Honour declines to 
touch, 

Making tho sewage to blossom, sampling tho septic mud, 
► For blood may he thicker than water, hut Trado is 
thicker than blood. 

Thus may our merchant princes modestly [day their part, 
Speeding the silent process of soldering heart to heart, 
.Just as the forces of Nature silently swell tho hud, 

For blood may he thicker than water, but Trado is 
thicker than blood. 

So in tho hands of tho Bolshio our hands shall at last bo 
‘ laid; 

Deep unto deep is calling to lift tho long blockado; 

"No truck,” wo had sworn, "with murder;” but God 
will forget that oath, 

For blood is thicker than water, hut Trade is thicker 
than both. _ O. S. 


WITH THE AUXILIARY PATROL. 

An Honourable Record. 

Many a oars ago, in tho roign of good Queen Victoria, a 
little ship sailed out of Grimsby Docks in all tho proud 
bravery of now paint and snow-white decks, and passed 
tho Newsand hound for tho Dogger Bank. They had 
christened her tho King George, and, though her feminine 
susceptibilities were perhaps a trifle piqued at this affront 
to her sox, it was a right royal name, and her brand-now 
boilers swelled with loyal fervour. She was a steam 
trawler—at that timo ono of tho smartest steam trawlers 
afloat, and she know it; she held her headlights very high 
indeed, you may bo suro. 

Timo passed, and tho winds and waters of the North Sea 
doalt all too rudely with the fair freshness of her exterior; 
she grow worn and weather-stained, and it was apparent 
qvon to tho casual eye of a landsman that she had left hor 


girlhood behind her out on tho Nor’-Ensl Rough. Sotno of ■ 
tho youngor trawlors would jecringly refer to her behind 
hor hack as “ Auntie,” and affoctcd to regard her as an 
antediluvian old dowager, which of course was mainly 
duo to jealousy. But sho still pegged away at her work, 
bringing in from tho Doggov week by week her cargoes of 
fish, regardless aliko of tho ravages of timo and tho jibes 
of her upstart rivals! As long as her owners wero satisfied 
sho was happy, for she cherished first ami last a senso of 
duty, as all good ships do. 

And then suddenly came tho War, infesting tho seas with 
unaccustomed and nerve-racking dangers. I must apologise 
for mentioning this, as everybody knows that wo ought now 
to forget about tho War as quickly as possible and got on 
with moro important matters, hut at the timo it had a cer¬ 
tain effect upon us all, not excluding tho King George. 
Scorning the menaces that lurked about her path siio carried 
on-tho pursuit of the cod and haddock in her old undemon¬ 
strative fashion, for sho was a British ship from stem to 
stern and conscious of the tradition behind her. 

Then ono day tlioy hauled her up in dock, gave her a six- 
pounder astern, fitted her with wireless and sent lieu out to 
take care of her unarmed sisters on tho fishing-grounds. 
She flow tho White Ensign. 

These were tho proudest days of hor life: sho was help¬ 
ing to keep tho seas. It is true tho big ships of tho Fleet 
might laugh at hor in a good-natured way and pass uncom¬ 
plimentary remarks about her personal appearance, hut 
they bail to acknowledge her seamanship and her pluck. 
Sho could buffet her way through weather that no destroyer 
daro face, and mines had no terrors for hor, for oven if sho 
wero lo hump a tin-fish it only meant ono old trawler tho 
less, and tho Navy could afford it. 

Jt was during these days, too, that sho became known, 
though not by namo, to readers of Punch, for her adven¬ 
tures and those of her crow wero often chronicled in his 
tales of tho “Auxiliary Patrol.” And when sho had seen 
tho War through sho said Good-byo to his pages and made 
ready to return again to tho ways of poaco. Sho was quite 
satisfied; sho never thought of giving tip her job, though 
sho was now a very old ship, and it would have been no 
shamo lo her. Sho just, took a fresh coat of paint and 
steamed away to tho Dogger Bank once more. 

* :: * 

Tho other day ,t small paragraph appeared in somo of tho 
newspapers that wero not too busy discussing tho possibili¬ 
ties of another railway strike; “The Grimsby trawler 
King George,” it said, “ is reported long over-due from tho 
fishing-grounds, and tho owners say that there is no hope of 
her return.” No ono would notico this, becauso tho first 
round of tho English Cup was to be played that week, and 
besides it was not as though it wero a battleship or a big 
liner that had gone down. It was just tho old King George. 

And that. I suppose, is tho end of hor, oxcopt that sho 
may continuo to bo remembered by ono or two who served 
aboard her in the days of tho Auxiliary Patrol—remembered 
as a gallant little ship that served her country in its hour 
of need, and did not hold that hour tho limit of hor service. 
Well played, King George! 


“THE DRINK WATER TRAGEDY.” 

lkailing in “ New York Times.'' 

This conies from dry Amorica, but it is not tho wail of a 
“ Wot ”;.morely the heading of tmarbicloou Abraham Lincoln'. 

“ Wales has its Ulster just as Ireland liad, and it was a question 
wlietlior Wales was going to bo conquered by the industrial area of 
CurdifT and tho district, or whethor tho industrial aroa was going to 
conquer Wales .”—-Western Mail. 

Wo shall put our money on "tho industrial area.” 
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Officer. “Well, Peters, how did you get or?” 

Steward (who has ashed for special leave). ‘‘Norms’ doin’, Sir. The skipper ’e bez to me, ’e bez, ‘It’ll cost the country 
10UR-AN’-8EVENI‘ENCE TO BEND YOU ’OME, AN’ AS THE NAVY ’AS OOT TO ECONOMISE YOU’LL DO TO BEGIN ON,’ ’E BEZ." 


A LIMPET OF WAR. 

(With the British Army in France.) 

The day ou which that fine old 
crusted warrior, Major Slingswivol, 
quits the hospitahlo confines of Nullo- 
purt Camp will bo the signal that the 
British Army in France has completed 
its work, even to the labelling and 
despatching of the last bundle of as¬ 
sorted howitzers. A British army in 
Franco without Major Slingswivel 
would be unthinkable. It is confi¬ 
dently asserted that Nullepavt Camp 
was built round him when he landed 
in ’14, and that he has only emerged 
from it on annual visits to his tailorior 
the purpose of affixing an additional 
chevron and having another inch let 
into his tunic. Latest reports state 
that he is still going strong, and in¬ 
denting for ice-cream freezers in anti¬ 
cipation of a hot summer. 

But for an unforgivable error of tact 
I might have stood by the old bronto¬ 
saurus to the bitter end. One evening 
he and I were listening to a concert 
given by the “ Fluffy Furbelows " in 
the camp Nissan Coliseum, and a Miss 
Gwennie Gwillis was expressing an 


ardent desire to get back to Alabama 
and dear ole Mammy and Dad, not to 
speak of tho rooster and the lil melon- 
patch way down by the swamp. Tho 
prospect as painted by her was so 
alluring that by tho end of tho first 
vorse all the troops were infected with 
trans-Atlantic yearnings and voiced 
them in a manner that would have 
made an emigration agent rub his hands 
and start chartering transport fright 
away. She had an entioing twinkle 
which lighted on the Major a few times, 
so that I wasn’t surprised when tho 
socond chorus found him roaring out 
that he too was going to tako a long 
lease of a shack down Alabama way. 

‘‘Gad—she’s immense! Wo must 
invite her to tea to-morrow,” he said 
to me in a whisper that shook the 
Nissen hut to its foundations. Sling- 
swivel was no vocal lightweight. Those 
people in Thanet and Kont who used 
to write to the paperB saying they 
could hear the guns in the Vimy Ridge 
and Messines offensives were wrong. 
What they really. heard was Major 
Slingswivel at Nullepart expostulating 
with bis partner for declaring clubB 
on a no-trump hand. 


“Very well,” I answered sulkily. It 
wasn’t the first time tho Major had 
boon captivated by ladies with Southern 
syncopated tastes, and I knew I should 
bo expected to complete the party with 
the other lady member of the troupe, 
Miss Dulcie Demiton, and listen to the 
old boy making very small talk in a 
very largo voice. I could see myself 
balancing a teaeup and trying to get 
•in a word here and there through tho 
barrage. 

Still, there was no getting out of it, 
and next afternoon found our quartette 
nibbling petits gdteaux in the only 
pdtisserid in the village. The Major 
was in fine fettle as the war-worn old 
veteran, and Gwennie and Dulcie 
spurred him on with open and undis¬ 
guised admiration. 

“ Now I’m in France,” gushed 
Gwennie, “ I want to see everything — 
where the trenches were and where 
you fought your terrible battles." 

“ Delighted to show you,” said Slin’g- 
swivel, bursting with pride at being 
taken for a combatant officer. “ How 
about'to-morrow ? ” 

"Just lovely,” cooed Gwennie. 
“ We 're showing at Petiteville in' th# 
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THE TRAGEDY OF AN AUTHOR’S WIFE. 

“ I won’t stand it any longer," said 
■Janet intensely, meeting me in the 
hail. “Take off your umbrella and 
listen to me." 

“It’s off,” I replied faintly, perceiv¬ 
ing that something was all my fault. 
“Can’t you hear it singing ‘Niagara’ 
in the porch ? ” 

1 dropped the shopping on tlio floor 
and sat down to watch Janet walking 
up and down the room. 

“ I want,” she continued in the tone 
of one who has had nobody to be in¬ 
dignant with all day, “ a divorce.” 

“Who for'/’’ I inquired. “ Roally, 
darling, we can't afford any more pres¬ 
ents this ” 

“ Mo,” sho interrupted, frowning. 

“ Couldn’t you have it for your birth¬ 
day?" I suggested. “I may have 
soino moro money by then. Bosidcs, I 
gave you-” 

“ No, I could not," replied Janet in 
a voice like the end of the world; "I 
want it now. I will not wear myself 
out trying to live up to an impossible 
ideal, and lose all my friends because 
they can't help comparing me with it. 
And it isn’t even as if it wore my own 
ideal. I never know what I’ve got to 
be like from one week to another. And 
what do I got for my struggles? 
Not oven recognition, much less grati¬ 
tude." 

“ Janot,” I said kindly, “ I don’t 
know what you ’re talking about. Who 
are these peoplo who keep idealising 
you ? I will not have you annoyed in 
this way. Send them to me and I ’ll 
put a littlo solid realism into their 
heads. I ’ll toll them what you really 
are, and that ’ll settle their unfortunate 
illusions. Dear old girl, don’t worry 
so ... I ’ll soon put it right.” 

Janet looked at mo piercingly. 

“ It’s this,” she said; “ I keep having 
peoplo to call on me.” 

“ I know,” I answered, shuddering; 
“but I can't help it, can I? You 
shouldn’t be so attractive.” 

“Dear Willyum," she replied, “that's 
just the point* you can help it.” 

“ Stop calling mo names and I ’ll see 
what can be done.” 

" But it’s part of my * whimsical wit ’ 
to call you Willyum,” sho said grimly. 
“I understand that I am like that. 
People realise this when they road 
your articlos, and immediately call to 
see if I'm true. I've read through 
nearly all your stories to-day, in be¬ 
tween the visitors, and—and-” 

I gripped her hand in silence. 

“ I ’in losing all- my friends,” she 
mournod, touched by my sympathy, 
“even those who used‘to like me long 
ago. Girls who knew me at school say 


to themselves, ‘Fancy poor old Janet 
being like that all the time, and we 
never knew! ’ and they rush down to 
see me again. They sit hopefully round 
me as long as they eon bear it; then, 
after the breakdown, they go away 
indignant and never think kindly of me 
again." 

Sho gloomod. 

“ And all the cousins and nice young 
men who used to think I was quite jolly 
have suddenly notioed how much jollier 
I might be if only I could say the things 
they say you say I say . . .’’ 

“Hush, hush,” I whispered; “have 
an aspirin.” 

“ But it’s quite fine,” sho cried hope- 
lossly. “ And She’s just what I ought 
to be. She says everything just in the 
right place. When I compare mysolf 
with Her, I know I’m not a bit the 
kind of person you admire, and—and 
it’s no good pretending any longer. 
I’m not jealous, only—sort of mis- 
rubblo.” 

Sho rose with a pule smilo and, 
hushing my protestations, arrived at 
her conclusion. 

“ We must part,” she said, throwing 
her cigarette into the fire and walk¬ 
ing to the window; “ I can’t holp it. I 
suppose I’m not good enough for you. 
You must be free to marry ner when we 
find Her. I too,” sho sighod, “ must bo 
froo. . . .” 

“ I now call upon mysolf to spoak,” 
I romarked, rising hurriedly. “ Janot,” 
I continued, arriving at her side, “ keep 
perfectly still and do not attempt to 
breathe, because you will not be able 
to, and look as pleasant as you can 
while I toll you truthfully what 1 think 
you are really like.” 

(I have been compelled to delete this 
passage on the ground that even if 
people believed me it would only attract 
more callers.) 

“ All right,” she continued, unruffling 
her hair; “ but if I do you must promise 
to leave off writing stories about ine. 
Will you?” 

“ But, darling,” I objected, “ consider 
the bread-and-jam.” 

She was silent. 

“ Well, then,” she said at last, “ you 
must only write careful ones that I can 
live up to.” 

"I’ll try,” I agreed remorsefully; 
" I ’ll go and do ono now—all about 
this. And you can censor it.” I left 
the room jauntily. 

Janet’s voice, suddenly repentant, 
followed me. 

“No,” she oalled, “that won’t do 
either. Because if it’s a true one you 
won’t sell it.” 

“ But if it isn’t,” I called back, “ and 
I do, we can put the money in the 
Divorce Fund.” 
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THE 80RROW8 OF A SUPER-PROFITEER. 

[Bradford wool-spinnera are stated to lie' 
unable to escape from the deluge of wealth 
that poors upon them or avoid making profits 
of three thousand two hundred per oent.] 

And so you thought we simply steered 
Great motor - cars to ohampagne 
dinners 

And bought tiaras and were cheered 
By hopes of breediugEpsom winners; 
Eh, lad, you little knew the weird 
Dreed by the Yorkshire spinners. 

How hollow are those marble halls, 

The place I built and deemed a show- 
thing, 

Its terraces, its waterfalls- 

Once more I hear that sound of 
loathing, 

The bell rings and a stranger calls 
To speak of underclothing. 

They’ve bashed my offices to wrecks, 
They’vo broke their way beyond the 
warders, 

And now my country seat they vox, 
They trample my herbaceous borders; 
They chase me up and down with 
cheques, 

They flummox mo with orders. 

They bolt mo to the billiard-room, 
Where chaps are playing five-bob 
snooker; 

They see me dodging from the doom, 
They heed no threats and no robuker; 
" We’ve got thee now,” they say, “ba 
goora!" - 

And pelt me with their lucre. 

Vainly I put the prices up 
To stem that flowing tide of riches; 
Tho horror haunts me as I sup; 

The unknown guest arrives and 
pitches 

His ultimatum in my cup:— 

“The people must have breeches.” 

I shall not see the skylark soar 
Nor hear the cuckoo nor the linnet, 

, Whon Springtime comes, above the roar 
Of folk a-liollering each minute 
For yarn at thirty-two times more 
Than what 1 spont to spin it. 

Eh me, I cannot help but pine 
For days departed now and olden, 
When I could drink of common wine, 
To powdered flunkeys unbeholden; 
Do peas taste better when we dine 
Because the knife is golden ? 

Often I wiBh I might repair 
To haunts that once I used to enter, 
Like "The Old Fleece ” up yonder there, 
Of which I was a great frequenter, 
Not yet a brass-bound millionaire, 

But just a cent-per-cenfer. Evob. 

“ Over 80,000 people paid £2,019 to see tbs 
j cup tie at Valley Parade."— Provincial Paper. 

' The new rich I 
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THE JUMBLE SALE. 

Aunt Angela coughed. “ By the way, 
Etta was here this afternoon. 

Edward's eye mot mine. The result 
of Etta’s last call was that Edward 
spent a vivid aftoruoon got up as 
Father Christinas in a rod dressing- 
gown and cotton-wool whiskers, which 
caught tiro and singed his home-grown 
articles, small hoys at the same time 
pinching his legs to seo if ho was real, 
whilo 1 put in some sultry hours under 
a hearthrug playing tho benevolent 
polar-bear to a crowd of small girls 
who hunted me with fire-irons. 

“ What is it this time ? " 1 asked. 

"A jumblo salo,” said Aunt Angela. 

“What’s that?" 

" A schomo by which the 
bucolic English oxchango 
garbage,” Edward ex¬ 
plained. 

“Oh, well, that has no¬ 
thing to do with us, thank 
goodness.' 1 

He returned to his book, 
a romauco entitled Gertie, 
or Should She Have Done 
It ? Edward, I should ex¬ 
plain, is a philosopher by 
trade, but ho beguiles his 
hours of ease with works 
of fiction borrowed from 
the cook. 

Aunt Angola was of a 
different opinion. “ Oh, 
yes, it has: both of you 
are gradually filling tho 
houso up with accumulated 
rubbish. If you don’t sur¬ 
render most of it for Etta's 
salo thore ’ll bo a raid." 

My oye met Edward’s. 

We walked out into the 
hall. 

“ Wo ’ll have to givo 
Angela something or sho'll tidy us,” ho 
groaned. 

“ Tlieso orderly people arc a curse," 
I protested. “ Thoy havo no considera¬ 
tion for others. Look at me; I atn 
naturally disorderly, but I don't run 
round and untidy people’s houses for 
them.” 

Edward nodded. “I know; I know 
it’s all wrong, of course; we should 
make a stand. Still, if we can buy 
Angela off, I think . . . you under¬ 
stand ? . . .” And lie ambled off to 
his muck-rooin. 

If anybody in this neighbourhood has 
anything that is both an eyesore and 
an encumbrance thoy bestow it on 
Edward for his muck-room, where he 
stores it against an impossible contin¬ 
gency. I trotted upstairs to my bed¬ 
room and routod about among my 
Lares et Penates, I have many articles 


which, though of no intrinsic value, are 
bound to me by strong ties of senti¬ 
ment; little ola bits of things—you 
know how it is. After twenty minutes’ 
heart-und-drawer-searching I decided 
to sacrifice a policeman's helmet and a 
sock, tho upper of which had outlasted 
the too and bool. I boro those down¬ 
stairs and laid them at Aunt Angola’s 
foot. 

“ What's this ? ” said she, stirring 
tho helmet disdainfully with her too. 

“ Relic of tho Groat War. The 
Crown Prince used to wear it in wet 
weather to keep the crown dry.” 

Aunt Angela snilfod and picked up 
the sock with tho fire-tongs. And 
this?" 


“ A sock, of course," I explained. 
" An emergency sock of my own inven¬ 
tion. It has three oxits, you will ob¬ 
serve, very handy in case of fire.” 

“Hump! ’’ said Aunt Angela. 

Edward returnod bearing his offer¬ 
ings, a gent’s rimless boater, a door¬ 
knob, six inchos of lead-piping and 
half a bottle of cod-livor oil. 

“ Hump! ” said Aunt Angola. 

No more was said of it that night. 
Aunt Angela resumed her sewing, 
Edward his Gertie, 1 my sluinb—, 
my moditations. Nor indeed was the 
jumblo salo again mentioned, a fact 
which in itself should have aroused 
ray suspicions; but I am like that, inno- 
cont as a sucking-dove. I had put tho 
matter out of my mind altogether until 
yesterday evening, when, hearing the 
sound of laboured breathing and the 
frantic clauking of a bicycle pump pro¬ 


ceeding front the shed, I wont thither 
to investigate, and was nearly capsized 
by Edward charging out. 

“ It’s gone," ho cried—“ gone 1" and 
pawed wildly for his stirrup. 

“ What has ? ” I inquired. 

The Limit,’ " ho wailed. “She’s 
picked . . . lock . . . muck-room with 
a hairpin, sent . . . Limit . . . jumble 
salo! ” 

Ho sprang aboard his cycle and dis¬ 
appeared down tho high road to St. 
G with Ian, pedalling like a squirrel on 
a treadmill, the tails of his now mackin¬ 
tosh spread like wings on the broozo. 
So Aunt Angela with sorpontine guile 
had deferred her raid until tho last 
moment and then bagged " Tho Limit,” 
tho pride of tho muck- 
room. 

"Tho Limit," I should 
toll you. is (or was) a 
waterproof. It is a faith¬ 
ful record of Edward’s 
artistic activities during 
the last thirty yoars, being 
docoratocl all down the 
front with smears of red, 
white and greon paint. 
Hero and thore it has been 
repaired with puncture 
patches and strips of sur¬ 
gical plastor, but more 
oftenithasnot. As Edward 
is incapable of replacing 
a button and Aunt Angola 
refuses to touch the 
“Limit,” he knots himself 
into it with odds and ends 
of string and has to bo lib¬ 
erated by his ally, tho cook, 
with a kitchen knife. Ed¬ 
ward calls it his “garden 
coat,” and swears he only 
wears it on dirty jobs, to 
save his now mackintosh, 
but nevertheless he is sin¬ 
cerely attached to tho rag, and once 
attempted to travel to London to a 
Royal Society beano in it, and was only 
frustrated in the nick of timo. 

So the oft-threatened“ Limit” had 
been reached at last. I laughed heartily 
for a moment, then a sudden cold dread 
gripped me, and I raced upstairs and 
tore opon my wardrobe. Gregory, tho 
glory of Gophorville, had gone too! 

A word as to Gregory. If you look 
at a map of Montana and follow a line 
duo North through from Fort Custer 
you will not find Goplierville, because a 
cyclono removed it somo eight years 
ago. Nino yoars ago, however, Gregory 
and I first met in the “ Bon Ton Paris¬ 
ian Clothing Store," in tho main (and 
only) street of Goplierville, and .1 
secured him for ten dollars cash. He 
is a mauve satin waistcoat, embroidered 
with a chaste design of anchors and 
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TO MY BUTTER RATION 

(On hearing that the stuff is shortly to he decontrolled). 
Thou whom, when Saturday's oxpiring suu 
Informs me that anotlior day is dono 
And summons fire from tho reflecting pane 
Of Griggs and Sons, whore groceries obtain, 

I seek, not lightly nor in careloss haste 
As men buy bloaters or anchovy paste, 

Who fling the cash down with abstracted air, 
Crying, “ Two tins, please," or “ I '11 take the pair,” 
But reverently and with concentred gaze 
Lest Griggs’s varlet (drat his casual ways!). 
Intrigued with' passing friend or canine strife, 

Loavo half of thee adhering to the knife— 

My butter ration ! If symbolic breath 
Can be presumed in ono so close to death, 

It is decreed that thou, my hoart’s desiro, 

Who scarcely art, must finally' expire; 

Yea, they who hold thy fortunes in their hands, 
Base-truckling to tho profiteer’s commands, 

No more to my slim rovonuos will temper 
Tho cost of thee, hut with a harsh “ Sic semper 
Pauperibm " fling thee, hoodloss of my prayers. 
Into the fatted laps of war-time millionaires. 

No rnoro when Phoebus bids tho day be born 
And savoury odours greet the Sabbath morn, 
Calling to Jane to bring the bacon in, 

Shall I bespread thee, marvellously thin, 

But ah I Low toothsome! while my offspring barge 
Into the ch^ap but uninspiring marge, 


While James, our youngest (spoilt), proceeds to cram 
His ample crop with plum and rhubarb jam. 

No more when twilight fades from towor and troo 
Shall I conceal what still.remains of tlioe 
Lost that tho housemaid or, perchanco, the cat 
Should mischief thee, imponderablo pat. 

Ah, mine no more! for lo I ’tis noised around 
How thou wilt soon cost seven bob a poiind. 

As well domund thy weight in radium 
As probe my 'poverislied poke for such a sum. 
Wherefore, farowoll! No more, alas! thou ’It oil 
Those joints that creak with unrewarded toil; 

No more thy heartsick votary's midmost riff 
Wilt lubricate, and,oh! (as Wouuswobth says) thediff 1 
_ ... . — Anoon. 

“PUNCH” ON THE SCREEN. 

Mr. Punch begs to inform tho Public that ho has pre¬ 
pared for their entertainment twelve sets of Lantern Slides 
reproducing his most famous Cartoons and Pictures (five 
of the sets deal with the Groat War), and that they 
may be hired, along with explanatory Lectures, and, if 
<lesired, a Lantern and Operator, on application to Messrs. 
E. G. Wood, 2, Quoon Stroet, Cheapside, E.C., to whom all 
inquiries as to terms should bo addressed. 

" When lie endeavoured to put tlio man out tho Alderman was 
chucked under tho paw. lie drove straight to tho barracks, informed 
tho police of what had occurred, and having mot his assailant on the 
road near by, ho was placod undor arrest.”— Irish, Paper. 

The Alderman seems to have had a rough time all through. 
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Ncwlipcrowncd Cotton King (with the plovers' egg*). “’Kue, my lad, take these j>u*n hi in us away. They ’hi: ‘aud-doiled and 

AllSOI.UTF.1 iY STONE-COLD." 


THE MOO-COW. 

I was getting so tired of tlio synco¬ 
pated life of town (and it didn’t lit in 
with my prosont literacy work) that I 
bribed my old pal Hobson to oxebange 
residences with mo for six months, with 
option ; so now be has my Hat in town, 
complete with Underground Railway 
and street noises (to say nothing of 
jazz, music whorover be goes), and I 
have bis country cottage, old-fashioned 
and clean, and a perfectly hoavonly 
silence to listen to. Still, there arc 
noises, and their comparative infre¬ 
quency makes them the moro noticeable. 
There is, for instance, a cow that bothers 
me moro than a little. It has choson, 
or Ihoro lias been chosen, for its day 
nursery a field adjoining my (really 
Hobson's) garden. It lias selected a 
spot by the liodge, almost under the 
study window, as a fit and proper placo 
for its daily round of mooing. 

Possibly this was at Hobson’s request. 
Perhaps ho likes tho sound of mooing, 
or, conceivably, the cow doesn’t like 
Hobson, and moos to annoy him. But 
surely it cannot mistake me for him. 
We are not at all alike. He is short 


and dark; I am tall and fair. This has 
given rise to a question in my mind: 
Can cows distinguish botweeu human 
beings V 

Anyway the cow worrios me with 
its continual fog-horn, and I thought 
I would write to tho owner (a small 
local dairy-farmer) to see if ho could 
manage to find another field in which 
to batten this cow, whero it could moo 
till it broke its silly tonsils for all I 
should caro; so I indited this to him:— 

My dkau Sin,—You have in your 
ontourago a cow that is causing mo 
some annoyanco. It is one of those red- 
and-white cows (an Angora or Pomor- 
aniau perhaps; I don’t know the names 
of the different breeds, being a town 
mouso), and it lias horns of which one 
is worn at an angle of fiftecu or 
twenty degrees higher than tho other. 
This may help you to idontify it. It 
possesses, moreovor, a moo which is a 
blend helwoon a ship’s siren and a taxi¬ 
cab's honk syringe. If you haven’t 
heard either of those instruments you 
may take my word for them. Further, 
I think it may really assist ybu if I 
describe its tail. Tho last two feet of it 
have become unravelled, and tho uppor 


part is red, with a white patch whore 
tho tail is fastened on to the body. 

It- is only tho moo part of tho cow 
that is annoying me; I like the rest of 
it. 1 am engaged in writing a book on 
tho Dynamic.Forco of Modern Art, and 
a solo on the Moo does not Idem! well 
with such labour as mine. 

Thcro are liens here at llilleroft. 
This remark may soom irrelevant, but 
not if you road on. Evory time one of 
theso lions brings fivo-pcnce-halfpenny 
worth of egg into the world it makes 
a noiso commensurate with this feat. 
But I contend that even if your cow 
laid au egg every timo it moos (which 
it doesn't, so far as my survey roveals) 
its idiotic bellowing would still bo out 
of all proportion to tho achievement. 
Even milk at a shilling a quart scarcely 
justifies such assertiveness. 

My friend Mr. Ilobson may, of 
course, have olfonded tho animal in 
question, but even so I cannot see why 
I should havo to put up with its 
horrible revenge ; which brings mo to 
the real and ultimate reason for troub¬ 
ling you, and that is, to ask you if you 
will bo so good as to tell the cow to 
desist, and, iu case of its refusal, to 
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loinovo it to other quarters. If the 
annoyance continues I cannot answer 
lor the consequences. 

Thanking you in anticipation, 

I am, Yours faithfully, 
Arthur K. Wilkinson. 

The reply ran 

Deer Shi,— i am not a scollard and 
can’t understand moro’n 'alf your letter 
if you don’t lik my cow why not go 
back were you cum from i dunno what 
you moan by consoquences but if you 
lay ’ands on my cow i'll ’ave tho lor of 
you. Yours obedient Henry Gibbs. 

I felt that I hadn’t got off very woll 
with Henry, and thought I would try 
again, so wroto :— 

Dear Mr. Gibus, —Thank you so 
much for your too delightful letter. I 
am afraid you somewhat misappro- 
bended the purport of mino. I frocly 
admit your right to turn all maimer of 
beaBts into your domesne; equally do I 
concede to them thoright to play upon 
suoh instruments as Nature has handed 
out to them; but I also claim the right 
to bo allowed to carry on my work un¬ 
disturbed. The consequencos would be 
to me, not to the cow, unless laryn¬ 
gitis superveues. I love cows, and I 
greatly admire this particular cow, but 
not its moo; that is all. 

Is it, do you suppose, uttering some 
Jeremiad or prophecy ? Can it, for ex¬ 
ample, be foretelling the doom of the 
middle olasses? Or is it possible that 
our noisy friend is uttering a protest 


against some injurious treatment re¬ 
ceived from its master? 

I liuvo discovered that our daily 
supply of milk is supplied by your herd, 
and on inquiry I find that our cook is 
not at all confident that a quart of the 
same as delivered to us would satisfy the 
requirements of the Imperial standard 
of measurement. 

If the animal’s fog-horn continues I 
shall take it ns an indignant protest 
against a slight that has been cast on 
its fertility, and shall seriously think 
of calling in the Food-Inspector to ex¬ 
amine you in the table of liquid measure. 

Delightful weather we have boen ex¬ 
periencing, have we not ? 

Believe me as over, dear Mr. Gibbs, 
Yours most sincerely, 

Arthur K. Wilkinson. 

I do not know how much my corre¬ 
spondent understood of this letter, but, 
as the moo-cow was shortly afterwards 
relegated to frosh pastures, and as we 
are getting decidedly better measure for 
our milk money, I gather that he hud 
enough intelligence for my purposes. 

The threat which I thus put at a 
venture may be rocommended to anyone 
suffering from the moo nuisance. 

" Tlio serious loss to D’Annunzio recently of 
300,000 lira, through the disappearance of his 
cashier, has hod a happy sequel. Tho airman- 
poet has recoived a like amount from a rich 
Milanese lady. The donor remains incognito.” 

Evening Standard. 

It was very clever of the lady to dis¬ 
guise herself as an unknown man. 


THE NEW SUBTBACT10N, 

(By a middle-class Martyr.) 
Euclid is gone, dethroned, 

By dominies disowned, 

And modern physicists, Judueo-Teutoii, 
Finding strange kinks in space, 
Swerves in light’s arrowy race, 
Make havoc of tho theories of Newton. 

Yet, mid this geuerul wreck, 

These blows dealt in the neck 
Of authors of established reputation, 
Four methods unassailed 
Endured and never failed 
To guide our arithmetic calculations. 

But now at last new rules 
Are used in “ Council Schools ” 

In consequenceof Governmental action; 
And newspapers abound 
In praise of tho profound 
Importance of the so-called “ New Sub¬ 
traction." , 

New, maybe, but too well 
I know its influence fell; 

The “ new subtraction " (which I suffer 
under) 

From what I earn or savo 
By toiling like a slave 
Is just a euphemistic uame for plunder. 

“At Richmond a discharged- soldier was 
charged with stealing a pillow, valuod ’at 
7/6, the property of the Government. .. The 
prisoner, who liad a clean sheet, was fined 
40/-.”—Local Paper. 

We can understand hie waiting a fresh 
pillow to go with bis clean sheet;. 
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GOLDEN GEESE. 

Tuk Londou University Correspondent of The Observer 
has been deploring the fact that a number of professors and 
lecturers have lately resigned their poorly-paid academic 
positions in order to take up commercial and industrial 
posts at much higher salarios. Among the instances ho 
cites is that of a Professor of Chemistry at King’s College, 
who has been appointed Director of Research to the British 
Cotton Industry Research Association. 

The movement, which the writer denounces as boaring 
“ too obvious an analogy to the killing of the golden 
gooso,” is not however confined to London University. 
From the great seats of learning all over the country the 
same complaint is hoard. We learn, for instance, that Mr. 
Angus Mc'foddie, until recently Professor of Physics at the 
John Walker University, N.B., has vacated that post on his 
appointment as Experimental Adviser to the British Con¬ 
stitutional Whisky Manufacturers’Association. 

Past and present alumni of Tonypaudy will learn with 
regret that the University is to lose the services of its Pro¬ 
fessor of Live Languages, Mr. O. Evans, who is about 
to assume the responsible and highly-remunerated position 
of Director of Research to the Billingsgate Fishporters’ 
Self-Help Society. 

The Egregius Professor of Ancient History at Giggles- 
wick University will shortly take up his duties as Editor of 
Qhestnuts, the new comic weekly. 

Professor Ernest Grubb, who for many years has adorned 
the Chair of Entomology at Durdlebam, is about to enter 
the dramatic sphere as stage-manalger to a well-known 
troupe of performing inseots. 

.^Another reoruit to Stage enterprise is Professor Seymour 
Degge, who has been appointed Chief Investigator to the 
Beauty Chorus Providers’ Corporation. Mr. Legge was 
formerly Professor of Comparative Anatomy at Ballycorp. 


SATURDAYS. 

Now has tho soljcr handed in his pack, 

And “ Peace on earth, goodwill to all ” been sung; 

I 'vo got a pension and my olo jon back -■ 

Me, with my right leg gawn and half a lung; 

But, Lord ! J’d give my bit o’ bnckshcc pay 
And my gratuity in honest Brads 
To gadown to the iielcl nex’ Saturday 

And have a gaino o’ football with tho lads. 

II ’s Saturdays as does it. In the week 

It’s not too had ; there’s cinemas and things; 

. But I gets up against it, so to speak, 

When half-day-off comes round again and brings 
The smell o’ mud an’ grass an’ sweating men 
Back to my mind—thoro’s no denying it; 

There ain’t much comfort tellin’ myself then, 

“Thauk Gawd, I went loot sweet an' did my 
bit! ” 

Oh, yes, I knows I 'in lucky, more or less ; 

There's some poro blokes hack thcro who played 
tho game 

Until they heard the whistle go, I guess, 

For Time an’ Time eternal. All the same 
It makes mo proper down at heart and sick 
To see tho lads go laughing off to play; 

I’d soli my bloomin' soul to have a kick— 

But what's the good of talkin’, anyway? 

“If wo were suddenly to bo deprived of tho fast underground train, 
and presented with a sparse service of steam trains sulphurous 
tunnels, tho result on our tempers and the rata of our travelling 
would he —well, electrie i "—Pali Mall (tazette. 

We have tried to think of a loss appropriate word than 
“ electric,” but have failed miserably. 
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saddle with groat firmness and wo wero what I might find. I knew Treacle, 
THE RIDING LESSON. off without any fuss. Onco on a horse, once started, would dash for home. If 
Phillida arrived up to tiino with her sho had no difficulty in maintaining a the child could'only stick it, all might 
suit case, a riding-crop and a largo copy perfect continuity of speech, and I soon be well. I pounded along, and after a 
of D'Aulnoy’h Fairy Tate*. She was felt relieved of all anxiety about her two-mile run I came on them. Sho had 
not very coinmuuicalivo as we drove safety- If sho was not an old and pulled him in and was walking him, 
out, and I sought to draw lior. You practised hand, sho had nerve and waiting for mo, a little turned in the 
never, by the way, talk down to Phillida. balance, and I did not think tit to pro- saddlo, one minute hand resting lightly 
Personally, I don’t beliovo in talking dueo tho loading rein which I had on his broad back. Sho was prettily 
down to any child ; but to omploy this smugglod into my pocket. flushed, her hair blown, but she hadn’t 

method with Phillida is to court disastor. We trotted a perlect three miles, and oven lost hor crop. 

“Pleasant journey?” I inquired casu- sho had an eye to tho country and a “Did you stop to got my cap?" sho 


method with Phillida is to court disaster. We trotted a perlect three miles, and 
“ Pleasant journey ?” I inquired casu- she had an eye to tho country and a 
ally, flicking Rex's ear. word to say about all sho saw. When 

round and was embarrassed i( I* _JEm 

to find tho straight grey ..., i,^ Ji I fW / | 

c o r np re I j o n si v o'\v il v o o f rriy | ^ | 

was repeated with even less | ^ 

Another protracted 

silence. 1 decided not to in- I, . 1 7/ 

terfere with tlio courso of / -C 

nature as manifested in one l k.Cc'* 

small grey-oyed maiden of 

eight. Presently there burst J - - - & - 

clo Dick, is this tho one I ’in ~~ iffi&g 1 '*-* 

going to ride?” So that was 
it. Prom that moment we 

over broods, paces, sizes. I **”” 

told ber the horse she would BEHINB THE SCENES IN CINEMA-LANJ 

ride would bo twice tho sizo 


word to any about all sho saw. When I said us we came up. “Thanksawfully." 

j'' I 'j in vorv largo babyr obamc* 

...^ J | R'/lllMl.i tors),—“I had the most 

i ^ imill! v . . . E “ j ||| adorahlo rido to-day I ever 

| ^ miAi ^p j | bad. I learned to galup 

( 0^1 - j & li away with mo, but Uncle 

(J ^J asnofe I || Dick soon caut mo up. lie 

| | |j >r <>ur lovjng ^ „ 

///^!/fl!: ! fii !I ou b’ ’ , 0 P° t,iat Isabel 
WjwlliSMK mrfllh^/ filllKMilh / wfvl sMmuL ' will think it was all just as 
Mdeliberate as that. 


f<ce- 


BEHIND THE SCENES IN CINEMA-HAND. 

“You needn’t he a bit nebvous about handling the child, 
me i.ad. It's not a heal one.” 


{Il MrUlW l “Tho Ashton-uudcr-Lync fight 

Wmg£\ »« beginning, and The Daily 

wtgfiRBt' News comes forward to-day with 

the suggestion that the J liberal 
candidate should withdraw. 
pMKjFji The practical effect of the 

jBgM KJ candidature of a Liebral may 

ho only to reduqp the Labour 

9ljr r In such circumstances wo 

” lD think it matter for groat regret 
that thoro sliould ho any Libtral 
'■ candilaturo ... 

ie child, Upon this tho comment at tho 
Liberal headquarters to-day was, 

- 1 Well, it is a littlo difficult to 

know just whore wo are, isn’t it?'” 

Evening Taper. 


„r T)„„ __J f,,l| “JOU NEEDN’T HE A BIT NEBVOUB ABOUT HAKULINU THE UHU.U, uy^r. nurrnurrurrurri, luu 

01 *?.“? 8h0 ™ M l y ““ me lad. It's not a real one.” Liberal headquarters to-day was, 

out of the trap when J said-—--! 1 Well, it is a littlo difficult to 

we might go together that very after- we turnod to come back, I folt Brim- know just whore wo are, isn’t it?’" 
noon. stone make liis usual spurt forward, Evening Taper. 

“I’vo not learned to gallop," she but I was not prepared for Treaclo’s Yes, or what we are, for that m after. 

remarked with some reluctance; “ bub sudden break away. Ho was off like a - 

of course you could teach mo.” rocket. That small child’s cap was “ Gilbket-Sullivan Opebas. 

I had only heard tho vaguest rumours flung across my eyes in a sudden gust. Friday, • Trial by July.' ” 
of her riding exporienco, and she was I had retrieved it in a second,but it was Trovincial Taper. 

very mysterious about it herself. How- time lost, and, by Jove! sho was out It sooms a long remand. 

ever, whon she came downstairs at the of sight round a bend. I followed after, -■ -—■ 

appointed time, in her brown velvet might and main, but tho rackot of Journalistic Camaraderie, 

jockey - cap, top - boots, breeches and Brimstone’s hoofs only sent Treacle „ The wholo o{ this , imi businoss is 
gloves complete, sho looked so doter- flying faster. I caught sight of tho nausea ti ng , an d in real sporting circles it is 
mined and efficient I felt reassured. small figure loaning back, tho bright taboo as a topiq of conversation. No wonder 

I had to make holes in the stirrup hair flying. Then they wero gone The Times devoted a leading article to tho 
loathers eleven inches higher than the again. My heart beat very fast. “Sho ulattor the other day."—Daily Mail, 
top ono of all before bIio could touch had never learned to gallop 1 ” At How these Nobthcliffe journals love 
the irons ; but she settled into the every bend I hardly dared to look for one another I 
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I'.C. (refa ring to no ten). “I told 'eh sue would he bei-obtkd, yocu wohship, to which she hi'.pi.ied, 1 Go ahead, my ciieeby 
LITTLE SUNBEAM I 


MORE CHAMPIONSHIPS. 

The sporting public is so intrigued 
by the prospect of a Deuvsby-Car- 
vkntier match that other impending 
championship events are in danger of 
being forgotten. • 

The presont position in the challenge 
for the World’s Halma Championship 
is this. Mr. George P. Henrun is 
patriotically endeavouring to secure tho 
contest for Britain, and to that’end has 
put up a purse of half-a-guinea. The 
Society Halma do Bordeaux has cut in 
with a firm offer of twenty-two francs, 
and the mutter now romains in aboy- 
ance while financial advisers calculate | 
the rate of'exchange in order to ascer¬ 
tain which proposal is the moro advan¬ 
tageous. The challenger, of course, is 
Tommy Jupes, aged twelve, of Ashby- 
de-la-Zouche. His opponent, tho cham¬ 
pion, has an advantage of three years 
m age and two inches in reach, but the 
strategy of Master Jupes is said to be 
irresistible. Only last week he over¬ 
whelmed his mother, herself a scratch 
; player, when conceding her four men 
; and the liberty to cheat twice. 

The'publio will be thrilled to hear 
that a match has now been arranged 
between the two lady aspirants for the 
World’s Patience Championship, viz., 
Mies £abitha Tetnglenura, of Batji, and 
Miss JhitoiHa J.Jatndyoe.of Washing- 
, ton. Tb meet the territorial prejudices 


of both ladies tho contest will take placo 
in mid-Atlantic, on a liner. There will 
be no seconds, but Miss Ternplemau 
will be accompanied by the pot Persian, 
which she always holdB in her lap 
while playing, and Miss Jamdyco will 
bring with her tho celebrated foot- 
warmer which is associated with her 
greatest triumphs. The vexed question 
of tho allocation of cinema royalties 
has been settled through tho tact of 
Mr. Mauketlow Spefforth, author of 
Patience for the Impatient. One lady 
wanted the royalties to be devoted to 
a Home for Stray Cats, and tho othor 
expressed a desire to benefit tho Society 
for the Preservation of Wild Bird Life. 
Mr. Spefforth’s happy compromise is 
that the money shall be assigned to tho 
Fund in aid of Distressed Spinsters. 

Bert Hawkins, of Whitechapel, has 
expressed his willingness, on suitable 
terms, to meet T’gumbu, the poworful 
Matabele, in a twenty-ball contest for 
the World’s Cokornut-Shyiug Cham¬ 
pionship. There is however a deadlock 
over details. T'gumbu’s managor is 
adamant that the match shall take 
place in his nominee’s nativo village of 
Mpm, but Mr. Hawkins objects, seeing 
little chance of escaping alive aftor tho 
viotory of which he is so confident. Uo 
say's he would " feel more safer like on 
’Ampstead ’Eaf.” Another difficulty is 
that Mr. Hawkins insists on wearing his 
fiancie’s headgear while competing, and 


this is regarded by T’gumbu as savour¬ 
ing of witchcraft. Mr. Hawkins gener¬ 
ously offers his opponent permission to 
wear any article of his wives’ clothing; 
but the coloui ed candidate quite reason¬ 
ably retorts that this concession is 
practically valueless. On one point for- 
tunatoly there is unaniminity: both 
parties aro firm that all bad nuts must 
be replaced. 

Another Asian Mystery. 

"Old and Bake Paintings. Kxquisito 
works of old Indian art. Mytliolo-Boast Beef 
or Pork : Bindaloo Sausages gical, Historical, 
Jlcdiievol ."—Kmjlishman (Calcutta). 

“ Two .capable, young gentlemen desire Posts 
in good families as Companions, ladies or 
children; mending, hairdressing, decorations; 
willing to travel; inorncarljoiidon.” 

Daily Paper. 

What did they do in the Great War? 

“ One of the exquisite features was tlio pre¬ 
sence of the Deacon’s wives. We had 8;) 
upon our Roll of. Honour, and of these 80 
turned up .”—ransk Magazine. 

The other forty-seven boing presumably 
engaged in looking aftor tho Deacon. 

11 In addition to tho fine work done hy the 
Irish regiments he assured them that many a 
warm Irish heart beat under a Scottish kilt.” 

Local Paper. 

Surely Irishmen enlisted in Scottish 
regiments are not so down-lioarted as 
all that 1 
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THE TALE OF THE TUNEFUL TUB. 

[“Why do so many people sing in tho bath¬ 
room? . . . Tho note is struck for thorn by 
the running water. While the voico sounds 
resonantly in the lmth-room it is not half so 
fine and inspiring when the song is continued 
in the dressing-room. The reason is that tho 
furniture of tho dreving-room tends to doadou 
the reverberations."— Prof. 11'. 1C. ltiiMii on 
“ The World of Sound."] 

When to my morning tub I go, 

With towol, dressing-gown and soap, 
Then most, tho while I puff and blow, 
My soul with song doth overflow 
(Not unmolodiously, I liopo). 

The plashing of the II. and G. 

Castalian stimulus affords; 

I reach with caso an upper G 
And, like tho wild swan, carol free 
Tho gamut of my vocal chords. 

And when, my pure ablutions o'er, 

Tho larynx fairly gets to work, 

Amid the unplugged water's roar 
I caper, trolling round tho floor, 

In tones as rich as Thomas Burke. 

But iu my dressing-room's retreat 
My native wood-notes wilt and sag; 
Not there those raptures I repeat; 

My bellow now becomes a bloat 

(For reasons, ask ITofessor Buaug). 

So, Ruth, if song may find a path 
Still through thy heart, ho listening by 
Tho bathroom while 1 take my hath; 
But leuvo before tho aftermath, 

Nor while 1 'in dressing linger nigh. 

On the acoustio side, I fear, 

My chest of drawers is quite a“dud; " 
Tho chairs would silence Chanticleer, 
Nor would I have you overhear • 
When I have lost iny collar-stud. 


BOOKS AND BACKS. 

The proposal to rovivo tho old “ yolioiv 
back ” cover for novels, partly in the in¬ 
terest of economy in production, partlj 
to attract the purchaser by tho lure of 
colour, lias causod no little stir in the 
literary world. Jn order to clarify 
opinion on tho subject Mr. Punch has 
been at pain3 to secure tho following 
expressions of their views from somo of 
tho leading authors of both sexes;— 
Mr. J. M. Keynes, C.B., tho author 
of tho most seusalional hook of tho hour, 
contributed somo interesting observa¬ 
tions on tho economies of tho dye in¬ 
dustry and thoir boaring on the ques¬ 
tion. These we aro reluctantly obliged 
to omit. We may note however his 
goneral conclusion that tho impact on 
tho public mind of a hook ofton varies 
in an inverse ratio with tho attractive¬ 
ness of its appearance or its title. At 
the same time ho admits that if he had 
called his momentous work The, Terrible 
Treaty, and if it hod been bound in a 


rainbow cover witli a Cubist design, its 
circulation might have hoen even greater 
than it actually is. But thon, as lie 
candidly owns, “as a Cambridge man, 
I may ho inclined to attach an undue 
importance to ‘ Backs'.’ " 

Mr. Fheoeriu IIamuson writes: 
“Matt. Abnoi,i> once chaffed mo for 
keeping a guillotine in my hack-garden. 
But my real colour was novor sea-green 
in politics any moro than it is yellow 
iu literature or journalism. Yot I have 
a groat tenderness for the old yellow¬ 
backs of fifty years ago. Yellow Books 
aro another story. Tho yellow-backs 
may have sometimes affronted tho eye, 
hut for tho most part they wero dovo- 
liko in their outlook. Now ‘ red ruin 
and tho breaking-up of laws’ Haunt 
tbomsolves iu tho soberest livery. I 
do not often drop into verso, hut this 
invovsion of the old order has suggosled 
those linos, which you may euro to 
print:— 

“ ‘ Ju an age mid-Victorian and mellow, 

Ere the current of life mu askew, 

The backs of our novels wore yellow, 

Their hearts wore of (Juaker-likc hue; 
lint now, when extravagant lovers 
Thoir hectic emotions parade, 

Jn sober or colourlow covers 
SVo find them arrayed.’ ” 

Mr. Ch.vkIiIcs Gauviue points out that 
tho choico of colour in bindings calls 
for especial caro and caution at tho 
present time, owing to the powerful 
influence of association. Yellow might 
lend impetus to the Yellow Peril. Hod 
is especially to ho avoided owing to its 
unfortunato appropriation by Revolu¬ 
tionary propagandists. Blue, though 
affected by statisticians and Govorn- 
mont publishers, lias a traditional con¬ 
nection with tho expression of senti¬ 
ments of an antinoinian and heterodox 
character. At all costs tho sobriety 
and dignity of iiclion should ho main¬ 
tained, and sparing uso should bo mado 
of tho brighter hues of the spectrum, 
llo had forgotten a good deal of his 
Latin, but there still lingered in his 
memory tho old warning: “ 0 farinose 
inter, minium ne crcde colon." 

Miss Daisy Ashford, another of our 
“ best sellors,” demurs to the view that 
a gaudy or garish oxtorior is needed to 
catch the public oyo. Tho onlightoned 
child - author scorned such devices. 
Books, like men and women—especi¬ 
ally women—ought not to ho judged 
by their backs, hut by their hearts. 
She confessed, bowovor, to a weakness 
for “jackets” as a form of attire pecu¬ 
liarly consecrated to youth. 

Madarno Montesboih cables from 
Rome as follows:—“The colour of 
hook-covers is of vital importance in 
education. I wish to express my strong 
conviction that, where books for the 
young ate concerned, no action should 


bo taken by publishers without holding 
au unfettered pl6biscite of all children 
under tvvolvo. Also that the polychro¬ 
matic series of Fairy Stories edited by 
the late Mr. Andrew Lano should he 
at once withdrawn from circulation, 
not only because of tho reckless and 
unsciontific colour scheme adopted, hut 
to check the wholesale dissemination 
of futile failles coneoctod and invented 
by irresponsible adults of all ages and 
countries.” 


SONCS OF THE HOME. 

III.— The Guest. 

I have a friend; his name is John ; 

He’s nothing much to doto upon, 

But, on the whole, a pleasant soul 
And, like myself, no paragon. 

I have a house, and, then again, 

An extra room to i ake a guest; 

And in my houso I have a spouse. 
It’s good for me; I don’t protest. 

By her is every virtuo taught; 

Man docs as ho is told, and ouglil; 

Ho has to eat his own conceit, 

So, “Just the place for.] olm! ” I thougl it. 

Tho unsuspecting guest arrivos ; 

But (nolo the wortlilossness of wives) 
Does lie endure tho kill-or-curo 
Refining process'/ No, lie thrives. 

He’s led to think that ho lias got 
Tiie very virtues I have not; 

Her every plnaso is subtlo praise 
And oh! how ho absorbs tho lot. 

Sho finds his wisdom full of wit 
And listens to no end of it; 

Aijd if ho dash tobacco-ash 
On carpets doesn't mind a hit. 

All that tho human frame requires, 
From llattory to bedroom fires, 

Is his; and I must solf-deny 
To satisfy his loast desires. 

I have a friend; his name is John; 

I tell him he is “ getting on ” 

And “growing fat,” and things liko 
that... 

IIo pays no hood. Ho’s too far gone. 

-- Henry. 

“ 1’uph.s wanted tor rianoforto and Tlicor). 
— J. G. Vent, Dyor and Cleaner." 

New /.calami Herald. 

“ That strain again ! It had a dying 
fall.”— Twelfth Night, Act I., Sc. 1, 4. 


“The lowest grade of porter is the grade 
from which railway employees in tho traffic 
departments gravitate to higher positions." 

Daily Paper. 

Tho Einstein theory is beginning to 
capture our journalists. 

There was a Society Sinner 
Who no longer was asked out to dinnor; 
This proof of his guilt 
So caused him to wilt 
That be's now emigrated to Pinner. 
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declaring that I found Mrs. Walbridge and her egregious Certainly those who think of marriage as a high calling, for 
husband and the general situation at Happy House frankly which the vocation is love, will be as much annoyed with 
incredible. Pleasantly incredible, 1 should have added; and her as was her cousin Lucy, the idealist, at onoe the moat 
I rather liked the young man, Oliver, from Fleet Street, amusing and most pathetic figure in the book. I am quite 
whom the Great Man had recently made Editor of Sparks sure that Susies and Lucys both abound, add that Mrs. 
and who realised that he was destined-to be a titled million- Dowdall knows all about them; but 1 am not equally sure 
aire, for is not that the authentic procedure ? Hence his that the Susies deserve the encouragement of such a 
fanatical obstinacy in wooing his, if you ask me, none too brilliant dissection. Yet- the men whose happiness she 
desirable bride. I hope I am not doing the author a dis- played with believed in Susie's representation of herself as 
service in describing tnis as a thoroughly wholesome book, quite well-meaning, and other women who saw through her 
well on the sido of the angels. It has the air of flowing liked her in spite of thoir annoyance; and—after all the 
oasily from a practised pen. But nothing will induce me other things 1 have said—I am bound, in sincerity, to 
to believe that Mrs. Walbridge, putting off her Victorian admit that I liked her too. 

airs, did win the prize competition with a novel in the - 

modern mannor. You could scarcely havo given a novelist a harder case 

than to prove tho likoableness of Cherry Mart, as her 

Mr. Alexander Macearlan’s new story, The Inscrutable actions show hor in September (Methuen), and I wonder 
Lovers (IIeinemann), is not the first to havo what one how a Victorian writer would have dealt with the terrible 
may call Revolutionary Ireland for its background, but chit. But Frank Swinnebton, of course, is able to hold 
it is by all odds the n 
not in any sense a 
political novel. It is 
in characters rather 
than events that tho 
author interests him- 
solf. A highly rotined, 
well - to - do and ex- 
tremoly picturesque 
Irish revolutionary, 
whom the author not 
very happily christens 
Count Kettle, has a 
daughter who secretly 
abhors romance and 
the high-falutiu senti¬ 
mentality that he and 
his circle mistake for 
patriotism. To hor 
father's disgust she 
marries un appar¬ 
ently staid and practi¬ 
cal young Scotch ship¬ 
owner, who at heart is 
a confirmed romantic. 

T h o circumstancos 
which load to their 
marriage and tho sub¬ 
sequent events which roveal to each the other’s true tempera- Nigel, he is impetuous and handsome, and falls in love with 
mont provido tho “ plot ” of The Inscrutable Lovers. Though Marian because she is sympathetic, and with Cherry because 
slender it is original and might lend itself either to farce or she is Cherry, and also perhaps a little because tho War 
tragedy. Mr. Macfarlan's attitude is pleasantly analytical, has begun and the day of youth triumphant has arrived. 
Itisindeedbisdolightfulairof remotocriticism.hisrostrained But he does not mako a very deep impression upon me, and 
and epigrammatic style queerly suggestive of Bojiain Eol- as for Marian's husband, who is big and rather stupid, and 
land in The Market Place, and his extromely clever portrai- always has boon, I gather, a bit of a dog, he scarcely counts 
ture, rather than any breadth or depth appertaining to the at all. Marian, however, is an extremely clover and intricate 
story itself, that entitlo tho author to a high place among the study, and for Cherry —I don't really know whether I like 
young novelists of to-day. Mr. Macearlan —is he by any Cherry or not. But I havo certainly mot her. 

chance tho Rev. Alexander Macearlan? —may and doubt- -—- 

less will produce more formidable works of fiotion in duo Mr. Punch has pleasuro in calling attention to two small 
course; he will scarcely write anything smoother, more volumes, lately issued, which reproduce matter that has 
sparing of tho superfluous word or that offers a more appeared in his pages and therefore does not need any 
perfect blend of sympathy and analysis. further token of his approbtftion: to wit, A Little Loot 

.—- — — (Ax.len and Unwin), by Captain E. V. Knox (“Evob"); 

Susie (Duckworth) is the story of a minx or an oxposi- and Staff Tales (Constable), by Captain W. P. Lipbooub, 
tion of the eternal feminine according to the reader’s own M.C. (“ L."), with illustrations, now first published, by 
conviotions. I am not sure—and I suppose that places Mr. H. M. Bateman. . Also to A Zoovenir (Dublin: The 
me among those who regard her heroine as the mere Royal Zoological Society of Ireland), byMr.OYBU>BBBTHEB- 
minx —that the Hon.' Mrs. Dowdall has done well in ton (" Algol ’’), a book of versds whion have appeared else- 
expending so much cleverness in telling Susie's story, where and are faring sold for the benefit of the Dublin Zee. 


cost readable, possibly because it is I tlieso astonishing briefs with easo. 



The Foot. “Goon master carpenter, I am in great need op wit for to¬ 
night's feast. Hast moo ant merrv qcir or quaint conceit wherewith I 

MIGHT SET THE TABLE IN A ROAR?” 

The Carpenter. "Nay, Master Food, I have hut one, which I fashioned 

MYSELF WITH MUCn LAnOCll. IT llOETII THUS : 'WHEN IS A DOOR NOT A- 

The Fool. “ Enough ! That joke hath already cost mb two good situations.” 


Horo is a girl who first 
turns tiie head of 
Marian Forster's mid¬ 
dle-aged husband in 
a pure fit of experi- 
montalism, and then 
sots her cap with de¬ 
fiant malice at the 
young man who seems 
likely to bring real 
love into- tho older 
woman’s life. And 
yet Marian grows 
always fondor of her, 
and she, in tho mannor 
of a wayward and 
naughty child, of 
Marian. Insolence 
and gaunherie are on- 
the ono hand, coolness 
and finished grace on 
the other, and, al¬ 
though thero are 
sovoral moments of 
hatred between the 
two, their affection is 
the proper theme of 
_ the book. As for 
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„ CHARIVARIA. 

A rumour is going about that martial 
law may be declared in Ireland at any 
moment'. By which of the armies of 
.occupation does not seem clear. 

To make money, says a London 
magistrate, one must work hard. This 
is a great improvement on the present 
method of entering a post-office and 
helping yourself. * * 


Cat skins are advertised for ' 
in Essex. A suburban resident 
writes to say he has a few brace 
on his garden wall each night, 
if the advertiser is prepared to 
entice the cats from inside 
them. * . : . 

•It 

Much alarm has been caused 
in foreign countries by the re¬ 
port that British scientists arc 
experimenting with a machino 
that makes- a noise like Lord 
Fibheb. 

V 

According to a witness at a 
police court in London nearly 
two hundred people stood and 
watched a light betweeu dock¬ 
ers in City Road last week. 
The way some people take ad¬ 
vantage of Mr. Cochban’s ab 
sonce in America seems most 
unsportsmanlike. 

Horse-radish from Germany 
is being sold in Manchester at 
six shillings a bundle. Even 
during the War, thanks to the 
efforts of the local Press, the 
Mancunian has never wanted 
for his little bit of German 
hot stuff. ... * 

Asked how old he was by the 
magistrate a railway-worker 
is said to have replied, “ Thirty- 
nine last strike." * 


It is all very well asking Germany to 
hand over her war criminals, but the 
trouble is to find enough innocent men 
to round them up. 

V 

The rumour current in France, to the 
effect that our Premier has been seen 
in London, is believed by Parisians to 
have been spread by political rivals. 

# * 

The Bolshevists recently deported 
from America were welcomed on the 
Finnish frontier by the Red Army and 


V/*' 

Vs 

V., 

r 



WlIKUF. 


The House of Representatives at 
Washington havo offered one hundred 
thousand pounds to fight the influenza 
germ. It is said that, if they will make 
it two hundred thousand, Dempsey’s 
manager will consider it. 

* 

An American millionaire, says a 
gossip, has decided to stay at one 
London hotel for three months. There 
was no need to tell us he was a mil¬ 
lionaire. ,, ,, 


A way is said to have been found for 
washing linen by eleotrioity. In future 
patrons will have-to tear the button- 
holes themselves. 


eleven brass hands playing “TIio Inter¬ 
national.” That ought to teach them 
to get deported again. 

* * 

A Thames bargee lias summoned a 
colleague for throwing a iiuge pieco of 
coal at him. Quite right too. Tho 
ooal might have fallen into the river. 

V 

One Scottish M.P., says a weekly 
paper, has not made a speech in the 
House of Commons for twenty years. 
This is probably due to the faot that a 
Scotsman rarely butts in when a fellow- 
countryman is speaking. 

*** 

The so-called “pneumonia" blouse 
is conducive to health, declares the 


Medical Research Committee. On the 
other hand the sunstroke cravat con¬ 
tinues to prove fatal in a great number 
of cases. ^ 

v 

A Swansea man who went to his 
allotment to dig up some parsnips and 
ended by taking three cabbages from a 
neighbour’s plot has been fined ten 
pounds. We approvo of the sentence. 
A man who deliberately associates with 
parsnips should be shown no mercy. 


A nows message states that 
passports enabling Mr. Ram¬ 
say Macdonald to proceed to 
Russia have been refused. As 
a result we understand that 
tho well-known Socialist lias 
threatened to remain in this 
country. ... * 

Greenwich Council lias rc- 
fusod a wav trophy, consisting 
of a hundred bayonets. It ap¬ 
pears that in those parts they 
still adhere to the fantastic 
theory that the chronomotor 
won the War. 

i',i ( * 

A novel idea is roported from 
a small town in Norfolk. It 
appears that at the annual 
fancy-dress ball all the in¬ 
habitants clubbed logelhor and 
went as a Brontosaurus. 

Tho Hotol M£tropole lias now 
been vacated by the Govern¬ 
ment, and it is thought that, as 
soon as the oxtra sloeping ac¬ 
commodation lias been cloarod 
away, it will be used as an 
hotel once again. 


We understand there is no 
truth in tho rumour that Mr. 
n kitty ! Albert de Coitbville has 
offered the ex-Kaiser a leading 
Mt T,1K part in his revue, Come Over 

_ Here. ... 

V" 

A correspondent points out in The 



Our Cynics. 

“ It is staled that tho management of the 
Isle of Man Steam Puckot Co. iulond to change 
tho name of tho newly-acquired stoamcr 
Onward to something moro in keeping with 
tho traditions of the Company.” 

Ramsey Courier. 

“ Serious complaint is being made at another 
recurrence of the failuro of the elactrio light 
in-. It is no light matter .”—Local Paper. 

It wouldn’t bo. 


VOL. OLYHI. 
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OF CERTAIN BRUTUSES WHO MISSED 
THEIR MARK. 

(“Coalition Doomed." — Poster of “ Evening News." 

“Coalition Death Sentence.” 

“ Times' ” Headline on Mr. AsQnm at Paisley. 

“Blow to the Coalition.” 

“ Times ’" Headline on .Mr. Pshsks's resignation.'] 

Have you heard of the coming of Nemesis, 
How sho glides through the ambient gloom 
That envolops tho Downing-Street premises 
Whoro Geouoe is awaiting his doom ? 

For tho hour of his utter discredit 
Has struck and tho blighter must go 
If tho Carmelite organs liuvo said it 
It’s bound to be so. 

The Cabinot’s daily imbroglio 
Amounts to a permanent brawl; 

Mr. Barnes has resigned a portfolio 
Which never existed at all; 

It is true he was, anyhow, going, 

Yet it serves (in The Times) fur a sign 
Of the symptoms, percoptibly growing, 

Of Gkoruk's decline. 

Mr. Asquith (of Paisloy) endorses 
The sentence of violent death, 

Though ho leaves him alternative courses 
For yielding his ultirnalo breath; 

Ho allows him an optional charter— 

To swing by his nock from a tree, 

Or to perish a piteous martyr 
To felo-de-se. 

And what of poor Damocles under 
This horror that hangs by a thread? 

Does ho wilt in a palsy and wonder 
How soon it will sever his head? 

Are his lips and his cheeks of a blank hue ? 

Does ho toy with his victuals and drink? 

Not at all; on tho contrary, thankyou, 

His houlth’s in tho pink. 

lie 'll ho bashed to the semblance of suet, 

So say the familiars of Fate; 

But they don’t tell us who is to do it 
Or montion the actual date; 

Though tho lords of the Circus assure us 
His voice will he presently mute, 

Yet tho victim, pronounced moriturus, 

Declines to salute. 

All colours, from purple to yellow, 

The oracles kill him in print, 

But he turns not a hair, for tho fellow 
Is hopeless at taking a hint; 

Apparently free from suspicion 

And mindless of what it all means, 

He careers on the road to perdition, 

Fjbulliont with beans. O. S. 


“Our Invincible Navy.” 

In the article which appeared under the above title in 
tho issue of Punch for January 14th, the setting of the 
nautical episode, in which the subject of the story con¬ 
ducted himself witli so much aplomb and resourcefulness, 
was derived from a personal experience related to the 
author; but Mr..Punch has his assurance that Reginald 
McTaggart was not intended even remotely to represent 
any actual individual. 


HIS FUTURE. 

Part I.— The Proposal, 1920. 

" About this boy of ours, my dear,” said Gerald. 

"Well, what about it?” said Margaret. “He weighed 
fourteen pounds and an eighth this morning, and he's only 
four months and ten days old, you know.” 

“Ishe? I mean, does he? Splendid. But what I was 
going to say was this; in view of the present social and 
economic disturbances and the price of coal and butter— " 

“ He doesn't need either of those yet, dear.” 

” —and tho prico of coal and butter, it behoves us, don’t 
you think, to very seriously consider (yes, I meant to split 
it)—to vory seriously consider Nat’s future ? ” 

"Oh, I’ve been doing that for over so long, Gerald. 
Probably in a yoar or two wo shan’t he able to get even a 
general or a char, so I ’ni going to teach him all sorts of 
household jobs—as a great treat,.of course. Washing up 
the plates and dishes and laying fires—oh, and darning as 
well. Ho must cortainly mend his own socks, and yours 
too." 

“ Well, perhaps, if ho has time. But I have a much 
better proposal to make than that. My idea is that we 
should bring him up to he a miner.” 

” I thought children under twenty-one always were.” 

“ Not minor, silly—miner.” 

"Well, what’s the difference? Saying it twice doesn’t 
help. And neither docs shouting," she added. 

Gerald wrote it down. 

“ Oh, I see. But why ? ” 

..." Because then he can earn enough money to koep us all 
comforlably—us in idlo dependence at Chelsea, him in idle 
independence at Merthyr Tydfil or wherever one mines.” 

" He might send us diamonds now and then too. Or 
porhaps it isn't allowed." 

“ No, no. He ’ll bo a coal-miner, naturally.” 

Margaret pondered this for some minutes. 

"No, I don’t think much.of your idea,” she said finally. 
“Very likely coal will have gone out of fashion by then and 
we shall all he warming ourselves with Gape gooseberries 
or pine-kernels or something.. I think he ought to be taught 
all kinds of mining-diamond - mining, salt - mining, gold¬ 
mining and undermining at Lloyd's. Then ho could take 
up whatover was most profitable at the moment.” 

“ He has a busy youth ahead of him, I see. Have you 
thought of anything olse ? ” 

" Not at present. Don’t you think, though, that this 
little talk of ours has been rather instructive, Gerald? 
Shall we opon a correspondence in The Literary Supplement 
on • The Boy: What Will Ho Become ’ ? ” 

“Notquite the sort of thing for their readers, I should 
say." 

"But surely some of them must be quite human. It 
isn’t as if I’d said Notes and Queries. One can’t imagine 
the readers of that over-” 

“ Liston 1 ’’ said Gerald. “ I think I hear-" 

But Margaret had vanished. Nat’s already pessimistic 
views on his future were being published for the benefit of 
the Man in the Street. 

Part II.— The Disposal, 1945. 

The President and Committee of tho British Lepidop- 
terists' Association request the pleasure of your company 
on January tho 15th, at 5 r.M., when Mr. Nathaniel Pren- 
dergast will give an illustrated address on The Haunts and 
Habits of the minor Copporwing, together with a few 
Notes on Gnats. _____________ 

“Linen collars at 8s. 6d. each sounds incredible."—Daily News. 

A bit stiff, no doubt. 
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SPORTING GOLF. 

(With the British Army in France.) 

“ I HOTiOKn tho old sapper instinct 
assorting itself in Mac when lie tried 
to tunnel out of that bunker at tho 
seventh,” said Denny after tea in tho 
golf club-house. “He’d luivo found 
some opportunities on a really sporting 
course like ours at Yillers - Vereux. 
lioinembor Villors, Punting? ” 

“ It wasn’t a golf links as I remember 
it,” said Pouting grimly. 

“Bless you, I’m not speaking of 
those far-away days. 1 ’in talking of a 
month oi' two back, when I was tliero 
with a Chinoso Salvage Company trying 
to clear up the mess you made. Beastly- 
quiet it was, too. Tho only oxcitement 
was a playful habit tho Chink had con¬ 
tracted of picking up a rusty rillo and 
a salvagod clip of cartridges, pointing 
tho gun anywhero and pulling tho 
trigger to make it say Bang ! 1 ofton 

found myself doin’ tho old B.E.F. 
tummy-wrigglo when the Chinois was 
really happy. 

“One Sunday—a non-working day 
—when all was drab and dreary and 
existence soemod a double-blauk, my 
orderly mentioned that he had dis¬ 
covered soalft old ‘ golfing bats ’ in one 


of tho hutments. Evidently they wero 
tho remains of the spoils of a lightning 
foiay on the Base. A further search 
rovealod a couple of elliptical balls, 
quite good in places. So 1 tipped my 
cub, Laxey, out of his bunk and we 
proceeded to resurrect our pre-war 
form. By-and-by we got adveuturous, 
and Laxey challenged me to play him 
a match after lunch for ten francs a 
side. The details required some arrang¬ 
ing, as tliero wero no greens or holes, 
hut eventually wo decided on a cross¬ 
country stroke competition, starling 
from tho hut-door and finishing at a 
crump hole, map ref.: B 20c, 08,05. 

“ Wo tossed for clubs, and as I won 
I picked a driver and a hockey stick, 
leaving Laxey a brassie and a putter 
head tied to a whaugee cane that gavo 
it plenty of whip. Laxey was spot, and 
broke with a ten-yard drive. Then I 
toed up and drove with u good follow- 
through action that carried mo round 
several circles beforo I could stop. 

“I did better tho next time, aud 
made my ball rather sorry that it had 
been making fun of me. Laxey had n 
bad lie and, though ho lofted his ball 
with the putter (a9 I said, the whangee 
did give it 1 whip ’), he didn’t cloar the 
hutments. After lie had cannoned off 


tho roof of a ' Nisseu ’ into tho cook¬ 
house I took my turn, aud to my dis¬ 
gust pulled into a trench that formed 
part of our old support line. 

“ ‘Our ways lie apart now, old melon,’ 
I said, ‘ and I should adviso you to 
follow my example and get your bal- 
man to keop the count. Otherwise 
your play will be affected by arithme¬ 
tical troubles.’ 

“Accompanied by my faithful Wilkins 
I found my ball and reviewod tho situ¬ 
ation. Tho driver and hockey stick 
were hopeless for moshie shots, but 
Wilkins reported a practicable C.T. a 
few yards to tho right, leading to the 
front line, and somo gently sloping 
revetting from tlieuco to the level. 
Luckily tho C.T. had plenty of length 
to oacli traverse, and when I emerged 
in tho open with my sixty-seventh 
Laxey was only just getting dear of 
the huts, having btien badly bunkered 
in the coal dump. He made good pro¬ 
gress from there, but I got into the 
rough—a regular Gruyfire of shell- 
holes. While I was attempting to hack 
my way through I heard a delighted 
gurgle of laughter and turned round to 
see half-a-dozen of the Chinks setting 
on their hams and watching me with 
undisguised jubilation. 
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•“Sond thorn away, Wilkins,’ I said 
irritably. ‘ Can’t you soo they ’ro put¬ 
ting mo off my game ? ’ 

“ Wilkins shoved them off, and I took 
tho old German line with a rush. 
While I was so to speak consoli¬ 
dating, a runnor arrived, from Laxoy 
asking for tho loan of a pair of wiro- 
cuttcrs. 

‘“’E’s ’ling up on tho wiro, Sir,’ 
said tho runnor, • an’ cursing tho 
artillery somcthink awful from force 
of ’obit.’ 

“ I sent a pair of nail-scissors with 
my compliments, and would Mr. Laxoy 
kindly inform mo what was his scoro 
to dato? Laxoy returned tho scissors, 
saying that he found he could manago 
hotter with a tie-clip, and his scoro at 
15.30 hours was 340, pleaso. Cheered 
by the knowledge that I was a matter of 
twonty to the good, 1 executed a brilliant 
dribble along a ditch, neatly trickod a 
couplo of saplings and finished with a 
long spinning-jenny into a camouflaged 
strong point. J3y this timo Wilkins 
was in such a maze of mathematics 
that he hadn't timo to scaro off the 
coolies, who were tumbling up in large 
numbers and giving a generous meed 
of applause. 

“ Towards tho 400 Laxey, who also 
had a good gallery of Chinks, was losing 
touch, and I advised him by runner to 
change direction, lie thanked mo, but 
said that, in viow of the difficult nature 
of tho terrain, ho had decided to work 
round from a flank. Feeling that I 
w r as nearing tho objoctive 1 organised 
a sories of approach-shots with tho 
drivor, and sent to ask Laxoy if he 
would caro to accept fifty start. How¬ 
ever, having foozled into a ruined 
pillbox, I roducod the offer by half, and 
lator on, confident—not to say insult¬ 
ing—roports from Laxoy induced mo 
to withdraw tho concession allogothor. 

“ At 16.30 hours precisely, amid 
intense oxcitemont on tho part of the 
Celestial audience, we arrived at the 
deciding crump-hole simultaneously. 
When I say we arrived, 1 mean that 
Laxey had an eight-yard putt from a 
good lie—an easy proposition with tho 
whangoe putter—and I was ten yards 
away in as wicked a little crevice as 
you could wish to find. 

“ ‘ If it doesn’t shako your nerve, 
Bkipper,' said Laxey,' I might mention 
that my score is 543.' 

“ 1 You'd better give mo tho gamo, 
then,’ I answered. * I ’m but a modest 
520.’ 

“ ‘ Not jolly likely. You ’ll take at 
least twenty to get out of that burrow. 
Besides, I know Wilkins is rotten at 
figures, and I claim a recount.’ 

" An audit and scrutiny showed that 
we were both 537, and although Laxey 





held a distinct advantage in position I 
decided on a strenuous effort to halve 
the game. I took a firm stance and tho 
hockey stick and let drive for tho holo 
with a tromondous pickaxe Btroke. 
Instantly there was a blinding Hash 
and an explosion, and, when wo had 
finished picking sand out of our cars 
and oyos and allayod tho excitement of 
the Chinks, wo discovered my ball com¬ 
fortably nestling in tho crump-holo. 

“ 1 If assistance with derelict Mills 
bombs is allowed,' said Laxoy, ‘ wo ’vo 
halved.’ 

“•On tho contrary,’ 1 replied, ‘as 
your ball is apparently missing I’ve 
won.’ 


“ And, if you believomo, wo couldn't 
find Laxey’s ball anywhere, though wo 
had seen it but a minute or two before. 
8o I claimed tho ten francs; but l didn't 
mention to Laxoy that the following 
morning 1 was passing a group of the 
coolies and saw them with an object 
that looked suspiciously like Laxoy's 
hall, hammering it with a stick and 
trying to mako it say Bang ! " j 


“Wanted, Second Housemaid of tliroo, 
Scotchwoman preferred; willing to wait oa 
table if required ; comfortaldo situation." 

Dai It/ 1’a/icr. 

Possibly; hut wo always prefer our 
servants to do their waiting on the 
floor. 
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HOME THOUGHTS FROM HIND. 

1920. 

Back in the years of youth, a thought- 
loss thruster, 

I did adventure to the East and spurn 

My native land, and foolishly entrust 
her 

To other guardians pending my 
return; 

And now time hears mo Lo the second 
lustre, 

And l am old and weary and I lmrn 

To freshen memories waxing somewhat 
vnguo; 

But men say, “ Shun old England like 
tho plague.” 

Lord knowoth Jlitnl is not a place of 
ploasuro 

Nor such a land as men forsake with 
tears; 

Lord knoweth how wo venerate and 
treasuro 

The English memory down tho Indian 
years; 

Yet now tho mail pours forth in flowing 
measure 

England’s un-Englishncss, and in 
our ears 

Echo the words of men returned from 
leave, 

Describing Euglauds one can scarce 
bolievc. 

Knglunds abandoned to the lleeting 
passions, 

Feckless as Fez, hysterical as Gaul, 

All nigger-music and fantastic fashions 

(And not a house from Loith lo 
London Wall); 

Where food and coal are dealt you out 
in rations 

And vou can hardly raiso a drink at 
all* 

And tailors charge you twenty pounds 
a touch. 

Is that a place for Nabobs'? No, not 
much. 

Better were Hind where troubles more 
or less stick 

To ono set stylo and do not drive 
you mad 

With changes; where a roof and a 
domestic, 

Petrol aud nsquehagh can still ho 
had; 

And one can trust tho Taj and tho 
Majostic 

(Bombay hotels ho these and none 
too bad) 

To stand for culture in tho hour of need 

And Btop one running utterly to seed. 

Hind bo it; as for Homo —festina lenU; 

Hind bo it and a station in the sun, 

Wherein if peace abidelh not nor plenty 

At least you are not ruined and un¬ 
done?' 


I am not coming home in 1920, 

And maybe not in 1921; 

If all the English England’s dead and 
gone, 

Ono can remember; ono can carry on. 

========= II. B. 

LITTLE TALES FOR YOUNG PLUMBERS. 

The Conversion op George. 

George was a plumber by trade and 
a striker by occupation, lie did his 
plumbing in his holidays, when ho was 
not busy. He liked plumbing, as it gave 
his throat a rest. Ho was really the 
Champion LongDistancePlumberof the 
World and had gained tho R.S.V.lYs 
gold medal for doing the back-in-a- 
ininute-to-got-your-tools in more than 
two hours. And Ills hoart was as 
tender as his foet. If ho heard a clock 
strike he longed to strike in sympathy,so 
that hard-hearted employers who know 
Goorge's weakness always kopt their 
time-pieces muffled. 

Tho bursting of our water-pipo was 
tho means of bringing me into touch 
with Gcorgo. Ho joined our bathing- 
party in tho front hall, and said simply, 
“lam the plumber.” Just like that. He 
then said that lie would swim home for 
his tools, as ho had forgotten tho cun- 
oponcr. When ho got hack Auntie was 
drowned. 

He did not stay long, as he had to go 
on sympathetic strike with the graziers. 
Ho was not really a grazier ns well as 
a plumber, hut his heart was so tender 
that ho couldn't keep on plumbing so 
as to givo satisfaction, ho said, as loug 
as the graziers were not grazing, so to 
speak. It didn’t really matter. No¬ 
thing matters nowadays. I just went 
out and sold tho houso as it stood for 
an enormous sum and emigrated on the 
proceeds to Tooting Bee. 

But this tract deals with George und 
his conversion, and has boon wrilton 
specially to bo put into tho hands cl 
young plumbers. Let us see then 
how George gave up his sinful ways 
and how liis heart was changed. 

It began with his tooth—an old, old 
tooth. It had dono some work in its 
time, but it decided to strike. And 
strike it did. Georgo gave it beer— 
Government beer—and it hit George 
back, good and hard. Georgo then 
began to talk to it. Ho asked if it knew 
what it was doing of. He threatened it 
with more Government beer if it didn’t 
got on with its work more quiet-like. 
The tooth sat up then and bit George. 

“ All right, young follow my lad,” 
said George; "you come out along o’ 
me, and come quiet. You ’re going to 
the dentist's, you are, and he'll Bol- 
shovise you proper, be will.” 

The tooth stopped aching at once; 
it was a wisdom tooth. But George 


knew it was only just lying low, to 
break out into sympathetic strike on 
Monday morning. So out he rushed 
with it and took it to the dentist. I 
was tho dentist. 

I led Georgo gently by the hand to 
my nico little chair and told him what 
beautiful weather wo were having for 
tho time of tho year. I said, " Open, 
please,” and Georgo opened. I thon 
took my nice little steel whangee, 
beautifully polished, and tickled tho de¬ 
linquent. A gentle tickle and no more. 
I didn’t really go far—not farther than 
his hack collar-stud—but George said 
things as if I were a capitalist. 

1 then said coldly, “ 11 doesn’t hurt! ” 
1 am what is known in the profession 
as a painless dentist and rarely fool, 
much pain. 

I capped his roparteo by remarking, 
“ Keep open, please.” That always 
shuts 'em up. Gcorgo kept open. 1 
then spilt somo cotton-wool in his 
tooth and put up some scaffolding in 
tho entrance of his mouth, and said 
nonchalantly (1 always cliargo extra 
for this), “ 1 have forgotlon my niblick: 
keep open. I shall he back anon.” I 
then went out and had lunch. 

Whon 1 canto back Georgo was still 
keeping open, hut he looked at mo very 
wicked with his blue eyes and asked mo 
trout under the cotton-wool if 1 ever 
intonded to finish my ruddy littlo job. 

I said, “ Doar brother and oppressed 
fellow-striker, I regret that I cannot. 
I see by The Deni inis' Daily that our 
Union has declared a sympathetic 
strike with the Amalgamated Excava¬ 
tors and Theological Students. You 
have my sympathy. I can no more.” 

George tried to porsuado me as wo 
went downstairs together, bumping our 
heads on each step in turn, but it was 
of no avail. 

I do not howevor regret my pious 
invention, as 1 hear that Gcorgo is a 
changed man. Being intelligent, lie 
thought things over for himself, instead 
of lotting a man in a rod tie do it for 
him, and after six wooks cauio to tho 
conclusion that a strike is a game'that 
more than ono can play at. He strikes 
now only in his holidays. He never 
now forgets his tools or leaves taps 
running. He does a good day’s plumb 
for a good day’s pay. And ho sings 
while he works. Strange to say that 
little tooth of his has givon up striking 
too. 

But yet it is not strange, for, as I 
told you, it was a wisdom tooth. 


“ £8 10s. HUSBANDS. 

Wife wno Hocsekeeps fob Tuhee on 
A*2 a Week.” 

Daily Paper. 

But isn’t this rather trigamous? 






MANNERS AND MODES. 

‘ IVPICAL VOTARIES OP TERPSICHORE, MOST GRACEFUL OP THE MUSES. 
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FIXES THE HARE. 

I found Andy Dovenisli, of Ca9tle 
Devonisli, Co. Cork, in Piccadilly. Ho 
was wearing an old frieze overcoat, the 
bottom of which had suffered from a 
puppy's teeth, and a bowler hat with a 
guard-ring dangling from its Hat brim, 
ilia freckled nose was squashed against 
Fore's window as he gazed wistfully at 
tlio sporting prints within. I led him 
gently westwards, pushed him into tho 
club's host arm-chair, placed tho wine 
of our mutual country at his olbow and 
spoko to him sovorely. 

“ Tell me,” said I, “ how is it I find 
you thus, got up in the height of fashion, 
loitering with intout to lady-kill in this 
colossal rabbit-warren which knows no 


foxos, oh ? Aren’t they entitled to some 
consideration? Didn’t they carry on 
patiently for four dull years while you 
wore in Franco, loarning to walk in tho 
cavalry, on tho understanding that 
you'd make up for it when you got 
back by hunting them every day of the 
week ? 1 Lave you no love or sympathy 
for dumb animals ? Why are you here ? 
What aro you Hying from? Tell mo 
your dread secret. Is it dobt, arson, 
murder—or is some woman threatening 
to marry you ? ” 

Andy growled into his whiskoy-and- 
soda, thou suddenly pointed out of the 
window. “ Soo tho advertisement on 
that bus ? ” 

“ • Mind the Widow, ’ ” I road, 
“ 1 shrioking comedy by Cosmo-’ ” 




“ But how? " I asked. 

“ Ye 'll discovor if ye ’ll let mo speak 
for a half a minute. I may admit to 
you I was vory sweet on a little girl 
that was staying with the MacManuses 
a whilo back, so I bought a bottle of 
that stuff to keep my hair down while 
I wus pitching her tho yarn. I cornered 
tho lass alone in tho MacManus’ draw¬ 
ing-room, went down on my knoos and 
throw off a dandy proposal I had learnt 
by heart out of a book. Tho girl curled 
about all over the sofa with emotion, 
and for a bit I thought my eloquence 
was doing it. Then I perceived she 
was noar shakon to pieces with 
laughter. Couldn’t think why till I 
happened to catch sight of myself in a 
mirror and saw that my darned old 



TIIK FILM ACTRESS HAS A LIFE OF CONSTANT CHAXUK. As SOON AS SUE 
HAS FINISHED HEINU “l>AHK-i)liVII. DAISY ”— 


SHE IS EXHORTED TO l'LAY THE NAME I’AUT 

in “Violet, the Mascot of liurmtcup 
Farm,” featdrino a fensive smile. 


hound hut tho sleuth, no horse hut 
tho towel? How is it, man, wlion 
there’s a Peace on and the month is 
Fobrunry and thoro's no frost south of 
tho Liffoy? Why aren’t you dressed 
in a coat that is pink in spots and a 
cap that is velvob in places, Hipping 
over your stone-faced banks on a ram¬ 
pageous four-year-old that you bought 
for ten pounds down, ton pounds some 
time, a sack of soed oats and an old 
saddle, and will eventually palm off on 
an Englishman at Ballsbridgo for two 
hundred cash ? W hat about the hounds ? 
The Ballinknock Versatilos ? What are 
they doing without their master? Going 
for improving country walks with Pat- 
soy Mike, two and two like young ladies 
from a seminary, or silting up on their 
benches, a tear in overy oyo, wailing, 
‘Oh, where is our wandering boy to¬ 
night ? ’ 

“And what about tho Ballinknock 


" No, not that one," Andy grumbled ; 
“ t’othor." 

It was a picture of a smiling gentle¬ 
man with a head that gleamed like 
patent leather. The gentleman attri¬ 
buted his happiness to tho fact that 
ho mixed “ Florazora " cream with his 
scalp. “ Florazora Cream,” I read, 
“ fixes the hair. Subtly perfumed with 
honey and flowors. Imparts a lustre 
and-” The bus resumed its journey. 

I studied Andy’s head. Normally 
it looks as though he had been mopping 
out a rusty drain with it. It was quite 
normal, every hair on end and pointing 
in a different direction. 

“ Well, what of Florazora ? " I asked. 
"It’s evident she has never entered 
into your life, at any rate." 

“ That’s all you know about it,” 
said Andy. “They’ro sitting up for 
me with blunderbusses and brickbats at 
home, and ' Florazora ’ is the cause.” 


hair had come unstuck again and was 
bobbing up all over my head, not singly 
as it is now, but a cockatoo tuft at a 
time, thanks to ‘Florazora.’ I rose 
up off tho MacManus carpet and ran 
all the way home.” 

“ Still I don’t see-” I began. 

"Ye novor will if ye don't give me 
a chanco to toll ye,” said Andy. 

“Do ye remember that greasy divil 
Peter Flynn that owns a diaper's shop 
in Ballinknock main street ? A fat man 
he is with the Howing locks of a stump 
orator, given to fancy waistcoats and a 
frock-coat—very dressy. Ye'd see him 
standing at the shop-door on fair- 
days, bobbing to the women and how¬ 
dy-doin’ the country boys tho way 
ho'd tout a vote or two, he being the 
leading Sinn Fein organiser down our 
way now. Anyhow he and his raparees 
got after me and the hunt, on account 
of me evicting a tenant that hadn’t 
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Odd Job Man (lo Gardener , discussing dinner irh eh has been sent them front the house). -Nasty bit o’ mutton this, ain’t re! 
Gardener. “'Taih’t mutton—it’s pobk.” 

Odd Job Man. “Is it? I 'orr. it is. I’m very fond or a bit o’ ror.K." 


paid a ponny of rout for seven years 
and didn’t ever intend to. They hinted 
to tho decent poor fanners round ubout 
that there’d bo ricks fired and cows 
rippod if they allowed me lo hunt their 
lands, so I got stopped everywhere. I 
had laud enough ot my own to carry on 
with, so I liuntod there till tho foxes and 
hares gave out, which thoy precious 
soon did, seoing that half tho neigh¬ 
bourhood was out shooting, trapping, 
poisoning and lurching them. 

“ I bought a stag from a Toiler in 
Limerick and chased that for a bit; 
then on a ’tween day, when I was away 
and tho deer out grazing in tho demesne, 
somebody slipped a brace of Mauser 
bullets into it, and that form of diver¬ 
sion waB likewise at an end. As far as 
1 could Bee au animal wouldn't stand 
a ten minutes’ chance in my country 
unless it were an armadillo. 

“I wrote to the War Office, asking 
them could they kindly oblige me with 
the loan of a lively little tank for pur¬ 
suing purposes, but got no answer. I 
guess Winston had a liver on him that 
morning. So there was nothing for it 


but to givo up the bounds. 1 wont and 
broke tho sad news to Patsoy Miko, 
wbo was mixing stirabout at tho time. 
‘ Oil, God save us, don’t be doing that, 
Sor,’ says he. ‘ Hoult hard a day or so 
and I’ll bo afther iindiri’ sotno littlo 
object to hunt, that them dirtily blag- 
yards won't shoot at all.’ 

"Two mornings later he turned up, 
dragging something in an oat-sack. 

" I havo it hero that ’ll courso out 
before the houn’s like a shootin’-stur,’ 
says he. 

“ ' What is it ? ’ says I. 

“ The rogue put his hand in tho sack 
and drew out a yellow mongrel dog. 

“ ‘ Where did ye get that ? ’ says L 

“ ‘ Shure didn’t I borry it ? ’ says ho. 

'“And who did ye borrow it from?’ 
says I. 

“ ‘ From Mislher Flynn, no less,’says 
bo. ' ’Tis his littlo foxoy pot dog.' 

“ 1 Does Mr. Flynn know you bor¬ 
rowed it from him ? ’ says I. 

" ‘ Bogob that ho does not,’ says lie. 
‘ Mr. Flynn is beyond in Yougbul and 
I borryed it in the dark dead of night 
over the yard wall. Faith, ho 'll run 


homo liko a lliek of lightning, lie’s that 
scared, the samo dog.’ 

“ ‘ Yo did well,’ said I; ‘ hut will the 
hounds chaso him ? ’ 

“ ‘ That they will, Sor. What with 
foxes one day, stags tho next and hares 
tho next, there's sorra a horn tiling 
thoy wouldn't hunt given thero's smell 
enough in it,' says the lad. ' Havo yo 
the luslo little trace of aniseed in tho 
house that you could drench tho craturo 
with tho way the houn's would folly 
him ? ’ 

“ Pivil a drop of auiseod or anything 
else had I on tho place, and 1 stood 
thero scratching my car with my crop 
wondering what to do, when suddenly 
I remembered that relic of my courting 
days, ’ Florazora.’ ‘ I havo it,’ l said ; 
‘I’ve got something that’ll fix that 
hare all right.' 

" I fetched tho bottle and rubbed a 
handful or so of tho stuff well into Mr. 
Flynn's pot dog and let him go with a 
flip of my whip lash to help him on his 
way. He lit out for homo as though 
the devil had kicked him, yelling blue 
murder and laying a trail of flowers 
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and honey across tho country so thick 
you could pretty nigh eat it. 1 gave 
him a fair start, then laid tho hounds 
on and wo had a livo-milo point, going 
liko a stcoplochaso all tho way. Flynn 
lives in a lonely houso about half a 
milo out of Ballinknock, and tho ‘ bag- 
man ’ got homo to it and through the 
weo dog-hole into tho yard with just 
six inches to spare. 

“ Patsoy wont over tho wall and bor¬ 
rowed tho dog threo times aftor that. 
It was no troublo at all. Flynn was 
still away in Youghal, and his house¬ 
keeper was that deaf Gabriel would 
have to announce tho Crack of Doom 
to her on his lingers. But it was too 
good to last. On tho fourth day wo 
wero nearing Flynn's houso, tho dog 
leading the pack by not fifty yards, 
wlion I saw liim cut across a field to 
the left, while the hounds tumbled into 
a little boreon that runs up from the 
railway - station and went streaking 
down it singing out as if they wero on 
a breast-high scent and in viow. 

" ‘ Begob,’ says I to Patsey, 1 they ’vo 
changed; they’re running a hare, I 
bolieve.’ 


‘“’Tis a hare in a frock-coat thou, 
Sor,' says he, pointing with his whip. 

“ Sure enough it was a man they 
were after. I saw him then galloping 
down tho borcen for dear life, coat-tails 
flying, hair streaming, terror in his big 
white faco. Flynn I I did my darndost, 
but I had no hopo of stopping thorn, 
not iu that littlo lane. When 1 came 
out on tho high-road 1 found what was 
left of the politician half-way up a tele¬ 
graph post, liko a treed cat, screech¬ 
ing and scrambling and culling on tho 
Saints, with old Actress swinging by 
her tooth to tho tails of his shirt, 
,Cruiskeen ripping tho trousers off him 
a leg at a time, and tho rest of tho 
pack leaping under him like the surf of 
tho sea. . 

“ 1 nearly rolled off my mare with 
laughter, though well I knew tho 
screeching scarocrow up tho pole would 
liavo me drawn and quartered for that 
day’s work. I whipped tho hounds off 
in tho end, look ’em by road to Formoy 
that same evening and boxed ’em to my 
brother-in-law in Carlow. ’Twas for¬ 
tunate I did, for my kennels were burnt 
to the ground that night." 


Andy sighed, drained his glass and 
gazed regrotfully at tho bottom. 

“ H-m, yo-os, but there's still a point 
1 would liko cleared up,” said I. “ What 
made tho pack change and chase 
Flynn?" 

“Appears ho was strongly addicted 
to ‘ Florazora ’ too,” said Andy. 

Patlandeu. 

Another Impending Apology. 

From tho account of a farewell meet¬ 
ing in honour of a retiring Minister:— 

“ It was altogether a notable gathering, and 
perhaps the congregational repetition of tho 
General Thanksgiving at the opening of tho 
meeting gave tho keynote to tho whole pro¬ 
ceedings.”— Christian World. 

"An immediate advance of 10s. a week 
for adult workers and 5s. for juniors is heing 
made to employers by tho National Transport 
Workers’ Federation.”— Evening I’aper. 

Wo have always contended that the 
motto “ For others ” is tho guiding 
principle of Labour. 

“ There nre Gormans still in tho Baltio Pro¬ 
vinces—which is full of uuuummuuuuuuu 
eaoi aoa.”— Daily Paper. 

Very suspicious. 





























































A WOMAN OF SOME IMPORTANCE 

(Mr. Asquith and the Paisley Mill-hand). 

••HOW ARE YOU VOTING, MY PRETTY MAID?” 
“WAPf AND YOU'LL SEE, KIND SIR," SFIE SAID. 
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ScksK.- I,oral Hull. Piu.ua, “ The Aluslaia 'l'njei Cat." 

Jlcio (offer unsuccessful proposal). “Then - , Margaret, am I to takc ir tiut you iririE Mr.?" 


LABOUR AND ART; 

On, The Conikhsion op Bisks. 

You lime stood nt some time, I supposo, witli a sense of Itnd it seemed that lie thought all those things when ho 
disaster gazed very hard 

And gazed at a picture resombling au ogg on a mat, At a tub in a yard. 

Or a sidoslip of squares in the mode of a Pimlico master ■ - ]> u t a |- | j mns ] 10 yiould tell me that Art was a inero inter - 
Well, Bulks s " Itcbelhon and "Afternoon lea in my 

"I' i in " l a v 111 n 

J151C Of hues and designs ; lio had ilono what ho could to expol 

>\ ore oxlHMiicIy like that. AH t-liou^liis ami all \ isual ohjccla, for those were deceiving, 

lie was nuts upon Beauty was Hinas, and fiom boyhood ^ '“old 30 iis ignorant layman could tell, 

acquainted He had done that quite well. 

With Art, and so bound to her side with such delicate But I think that of all of his phases llio last was most 
links funny; 

That 1 doubt if tho soul of her, much as wo \'C written and ] | 0 vvus vestured in white when I met him by clianco in 
painted, tho town; 

Had ever been fathomed (for is she not strange as the JIo bad shaved off bis beard, his board, like Apollo’s, of honey; 
Sphinx?) His hair was quito short, ho had lost his habitual frown, 

Till she got to know Bitiks, Ho was looking quite brown. 

Ho had hundreds of phases, and all of them highly sonsa- Ho told mo ho never exhibited now in a gallery; 

tional, Commissions were filling his time and ongagitig his heart; 

A Cubist unbending, a Vorticist equally stout; What was more, ho observed, lie was making a regular 

Scorned one thing, lie said, and ono only, tho Keprescnta- salary, 

tional, * So I asked him to tell me tho worst and explain from tho 

Meaning, I take it, a school whoro there isn’t much doubt start ^yhat bad happened to Art. 

What tho whole thing's about. . , ‘ . . , ,' ,,, ,, 

" I liavo banished Design, ho informed me, “ and thoughts 

And at times ho would say, us I stared at his riotous are all duller 

scrimmages Than Beauty, and Boauty is Art; hut no critic can grouse 

And asked what on earth was the meaning, “ You must At the notion of Absolute Pure Indivisible Colour 
have regard . As calm as Eternity, smooth as omnipotent nous — 

To the mind of the artist, for Art is a matter of images," I am painting a house.” Evoe. 



















94 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[Fbbboaby 4, 1920.. 


£ 







THE BEST OF THINGS. 

“The Now Poor?” said Holder,liko 
myself, one of thorn. “ Nonsense. 
There are none. There aro people 
who will not use their imaginations, 
of course. They aro poor, hut not 
newly so. This so-called now poverty 
doesn’t touch mo. True, the mouoy 1 
make will not go so far as it used to, 
but my imagination goos very much 
farther. I have trained it, encouraged 
it, my wife’s and boy’s too. Wo have 
cast off the absurd restraints imposed 
by tho law of probability. In tho old 
days, when 1 used to think, say, of 
motors, 1 was invariably badgored by 
tiro spoctie of improbability. I used 
to think of a four-hundred-pound ear, 
or perhaps, in a daring moment, my 
thoughts would creep timidly, likemico 
out into a still kitchen, on to tho six- 
hundred-pound plane, only to scurry 
back to the lower plane almost in¬ 
stantly. Now I ’vo thrown all that 
ovorboard. Rubbish I When I think 
of motors I think in terms of Rolls- 
Royces. Why think cheaply? It’s a 
poor imagination.that won't run to a 
six-cylinder car at least. Strictly, I 
shall never own a real motor scooter. 


What of it? In my mind I use Eolls- 
Roycos. Wo ’ve rathor worked tho tiling 
up at home. Como and dine with us 
and soo for yourself.” 

We had sausages and mashed pota¬ 
toes, with water. And I may say that 
never havo 1 enjoyed a meal more. 
You see, Holder kept on telling us all 
tho time about the famous dinner which 
now, owing to tho War, wo should 
never really out, but which wo were at 
perfect liberty to imagine we wore eat¬ 
ing. I am sorry you were not there. 
Tho hors d'ltuvres I Holder describes 
hors cViriivrcs hotter than any man I 
know. Oli, masterly, the colour . . . 
Rcsiun', perhaps. Anyhow, ho carried 
us quite away. 

His wife chose oysters. His descrip¬ 
tion of oysters, instantly furnished, was 
a littlo gem—a pearl, silver-grey, so 
much so that I too chose oyslors. His 
little boy, Dickie, chose «viare; but he 
really did not care for it. He bit on a 
piece of button in his sausage, poor child. 
That was why ho did not appreciate 
the caviare. But Holder distracted bis 
mind with somo very remarkable mush¬ 
room soup— polage da champignons —a 
brilliant word-sketch. We all chose it. 

For fish there was saus—pardon me, 


solo. Tho littlo lad, Dickie, chose sal¬ 
mon ; hut Holder reminded him that lie 
Imd had salmon tho previous evening; 
it was out of season in any case, and 
he described how tho sole tasted that 
probably Dickie will nover touch. The 
boy appeared to enjoy it immensely. 

I think it was the game, simple roast 
partridgos, exquisitely cookod, which 
Mrs. Holder enjoyed most. Her oyes 
were frankly shining as she pensively 
chewed the third quarter of her sausage, 
and she thrilled to tho juices of the 
partridge of the dinner she could no 
longer hope really to eat, but which 
Holder, thank God, would often de¬ 
scribe, at any rate until a tax is put on 
conversation. Evon then something 
might be done—deaf and dumb lan¬ 
guage, possibly—an evasion, I admit, 
but oven the New Poor must eat occa¬ 
sionally. * 

We all onjoyed tho game course 
most, with the exception of Dickie. 
The lad had finished his sausage, and 
mashed potato alone is not inspiring. 
But that great man, Holder, noticed 
it in time, and he satisfied tho obild 
with a word-painting of the brown 
crisp skin of-cooked gooBO. Then we 1 
drank some magnificent wine. Holder 
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HOPE FOR POSTERITY. 
Full many a year has waxed and waned 
And sunk into its shroud 
Sinco that first day that I obtained 
A diary and vowed 
To keep (as I informed my wifo) 

“ The Records of a Simple Life.” 

Within it I rosolvod to state, 

Lilio Mr. Preys of yore, 

The things that I, for inatanco, ato 
And she, my Mary, wore, 

Facts that would havo a curious worth 
Wiion I was famed and—under earth. 

And generations yet unborn 
Would feel a thrill to noto 
How I upon an April morn 
Loft oil' my overcoat. 

Or showed a pardonable splocn 
At having missed the 9.16. 

Nino volumes I’ve commenced at least 
To write with cagor pen ; 

The lirst, I note, abruptly ceased 
On January 10, 

While yostoryear the break occurred, 

I think, upon tho 23rd. 

But this your, I am proud to sec, 
Stands not as others stood ; 

Tho prospects of posterity 
Aro really rather good, 

Now that my zeal (not on tho ebb) 
lias borne mo safoly into Fob. 


MUSICAL AMENITIES. 

The connection of occultism with 
music was recently discussed by Mr. 
Cyril, Scott in his interesting volume 
on Modernism in Musie. It is satis¬ 
factory to know that the subject is not 
to bo allovvod to drop. Grave discon¬ 
tent is rifo in orchestral circles ut the 
monopoly enjoyed at spi ritualist stances 
by tho tambourine, and it is reported 
that Mr. Ernest Newman, tho distin¬ 
guished and outspoken musical critic, 
will shortly deliver a public lecture on 
behalf of the admission of other instru¬ 
ments to these mysteries, and in par¬ 
ticular tho tuba. Tho claim of the 
tuba, Mr. Newman holds, is not only 
based on the profundity of its tones, but 
upon long literary tradition. Nothing 
could be more conclusive than tho refer¬ 
ence in the old Latin hymn;— 

“Tuba miriun spargens solium 
Per Bcpulcra regiouuui." 

It is anticipated that tho discussion 
will be attended by Signor Marconi, 
Lord Dunsany, Mr. Yeats and Liou- 
tonant Jones, tho author ol'Thc Hoad 
to En-Dor. 

* :!« :J: 

Meanwhile the conflicting current of 
musical materialism is running strong. 
The Daily Mail, always in tho van of 
artistic progress, has espoused the cause 


of the insurgent Georgians with in¬ 
trepid zeal. Mr. Junius Harrison is 
extolled in a leading articlo for finding 
a theme for an orchestral work, not 
in any of the misty or metaphysical 
abstractions which appealed to the ef¬ 
fete Victorian composers, hut in plums. 
And, mind you,not Carlsbad, but honest 
Worcestershire plums, without any 
Teutonic taint. Mr. Julius Harrison’s 
patriotic example is not likely to ho 
lost on his brother composers. Indeed 
it is asserted on credible authority that 
Mr. Granville Bantock, who has com¬ 
pletely forsworn all Oriontal and exotic 
subjects, is engaged on a gigantic sym¬ 
phony, with choral interludes, entitled 
“Yorkshire Pudding;” and that Mr. 
Josef IIolurooke is collaborating with 
I joril Howard de Walden in a romantic 
historical opora in 11 ft.eon Acts called 
“ From Woad to Broadcloth.” 

Mr. Bernard Shaw, who, it may bo 
necessary to remind youthful readers, 
was a musical critic on The Slur and 
The World before ho achieved fame as 
a dramatist, has been causing his friends 
and admirers serious misgivings by his 
article on Sir Edward Elgar in a new 
musical journal, Music and Letters. 
Sir Edward Eloau has a great follow¬ 
ing; ho has written oratorios; he is 
an O.M.; yet Mr. Shaw salutes him as 
the greatest English composer, tho true 
lineal descendant of Beethoven, one 
of tho Immortals and the only candidate 
for Westminster Abbey! To find Mr. 
Shaw taking a majority viow is bad 
enough ; it is a case of proving false to 
tho tradition of a lifetimo—a moral 
suicide. But why drag in Beethoven ? 
So left-handed a compliment prompts 
the suspicion that, aftor all, what ap¬ 
pears to bo eulogy is in reality nothing 
more than an essay in adroitly dis¬ 
sembled obloquy. Mutatis mutandis, 
Mr. Shaw would not thank Sir Edward 
Elgar for calling him, for oxample.the 
Voltaire de nos jours. What he docs 
enjoy is the frank disparagement of 
Mr. Wilfrid Blunt, who describes 
him in the second volume of My Diary, 
just published, as " an ugly fellow, his 
face a pasty-white, with a rod nose and 
a rusty red board, and little slaty-blue 
eyes." 

* id «- 

An interesting but, we regret to say, 
decidedly hostilo estimate of Mr. Lloyd 
George as a musician appears in tho 
columns of a leading anti-Coalition 
daily. The critic discusses the Premier 
both as vocalist and instrumentalist, 
and in both capacities finds him sadly 
wanting. The volume of .his voice is 
small, the timbre is unpleasant, tho 
production faulty and the intonation 
far from pure. Admitting that Mr. 


Lloyd George has a certain flexibility 
and facility common to all .Welsh 
singers, tho critio condemns his habit 
of resorting- to an emotional tremolo 
which frequently degenerates into a 
mere “ wobble." Tho Premier, he 
continues, shows agility and spirit in 
florid passages, but his declamation 
lacks dignity and his articulation is 
often indistinct. As a pianist ho is 
equally unsatisfactory; his repertory is 
extremely limited and he is quite un¬ 
able to interpret tho complex harmonies 
of the Russian School. 

* * !>« 

A painful examplo of Mr. Lloyd 
George’s ignorance is forthcoming in 
tho astounding fact that ho is, or was, 
under the impression that Karsavina 
was tho namo of a town, and that the 
only musician of the namo of Corelli 
was tho author of The Sorrows of Satan. 
The critic concludes with a masterly 
analysis of tho results of theso short¬ 
comings on tho vitality of the Coalition 
Cabinet, already weakened by the with¬ 
drawal of Mr. Balfour, a very sound 
and accomplished musician of tho old 
school. _ 

TIIE EXILE. 

Nowlroturn to myownland and people, 
Old familiar things so to recover, 
Hedgerows and little lanes and 
meadows, 

The friendliness of my own land and 
people. 

I have seen a world-frieze of glowing 
orange, 

Palms painted black on a satin 
horizon; 

Palm-trees in the dusk and the silence 
standing 

Straight and still against a background 
of orange; 

A gorgeous magical pomp of light and 
colour, 

A dream-world, a sparkling gem in 
tho sunlight, 

The minarets and domes of anEastorn 
city; 

And, in the midst of all the pomp of 
colour, 

My hoart cried out for my own land 
and people. 

My heart cried out for the lush 
meadows of England, 

The hedgerows and the little lanes of 
England, 

And for the faces of my own people. 


“Tha Viceroy, fishing in the Kabini rivor 
yesterday, caught a mahsoer weighing 77 
pounds. This is tho best fish so far caught in 
one day .”—Weekly Rangoon Times. 

We gather that the giant would not 
have allowed any less august angler to 
land it except by instalments. 
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GUINEA-PIGS. 

It was with ill-concealed trepidation 
that I approached tho Pontifical Person¬ 
age who presides over Messrs. Barkrod 
and Tomridgo's Zoological Department. 
The recollection of my previous and 
only oncounter with him still burned 
in my memory. I had gone thither 
with a young nophovv on whom in a 
rash moment I had urged the satis¬ 
faction to ho derived from the study 
of natural history and he had countered 
witli a birthday and a demand that I 
should convort precopt to practice by 
providing him witli a pot. 

Tho P.P. greotod us with benignant, 
oxpoctancy. Ills white apron merely 
accentuated the obvious fact that ho 
had come in a limousine. I havo since 
decided that lie mistook mo for an 
eccentric peer. It seems that 
eccentric peers and struggling 
journalists are apt to provide 
the samo air of sartorial aban¬ 
don to tho eye of the uniniti¬ 
ated. 

It was the young nephew, 
however, who mado tho run¬ 
ning. Tho entire menagerie 
whistled, barked, sat up on its 
hind logs, performed acrobatic 
foats and said, ‘‘Scratch poor 
Polly,” at his discriminating 
behest. Finally ho roachod a 
point whore he simply could 
not decido between a Goliath 
cockatoo at £22 10s. and a 
white-faced Douroucouli at 
twonty-soven guineas. 

At this juncturo 1 insinuated 
mysolf into the discussion, and 
by tho exorcise of subtlo pres¬ 
sure got him to compromise on 
a pair of white rats at half-a- 
crown. Novcr shall I forgot tho look 
of majestic contempt with which tho 
Personago withered mo as ho extracted 
two torpid rodents from a congorios of 
their kith and, holding them by their 
pink tails, dropped them into a paper 
bag with tho air of a Marchosodeposit¬ 
ing alms in tho palm of a lazzarono. 

Not lightly indeed did I again enter 
into tho Presence. But on this occa¬ 
sion duty called. The troubadour with 
lady’s glove in holm never showed a 
bolder front than tho journalist in soarch 
of copy. And boldnoss, it seemed, was 
to be rewarded. As I approached tho 
Pontifical l’orsonago it appeared certain 
that lie did not remember mo. And 
why, I asked myself, should lie ? Had 
I been tho Duko of Bedford or the 
President of the Ladies’ Ivennol Club I 
might have expected a place in his 
auguBt memory. But an insignificant 
unole buying white rots—it was absurd, 
, of course, to fear recognition. 


I plunged straightway in medias res. 
“ I have here,” I Baid, " a journal of 
unimpeachable veracity which declares 
that the Pasteur Instituto in Paris is 
suffering from a guinea-pig shortage. 
Please oblige me with jour export 
opinion on tliis momentous mattor.” 

. Tho P.P. smiled slightly, cleared his 
throat and, waving me to tho further 
end of tho menagerie, proceeded to 
answer my question. “Tho common 
or Sicilian guinea-pig,” he began, “tho 
Porctilus Aurifcrus F.xcubilor of Buf- 
fon, is still fairly common, though I 
may say that it is many a day since 
tlioy could bo purchased for a guinea. 
An allied species, tho Chinese or edible 
guinoa-pig, the Bing Fat Boo of the 
Cautonoso restaurateur, is indeed quite 
plentiful, but for somo reason or other 
has never found favour with tho lead¬ 


ing English fanciers. The fact is that 
since tho War our customers havo be¬ 
come more discerning, and tho common 
guinea-pig, being no longer callud for, is 
not bred and has therefore ceased to be 
available for scientific purposes. A few 
of tho art shades, notably tite-nrijre and 
beige pigs, are still in requost by the 
furriers; but the public demand is for 
something more select. 

“Now here"—and reaching into an 
adjoining cage tho Pontifical Personage 
extracted between finger and thumb a 
pinch of twitching fluff—“ is tho most 
highly-prizod of the race, the bluoHima- 
layan pig. Only five specimens have so 
far reached this country. The first pair 
wore presented to the Duchess of Snob- 
lands by the Maharajah of Khidmutgar 
about three years ago, but the sow met 
with an unfortunate accident in her 
ladyship’s absence, being dipped into a 
box of face-powder by a thoughtless 
maidservant. The third specimen, a 


fine boar, was brought from China as 
the mascot of H.M.S. Colossus, but just 
after reaching harbour was accidentally 
devoured by the ship's oat. The re¬ 
maining two I have hero. They are 
expensive, of courso, a hundred-and-five 
guineas the pair, hut quite unique. 

• “ Of greater zoological interest per¬ 
haps is this little fellow, Porcuhts Auri¬ 
fcrus Dccaudatus, an arboreal species 
from the Solomon Islands; or tho striated 
guinea-pig of Central Nicaragua, which 
I am happily able to show you.” 

He placed Nicaragua's most valuable 
product iu my hand, and it promptly 
bit mo. That I did not drop it into a 
cagoful of torrior-pups was wholly duo 
to tho native vigour with which Striatus 
hung on. 

“The price of that is forty - five 
guineas,” continued tlio Pontifical Per¬ 
son smoothly, as ho restored it 
to its cage. I shivored. 

“Now here,” ho wont on, 
“ is a pig of real historic inter¬ 
est. I have u fair number of 
them just in from my collec¬ 
tors in tho Persian Gulf and 
can do them ateighteen pounds 
tho pair.” lie motioned me 
towards a larger cago whoroin 
a bovy of duii-colourod piglots 
weto holding a soviet. “ Tho 
Sumerian or Desert Pig,” he 
explained,“of tho Oxyrhynchm 
Papyri, erroneously identified 
by Grenfell and Hunt with 
the Southern form of tho Trco 
Hyrax.” 

It was at this point that my 
intelligence forsook me. 1 hud 
boen getting on too well. It 
was the old story of over-con- 
fidonce. 

“Honestly now, old chap," 
I said, “ and strictly between ourselves, 
do you ever sell any of the little beasts ?' ’ 

His face lit up iu a brilliant smile. 
“ No, Sir,” lie replied, drawing himself 
up majestically and looking mo squarely 
in tho eye, “ wo keep those to show to 
inquisitive customers. We only sell 

WHITE RATS 1 ” 

I fled. As I crossed the interminable 
length of floor that separated mo from 
tho door I could fool that contemptuous 
smile rowelliDg my shrinking vertebral. 
Halfway across, tho Bluo Himalyan 
guinea-pig could havo given me three 
drachms and whipped me by sheer 
brute strength. As I sped towards the 
door an attendant opened it. It was 
unnecessary. I could easily have crept 
underneath it. Alqol. 


“Vacuum for Sale, good condition. After 
6 o'clock ."—Provincial Paper. 

Our own is generally at its best about 
an hour and a-half later. 



Magistrate. “ Do you want a lawyer to defend you ? ” 
Piisoner. "Not particularly, Sin." 

Magistrate. “Well, what do you propose to do ahout 

THR CASE?" 

Prisoner. "On, I'm quite willing to drop it as far as 

I'At CONCERN EH.” 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

[By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

" A tougli hide and somo facility of expression ”—to 
quote the author’s modest eslimato of his qualifications— 
have enabled Bear-Admiral Sir Douglas Bhownuigg to 
make his Indiscretions of the Naval Censor (Cassell) the 
liveliest book of the War that has come my way. Thanks 
to the first clement in his make-up he managed to retain 
his difficult and delicato post throughout the War, and only 
once came into serious collision with any of his official 
superiors. As these included First Lords of such diverse 
temperament as Mr. Churchill and Lord Fisher, and 
First Sea Lords with such diametrically opposite views 
regarding publicity aB Lord Fisher and Sir Henry Jackson, 
this was no small achievement. Thanks to the second 
element he has written a book whioh scarcely contains 
a dull page/ Whether he is giving us a pen-picture of 
Mr. Churchill conducting Admiralty business from a sick¬ 
bed, with his head swathed in flannel and an immense 
oigar protruding from the bandage; or explaining how the 
legend of Lord Kitchener’s survival arose from a trivial 
error that caused the news of the Hampshire disaster to 
reach -Berlin a few minutes before it was published, in 
London, he always writes with directness and verve. 
Admiral Brownbigg tells a good deal about the censor¬ 
ship, and illustrates his theme with some excellent repro¬ 
ductions of naval photographs before and after the Censor 
had " re-touohed ” them. He tells us even more about his 


work in a less familiar rdle, that of Publicity Agent to the 
Silent Service. It was he who arranged visits to the Fleet 
by moro or less distinguished personages—“ Bhownrigg’s 
circus parties,” as they were dubbed in the gun-room—and 
who engaged authors like Mr. Kipling and artists like 
Sir John Lavery to describe and portray the doings of the 
Fleet and its auxiliaries. It pains me to learn, however, 
that “Fassed by Censor” was only a guarantee for tho 
harmlessness and not for the veracity of the stories nar¬ 
rated; and in particular that the famous “Q”-boat ruBC 
of the demented female with tho explosive bnby was a 
puro work of imagination. 

Without any special heralding, Mr. Eric Leadbitter 
seems to have stepped into the front rank, perhaps even to 
the leadership, of those active novelists whose theme is 
English rural life. I emphasize the word “ active,” with of 
course a thought for the master of them all, tho wizard of 
Dorchester, at whose feet it would probably be fair to sup¬ 
pose Mr. Leadbitter to have learnt some at least of his 
craft. His now story. Shepherd's Warning (Ali.en and 
Unwin), is a quiet talc of life in a not specially attractive 
village—a tale that conquers by its direct humanity and by 
an art so delicate and so deftly concealed that the book 
has a deceptive appearance of having written itself with¬ 
out effort on the part of its author. It concerns u group of 
peasants, agricultural labourers, inhabitants of Fidding, a 
village gradually yielding to the encroachments by tram 
and villa of the neighbouring town. The simple annals of 
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these folk, and especially of one family, old Bob Garrett and The musician, visiting his fiancte, now well off and in«t.n.iua 
his grandsons, provide the matter of a tale gentle as the in a comfortable village farm-house, lets the strong air of 
passage of time itself, never dull, instinct with quality in the place get into his head and falls deep in love with a 
every line of it. Mr. Leadbitteb has a method of coneen- yeoman's daughter, who in turn, stimulated by this ex- 
tration so pronounced that, once let his characters, even perience, straightway succumbs (at her first dance in real 
his heroine, stop outside the beam that he has -focussed society, into which the great lady of the village, her patron, 
upon Fidding, and they vanish utterly, till the working has introduced her) to the suggestion that she shall spend 
(apparently) of fate brings them back again. Even the an unchaperoned night on a young blood's yacht, with 


wivu ino iuo ui liio ouu, auu sue numan uvea mac are so are umcea, wmie tne jilted crattswoman is left •*full of ideas, 
near to it, is clearly absorbing; the result is that, to all sumptious (sic), a little feverish ” for village industries 
save the confirmed, sensationalist (piqued possibly by the which from my impression of her mentality I should judge 







waste of good_bomioido), Shepherd's Warning will 

think, prove Reader’s I- 

Delight. 


Mr. H. Collin son 
Owen, formerly Editor 
of the soldiers' paper, 
TheBalkan News, would 
just love to trap you 
into an argument on 
the value of our Mace¬ 
donian campaigu as 
compared with certain 
other war efforts. His 
book, Salonika and 
After (Hodder and 
Stoughton), shows 
him thirsting to accopt 
battle for the cause lie 
champions; and in the 
sub - title, The Side- 
Show that Ended the 
War, he fairly throws 
down the gauntlet. But 
take my advice and 
don’t be drawn. Ho 
has a foreword from 
General Milne to sup- 

f ort him, and an extract 
rom Ludendori-Vs 
Memoirs, and a quota¬ 
tion from The Times. 
He has a very lively 
and convincing way of 
putting things too, and 
once he gets his en- 


wnich from my impression of he 
would be of a devastating order. 








Ml 


SQUEEZED IN AND SQUEEZED OUT. 

ReUUKTTABLE RESULT OF OVEIt-l'nKKHUllE ON THE UNDERGROUND. 


mentality I should judge 
Lovers of that charming 
“I little West - country 
village in which the 
author sets her scene 
will not easily forgive 
her for naming it and 
baldly cataloguing its 
houses and sundry 
points of its environ¬ 
ment, leaving out most 
that is the essential of 
its charm. It's simply 
not done by authentic 
writers of fiction — 
barring house-agents. 

Those who experi¬ 
enced the rapture of 
discovory in an exhi¬ 
bition last May of cari¬ 
catures by Edmund X. 
Kapp may now; rejoice 
(supposing thorn to 
command the needful 
guinea) that they can 
recapture ttiis pleasure 
through a volume of 
twenty-four represent¬ 
ative drawings collected 
tinder the apt title of 
Personalities (SeokEr). 
Not for me to attempt 
detailed consideration, 
even if it were not the 
duty of every amateur 
- to fall a victim at first 


. , i • I • I 11 - ---- V* rmuiui HU UlOti 

thusiasm fairly in hand becomes an uncommonly powor- hand to Mr. Kait’h amazing art. But one can hardly pass 
ful advocate. Not tiiat this volume is by any means without tribute such things as the head of the .Tana-nAse nruf 


severity oi mo war against tno xsuigars, winch lie tuinks only drawing m the book m which a suggestion of cruelty 
people at home were a little inclined to disparage. I cer- tinges the satire. Perhaps the most directly laughtef- 
tainly cannot remember doing so, but, putting controversy moving pages are those devoted to the brilliant senes of 
aside, this book remains an adequate first-hand account of musical conductors; is this because we have all stared our 
an adventure so great as to demand an heroic literature all two hours into expert familiarity with these variouBly- 
lts own, wherei it can be seen in true perspective. Mr. tailored backs? But indeed here is a Volume of twenty- 
Owen deals delightfully with nights in Salonika clubland four joys, or rather twenty-five, the last being anticipation 
or the vagaries of King ■■ Tino,” or witli the more warlike of Mr. Kapp’s further aotivities, whioh I for one shall await 
matters culminating in the terrific aotions that held the with very genuine interest, 
enemy’s left wing tight while our allies smashed his . 

centre. An excellent book, with illustrations above the „... , . ~ , . . 

average and a good map handily placed. Several 


oaudmouu uuu.i, wmi musirauons a Dove tne ,, _ „, _, . ,, . . , ■ 

•«“«<> »d . good mop handily plied. 

_ ” ~ aroh of golf clubs for the bridal couple to pass under; The Bride and 

Mrs. Henry Dudeney s Spade Work (Hubst AND bridegroom were pelted with wooden golf balls.”— Provincial Paperi, 

* 8 ?. < ^ u ? e 1 r ?*??? quoerly told. A musician and Rubber-cores might have been less painful, but were 

an art-and-orafty girl, both^>oor and both dull, are engaged, perhaps too expensive. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

•* If a burglar broke into my house,” 
says Lady Beecham, “ I should use the 
telephone to summon help.” Lady 
Beecham seems to have a sanguine 
temperament. * ... 

Asked how she would act in case a 
burglar broke into her house, Miss Iuis 
HoEYsaid she would stand before him 
and reeito Shakspkare. If anybody 
else had said this we should have sus¬ 
pected a cruel nature. 


A libel action ' 
arising out of the 
representation by a 
German artist of 
the ex -Crown 
Prince as a baboon 
is to he heard short¬ 
ly. It is not yet 
known who is to 
prosecute on be¬ 
half of tho local 
Society for tho Pre¬ 
vention of Cruelty 
to Animals. 

Nino thousand 
oflicials liavo been 
appointed to con¬ 
trol tho food sup¬ 
plies in Petrograd. 
English Govern¬ 
ment oflicials re¬ 
gard this arrange¬ 
ment as tho work 
of an amateur. 


derstand, shortly appear in The Mom- \ 
ing Post. „ ,. 

Daring the recent gales on the West 
Coast of Ireland the anemometer regis¬ 
tered the unprecedented velocity of one 
hundred-and-ten miles per hour. A 
number of cases of anomonia arc re¬ 
ported from tho Phoenix Park district. 

s*« 

According to Men’s Wear, silk hats 
are to bo increased in price by at least 
thirty per cent. Is it by this process, wo 
wonder, that' thoy hopo to drive Mr. 
CriuRcim.r, out of business ? 


vm 



It is said that the 
exchange crisis is 
regarded by Mr. _ 

C. B. Cochran as a ^ 

deliberate attompt 
to divert attention 

from the Demvsey ' “War haven't you got on spurs?” 
contest. “I was going to speak about that, Sir. I heouet I altidi 

’# * put them on THIS MOUSING, AN1> CONSEQUENTLY HAVE CAUGHT col 

# ,, , TO ASK YOU TO BIS KIND ENOUGH TO OltANT ME LEAVE UNTIL-" 

The rumour that_ 

Carpentier and Dempsey, in order to A pig and sty constituted first prize 
avoid further fuss and publicity, have at a recent whist drivo at Bishop’s 
decided to fight it out privately, appears Waltham. Wo understand that a dit¬ 
to have no foundation. feronce of opinion between the winner 

and the pig as regards the user of tho 
Wrexham Education Committee is sty lias ended fatally for the latter, 
reconsidering its decision against toach- *...* 

ing Welsh in the elementary schools. It is reported that the Victory badge 
The pathetic case of a local man who now being worn oxtensively in Now 
was recently convicted of stealing a leg York is to be replaced by another bear- 
of beef owing to his being unable to ing the inscription. •• We did them.” 
give his evidence in Welsh is thought %* 

to have something to do with it. 


have something to do with it. " I intend to tour England,” says n 

*** Prohibition lecturer, “ and I will not bo 

A domestic servants' union has been hurried.” We recommend tho railway. 


formed and an advertisement for a 
good plain shop, stewardess (two in 
family; p 


A .Tralee man charged with shooting 


policeman kept) will,, we un-|a neighbour said he had no desire to 


break the law. It seems that lie 
mistook tho man for a policeman. 

;\i sU 

A French physician declares that 
a gift for yawning is one of tho most 
valuable health-assets. This should be 
good news for revue-producers. 

s\i t ft 

“ Honesty,” says Dr. Inhram, " is 
tho host policy after all.” All the same 
some of our profiteers seem to got along 
pretty well, thank you. 

The egg-laying competition promoted 
by The lJailji Mail lias proved a grout 
success. It is most 
gratifying to loam 
that tho lions have 
done their host for 
"the paper that got 
us the shells.” 

rc. "The influenza 
microbe,” announ¬ 
ces a medical jour¬ 
nal, “ has made 
its appoaraneo in 
many parts of the 
country and is 
slowly hut surely 
making its way to¬ 
wards London.” 
With any other 
Government than 
ours a simplo sug¬ 
gestion that the 
sign-posts cn route 
should ho reversed 
would liavo been at 
onco adopted. 

* 

* 

During the last 
four weeks oxactly 
four hundred and 
ninety - nine rats 
have been destroy¬ 
ed in a small town 
in Kouth Bodford- 
ent.vli.y OMITI-En to shire. It is hoped 
i,d. So I was GOING il, a t; as soon as 

_I these figures aro 

published a sporting rodent will give 
itself up iu order to complete the fifth 
century. . . . 

"A champagne support was provided in tlio 
lower hull.” Local Paper. 

Very sustaining, wo feel sure. 

“Tlio paper supports tho proposed forma- 
lion of a first army of ■ shook troops,’ which 
would bo capable of preventing the mobilisa¬ 
tion of a groat Germy army.”— keening Paper. 

Anything to keep the inlluonza at bay. 


“ The times for the incubation of the eggs 
of various birds are as under:— 

Ostrich.41 days. 

Gnu. 49 days.” 

Poultry-keeping. 

" Gnus, indeed! ” said tho Emu. 


A 
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TO AMERICA 

(i deferentially hinting how others see. her and what they think 
of her threatened repudiation of her Piikswkst's pledges). 

When you refuso to sign tho Peaco 
Except with various “ reservations,” 

And propliosy a swift doceaso 

Impinging on tiio Longue-of Nations; 

When you whoso arms (we’vo understood) 

. Settled tho War and wiped tho Bosch out 
Regard tho whole world’s brotherhood 
As just a wash-out; 

You say, in terms a little blunt, 

“This scheme that you nro advertising 
Was all along a private stunt 
' Of Wii.kon's singular devising; 

Ilia gamo wo weren’t allowed to know; 

Under a misty smile ho masked it; 

Wo never gave him lonvo to go 
(Ho never asked it). 

“And you, poor credulous Allies, 

Found in this follow, self-appointed, 

Tho worth ho had in his own oyes 
And let him post) as (Jed's anointed; 

Taking no sort of pains to soo 
'Whether or not ho had a mandate, 

Like puppy-dogs tho other Throe 
Out of iiis hand ate.” 

But how if wo had queered his claim 
Or questioned his credentials, saying, 

“Who is this Woodrow What’s-his-naino? 

And what’s tho role ho thinks he’s playing? 

Is ho a Methodist divine? 

Or’ docs he boom Chicago bacon ?■”— 

I think that 1 can guess the lino 
You would have takon. 

“Behold a Man,” I hear you say, 

“Of peerlo-s wit and ripo instruction, 

Elect of Heaven and TJ.S.A.— 

Surely an amplo introduction; 
lie comes to put Creation right; 

Ho brings no chits—ho doesn’t need ’em; 

Who doubts his faith will have to fight 

Tho Bird of Freedom 1 ” O. S. 


“SMALL ADS.” 

“Where do you got servants from ? ” I asked. 

“ From small ads.,” said Phyllis promptly. 

I picked up tho paper from tho floor where I had thrown 
it in the morning. My wife is ono of thoso raro women 
who always leavoThings where you put them. It is this 
trait that endears her io mo. I ran my trained oyo over 
an ad. column. 

“ Got it at once,” I said with pardonablo pride. “ How's 
this ? — ‘ General (gonuine), stand any test trd. £70 
possess, s. hands yrs. s.a.v.’ ” 

" I like genuine pooplo,” said Phyllis thoughtfully. “And 
under tho circumstances”—(here she looked hard at me, as 
if I were a circumstance)—“under tho circumstances l think 
wo ought to have ono that will staud any test. So verity 
pounds is out of tho question, of course, but sho might 
come for less when sho seos how small we are. What 
does ‘ s. hands yrs,’ stand for?” 

“ I don’t know," I said; “ I can only think of ‘ soft hands 
for years.’ ” 


“ I should like her,” said Phyllis. “ Their hands are tho 
one thing against Generals. Sbo must be a nice girl to 
take such care of them. _ -Think how careful sho'd bo w'ith 
tho’china. What’s‘trd.’?” 

“ I ’m afraid it must mean tirod,” I said. • 

“ Oh, sho’d soon get rested here,” said Phyllis ; “ I don’t 
think that not'd bo against her. She’s probably been in a 
hard place latoly. Aro there any more ? ” 

“Plenty,” I said. “How Hoes this ono strike you?— 
‘General, no hacon. possess. 2 rms. £45 wky. s.a.v.’ ” 

. “ 1 liko that one,” said Phyllis. "Sho must.be an awfully 
unsellish girl to go without bacon. I don’t see how we are 
going to spare two rooms, though, unless sho's willing to 
count the kitchen as one. Forty-five pounds a week must 
bo a printer’s error. But we can easily afford forty-five 
pounds a year.” 

“ It may mean that sho’s ‘ weakly,’ ” T suggested. 

“ That wouldn't matter much,” said Phyllis; “ aud I liko 
her the hotter for being honest about it." 

“ ‘ Wky.’ might stand for ‘ whisky,’ ” I hinted darkly. 

Phyllis blanched. “Then rIio' s no good,” sho said; "I 
simply couldn’t stand one that drinks. What's the next 
ono#hke?” 

I read on; “Domestic oil no risk. G dye. trd. s. hands 
10 yrs. s.a.v.” 

“ I wonder whether that means that she can cook on an 
oil-stove or that sho can’t cook on any other kind ? And 
docs tho ‘ no risk ’ refer to her or the stove? Tt's not very 
clear. I don’t think wo ’ll tako up this one's references. 
Besides 1 shouldn’t liko ono that was tired for six days.” 

“ Out of every so von,” 1 added, “ and tho seventh day 
would ho tho Sabbath, and her day off." 

“ Go on to tho next,” said Phyllis fiimly. 

Tho next one merely said; “General. Kilburn tkg. 
£40 1 rrn. s.a.v." 

“It would ho nieo to have a taking sort of girl," I 
thought (unfortunately aloud). 

" Wo won't think of her, tho hussy 1" said Phyllis. “ Pass 
mo tho paper, please." 

“They all seem to want ‘s.a.v.,’ ” sho said. "What do 
you suppose it means? I wish they wouldn't nso so many 
abbreviations. ‘ S.a. ’ stands for Sunday afternoon, of 
course, but 1 can’t think what tho ‘ v.’ is for. Of course 
we’llgivo them Sunday afternoons froe, if that’s what it 
means. I only wonder they don't want an evening off in 
the week as well. I call them most reasonable. And tlioro 
are so many to choose from. I always understood from 
mother that they ’re so hard to get." 

Then she turned the paper over. 

“ Oh, you aro stupid ! ” sho said. " You've been looking 
at tho ‘Shops and Businesses for Sale' column." 

“ So ’vo you,” I snapped. 

And then I regret to say wo had our first quarrel. 

I told Phyllis firmly that she is not at all tkg., nor would 
she stand any test; that no one could ongago her, much 
less marry her, without taking risks; that sho hadn’t had 
s. hands for yrs., that sho wouldp’t go without her bacon 
for anyone, and that I should bo jolly thankful if sho would 
take every blessed s.a.v. 

I admit that Phyllis was more dignified. Sho merely 
sailed out of tho room, remarking that I made her trd. 

“ Our Invincible Navy.” 

In continuation of a paragraph in his last issuo, Mr. 
Punch expresses liis regret if the article which appeared 
under the above titlo in these pages on January 14th has 
unwittingly given offence to any one of his readers through 
others having connected him with tho character of Reginald 
McTaggart. . . 
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JULIUS C/ESAR ON THE LINKS. 

Actor (whose knowledge of Su.iKsn.Ai:K is greater than his golf). ‘“O, paidon mk, thou iii.kkiiinu pikck of eauth. 


RINGS FROM SATURN. 

(Detracted from various issues of “ The 
Daily Mandate.") 

i. 

To the. hlditor of “ Tlte Daily Mandate." 

Silt,—For a number of years I have 
been experimenting in wireless tele¬ 
phony with my installation on the 
heights of Lavender Hill. On sovoral 
occasions recently I have been puzzled 
by mysterious ringings of the bell 
attached to the instrument, which hnvo 
obviously been set up by long-distance 
wavos. On taking up the, recoiver, 
however, I have been unablo to mako 
out any coherent message, but only 
a succession of irregular squeaks, al¬ 
though once l distinctly heard a word 
which I can only transcribe as" Ourroo." 
1 have no doubt in my own mind that 
olio of tho more advanced planets is 
trying to get in touch with us by means 
of wireless tolophony, and that once wo 
have deciphered the code wo shall ho 
able to converso freely with its inhabi¬ 
tants. I myself incline to the belief 
that these rings emanate from Saturn, 


which, in spite of its great distance 
fiom tho earth, is just as likely to wish 
to communicato with us as any other 
planet. Yours faithfully, 

Diouhnes Dottle, h'.R.S. 
ii. 

Mr. Dottle's romarkablo letter, pub¬ 
lished in our issuo of yostorday, sug¬ 
gesting that inhabitants of Saturn have 
been endeavouring to communicate 
with the earth by means of wife¬ 
less tolephony, has created profound 
excitement in scicntitic and othercircles. 
To a representative of The Daily Man- 
dale a number of well-known men 
expressed their views on tho matter, 
which will undoubtedly stimulate fur¬ 
ther investigation into tho momentous 
possibilities of this epoch-making reve¬ 
lation. Tho opinions advanced, which 
are, on the whole, highly favourable to 
Mr. Dottle’s theory, are as follows :— 

Sir Potiphar Shucks, Ilia famous 
astronomer : “ The possibility that 
Saturn is inhabited is one that, in 
the absouoe of incontrovertible evidence 
either way, should not lightly be set 


asido. Assuming that it is inhabited, 
that its people aro skilled in tho use of 
wireless telephony and that it is pos¬ 
sible to set up waves of sufficient in¬ 
tensity to travel all the way from 
Saturn to us, I seo no reason why 
communications of the nature sug¬ 
gested by Mr. Dottle should not at 
somo future date become an accom¬ 
plished fact.” 

Mr. A) ksian 1'itts, the well-known 
imaginative historian : “ I have long 
held the belief that Saturn is inhabited 
by a type of being possessing a cylinder- 
like body composed of an unresisting 
pulp, a high dome-shaped head filled 
with gas, and long tentacles, bristling 
with electricity, through which all sen¬ 
sations are omitted and received. These 
teutaclos would act as an ideal tele¬ 
phonic apparatus, so that thero is every 
likelihood Qf Mr. Dottle’s having actu¬ 
ally received a message from Saturn. 
I tako ‘Gurroo’ to be Saturnian for 
‘Hello.’” . 

Signor Tromboni, the pioneer of wire¬ 
less telephony -: M We aro making or- 









Febbbaby 11 , 1920 .] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


no 


rangements to test Mr. Dottle’s in¬ 
teresting theory, and for this purpose 
are erecting a special installation on 
the top of Mt. Kilimanjaro, which is 
several thousand feet higher than 
Lavender Hill. At our own stations 
wo have frequently noticed mysterious 
ringings, which wo liavo hitherto as¬ 
cribed to carelossncss on the part of 
operators; hut Mr. Dottle’s letter opens 
up a now world of possibilities. The 
Daily Mandate is to bo congratulated 
on the prorninonco it has given to the 
subject, which has already had the 
effect of sending Tromboni shares up 
several points." 

Mr. G. Shatrburn: “It is an insult 
to Creation to assumo that ours is the 
only populated planet. Of courso Saturn 
is inhabited, but, unlike our own world, 
by peoplo of intelligence. In the mutter 
of mental advancement Saturn can 
make rings round tho earth. All tho 
samo I don’t for ono moment suppose 
that Mr. Dottle knows what ho’s talk¬ 
ing about.” 

The Postmasteii-Genepal : “Noth¬ 
ing is known in tho Department under 
my control of tolophono calls having 
.been received from Saturn or tho neigh¬ 
bourhood. 1 do not proposo for tho pre¬ 
sent to take any stops in tho matter.” 

The Loud Mayor : “Saturn is a long 
way off.” ' 

hi. 

[Extract from leading article.) 

“. . . Again wo ask, ‘What is the 
Cl ovornmont doing ? ’ For sovoial days 
now our columns have been ringing 
with tho world-wide acclamation of this 
stupendous discovery, beside tho poten¬ 
tialities of which tho W'ildest offorts 
of imaginative literature are reduced to 
pallid and uninspired commonplaces. 
Even so cautious a scientist as Sir 
Potiphar Shucks has declared that tho 
idea of Saturn being inhabited is one 
that ‘ should not lightly he set aside,’ 
and has announced his conviction 
that undor favourable conditions com¬ 
munication with that planet should 
in tho near future become ‘an accom¬ 
plished fact.’ Other eminent leaders of 
thought and action, including Signor 
Tromboni, are evon more enthusiastic 
in their reception of tho great theory 
first given to the world by Mr. Diogenes 
Dottle in a letter to The Daily Mandate. 
But the Postmasteb-Geneual is con¬ 
tent to treat the question with the airy 
scepticism and obstructive complacency 
that have reudored tho London Tolo¬ 
phono service a byword of inefficiency, 
and refuses oven to make a grant in 
aid of the work of investigation. 

“ In these circumstances the pro¬ 
prietors of The Daily Mandate have 



much pleasure in announcing that 
they will pay tho sum of (on thousand 
pounds to the first man, woman or 
child in tho British Empire who can 
produce evidence of having received 
an intelligiblo telephonic mossage from 
Saturn, and a further sum of one hun¬ 
dred thousand pounds to tho first per¬ 
son to send a message to that planet 
and recoivo a clear reply. Tho servicos 
of a Board of distinguished experts are 
being engaged for tho purpose of test¬ 
ing and adjudicating all claims. 

“Meanwhile the Postmaster- Gex- 
eral must go." 


11 It may safely be said that (hero ure more 
millionaire.-, to tho si|niiro yard in lliailfoid 
than m anv other city in the country, not 
even excepting London or New York." 

Daily Paper. 

Tho news that Britain has annexed tho 
Enitod Statos will comfort those who 
thought it was tho other way about. 

"Tho incessant singing of a crickot in a 
London church compelled the preacher to 
shorten his sermon.” 

The Child) ms Xonqxiper. 

We may now r oxpoct increased enthu¬ 
siasm for the “ Sunday Cricket ” move¬ 
ment. 
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A VERMIN OFFENSIVE. 

There was a faint scuffling sound 
behind tiio wainscot. 

"There it is agaiit,’’ said Arainintn. 

“ Not a doubt of it," 1 replied, turn¬ 
ing pale. 

Thrusting on my hat I rushed up the 
Hill to the Town Hall and asked to see 
the Clerk of the Borough Council 
immediately. 

" I linvo reason to suspect," I said in 
a hoarse low whisper, as soon as l was 
shown into the man's presence, “ that 
our premises aro in imminent danger 
of being infested. Counsel me as to 
what I should do.” 

“ It is your duty as a good citizen to 
take such steps as may from time to 
time he necessary and reasonably prac¬ 
ticable to destroy the vermin,” ho said 
in a rather weary and mechanical tono. 

“ I hope I am not one to take my 
civic dutios lightly,” 1 repliod with 
some hauteur, “ but obsorvo that i 
merely said I had reason to suspect 
the imminence of the peril. I should 
like to know the legal definition of in- 
festmont, if you please. 1 cannot de¬ 
finitely say that house-breaking has 
taken placo as yet. 1 do not know that 
thoro has oven been petty larceny. 
There may have been merely loitering 
with felonious intent.” 

“ What is tho size of your premises ? ” 
he inquired. 

“ It is more a mossuago than a pro¬ 
mises,” I explained. “ About twelve 
feet by ton, I should say—speaking 
without the lease.” 

" And how many vermin do you ex¬ 
pect it to ho about to harbour? ” 

" None have actually liovo in sight 
at present,” I said reassuringly, •* but 
thoro is a sound of ono in the offing— 
in the wainscoting, J mean.” 

“ In a residence of your size I should 
say that a single mouse would consti¬ 
tute infestation within the meaning of 
tho Act, so soon as it forces an ingress. 
It will then ho your bounden duty to 
domolish it. How about purchasing a 
trap?” 

“ You aro suro that is bettor than 
hiding behind the arras and hitting it 
over the head with a polo-axe? ” I in¬ 
quired anxiously, " or proffering it a 
how! of poisonod wino ? ” 

"Poison is no longer supplied free,” 
he answered coldly, and I wont out. 

Very luckily, as I hastened up tho 
hill, I had observed a building with tho 
words, “ Job Masters. Traps for Hire,” 
written upon a wooden board. I went 
inside and found an elderly man sitting 
at a desk in a small office. He looked 
extremely patient. “Are you Job?" 
I asked breathlessly. “I have come 
to buy a mouse-trap.” 


Appearances, of course, are quite 
often deceptive. Thoy were in this 
case. Tho elderly man was very much 
annoyed. When he had explained 
matters forcibly to mo I went on down 
the hill and entered an ironmonger’s. 

"1 wish to buy a trap, to catch a 
mouse," 1 said to tho assistant behind 
tho counter. 

“Certainly, Sir. What size?” said 
tho lad politely. 

“ Small to medium,” I replied, rather 
baffled. “ It has ouly a modium-sizod 
scratch.” 

lie showed me a peculiar apparatus 
made of wire and wood containing 
apparently a vestibule, two reception 
rooms, stairca30 and first-floor lobby, 
with an open window ami a diving- 
board. Underneath tho window was 
a small swimming tank. 

“ I don’t want a hydropathic exactly,” 
I explained. " I propose to exterminate 
this rodent, not to foster longevity in 
it. How doos it work ? ” 

no pointed out that, after examin¬ 
ing the various apartments, the animal 
would ho allured by the fragrance of 
a small portion of chooso plaeed above 
tho diving - board ; overbalancing, it' 
would then bo projected into the water, 
where it would infallibly drown. “It 
is a thoroughly humane instrument,” 
he assured mo, " and used in the best 
’onies.” 

I bought it and went on to a chooso 
foundry. Araminta was rather scornful 
of the sanatorium whou I came home 
with it aud set it, loaded and trained, 
on tho dining-room floor; but thochild- 
„ren were delighted. It ranked only a 
littlo lower than the pantomime, and if 
only wo could liavo socurod an outsido 
visitor to it I behove that it would 
have defeated the Zoo. To visit it with, 
a sort of wistful hope became tho prin¬ 
cipal treat of tho day. But, alas, the 
mansion remained untenauted. Some¬ 
times during a lull in conversation wo 
would hear tho faint scuffling again, but 
after about six days I became convinced, 
by kneoling down and placing my ear 
to tho carpot like an Jndiau, that tho 
noise was even fainter than it hud boon 
at first. A torrible suspicion seized me. 
1 dashed out and rang the bell of tho 
Hat next door. 

" It is just as I feared,” I said to 
Araminta on returning a few moments 
later. “ We are not going to be infested 
after all. The vermin has been sighted 
in No. 140b.” 

" Wo-must make the best of it,” she 
said,trying to speakebeerfully," though 
it is hard on the children, poor dears.” 

“ I wasn’t thinking of the children,” 
I replied bitterly ; “ I was thinking of 
the expense. If we had been living 
in a house instead of a fiat we could 


at leust have deducted it from the 
rates." 

I sat down and made out a bill as 
follows to the Clerk of the Borough 
Council, heading it:— 

On Account of Spurious Infestment. 

To ono Mouse Institute and j. d . 

Aquarium .... 56 

„ Cheese. 0 6 

„ Labour at 2/6 por hour . 0 71 

Total .... 6 71 

The man replied coldly that the 
householder was responsible for all 
expenditure incurred in precaution¬ 
ary measures and that the Council 
was in no way liable for the costs 
resulting from an offensive that failed 
to materialize. Ho ended with the 
rather rude postscript, " What kind 
of clieose did you use? ” 

Tliis was a bit sickening. However, by 
threatening to lay information against 
him, I have at last succeeded in inducing 
tho occupier of 140b to take over the 
abattoir at a very satisfactory valuation. 
It was between that and buying bis 
mouse. Evoe. 


TWO NIGHTMARES. 
[Dreamed after reading in a daily paper 
that "any style of dress that lessens 
one's self-confidence should be tabooed ” 

I mw FXr.Eii from the Sussex bills 
With confidence tlivmo, 

Full of tho conscious power that thrills 
My heart when life is mine, 

And strode to Lady Fancy Frills 
With whom I was to dine. 

Her guests had come from Clubs and 
Courts 

And Halls of wealthy .Tows ; 

As they surveyed my running shorts 
I felt my courage oozo, 

Whilo conscious power, grown out of 
sorts, 

Leaked through my canvas shoes. 

$ $ -f 

Then I re-travelled South by West 
Inflated with a joy 
Which in the suit 1 called my best 
No buffet could destroy; 

I may remark I ’d come full-dressed 
From lunch at the Savoy. 

But when tho hills began to shout 
1 coloured to tho roots, 

Aud when the valloys cried, “ Get out 1 ” 
To the last word in suits, 

My joy, displaced by sudden doubt, 
Leaked through my spatted boots. 


Of the mysterious Maroonigrtuns:— 
“ They may bo the effort of sentiment beings 
in somo neighbouring planet to communioate 
with us ."—Evening Paper. 

Can we have broken in on a conversa¬ 
tion between Venus and Mars ? 
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A CONFLICT OF EMOTIONS. 

(With the British Army in France.) 

“ I’ve seen metiers at New York pio- 
foiindrics and stew-specialists on North 
Sea trawlers,” said l’orcival severely, 
11 but 1 never realised how monoton¬ 
ous fooding could ho till f got into a 
Mess controlled by Binnio.” 

Binnio pulled his pipe severely, lioing 
of tlio tough fibre which enables Moss 
Presidents to endure. Frederick, who 
had been silent, rose from his soat, 
heaved a distressing sigh and left the 
room. 

*'There's the moral that adorns the 


throes of a spasm of melancholy. Por- 
cival entored and narrowly escaped 
being drawn into the, vortex of a par¬ 
ticularly powerful inspiration. 

“Freddy, old pard,” ho said kindly, 
"why so iristc ? If the troublo's finan¬ 
cial, my choque-book is unreservedly at 
your service. Havin’ no balanco at the 
bank 1 'vo no uso for it myself." 

“ It's not that—at least not worso 
than usual," groaned Frederick. 

“ Thou toll mo all about it.” 

“ It’s a long story,” commenced 
F rcderick. 

“ Let mo off with a synopsis,” inter¬ 
rupted Porcival. 


“ I can’t. It baffled description. 
Well, they drifted apart; but often 
afterwards, when that young laddy was 
studying his Manual of Military Law 
in his lonely dug-out, the imago of 
Bistor Carruthers glowed on the printed 
page. But I never met her again until 
tho other day, whon I was having a 
gentle toddle round Quolquepart and 
saw her gliding along tho quay. Some¬ 
thing gripped me by tho heart; I took 
my courage in both bands and spoke 
to her. 

“ ‘ Don’t, you remember me, Sister ?' 
I said. ' It was you who nursed me in 
No. 99 General.’ 
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speaking to me to-day is to return the 
thermomotor ? ’ she said primly. 

•' Tliat’s where I took the full count,” 
continued Frederick, sadly. “If I 
could have produced any old thing in 
the thermometer lino my bona Jitlrs 
would have been established an’ I could 
have gono ahead like cotton-mill shares. 
' Instead of which,’ she'd said Good-day 
and gone while I was thinkin’ out 
explanations. Since that time I've been 
parading Quelqucpart simply bristling 
with thermometers, but I’ve never met 
her again.” 

“ The old Army fault of unprepared¬ 
ness,” remarked Percival. “ You ought 
to go to hospital.” 

“Don't bo juvonile! What- have 
hospitals to do with heartache ? ” 

“ Everything, if you go to the right 
one—the one vvhero your ministering 
angel ininistratos, for instanco.” 

" Peroival, old ace,” said Frederick, 
with admiration, “ you '11 rank among 
the world’s groat thinkers yet. Turn 
on the current again and tell me what 
is my complaint.” 

“ Digestive trouble,” said Percival 
promptly. “ There 'b already boen 
rumours about, and you ’ll be doing a 
public service by' going to dock with 
dyspepsia. Binnie will bo so stricken 


by romorse that ho ’ll at once start 
providing the Mess with docent food.” 

“ Then for your sakes I ’ll rehearso 
the symptoms. But my curse will ho 
on your head if I get to tho wrong 
hospital.” 

It was unfortunate tliat tho M.O. 
was in an unsympathetic mood next 
morning. Ho thumped Frederick on 
tho lower chest and pooh-poohed the 
idea of hospital. “ All you want is a 
few of these tablets,” lie said, "and 
you ’ll bo fit as nails in a day or two.” 

Frederick crawled away dispiritedly 
to confide in Percival. That sapient 
youth counselled perseverance. 

“ You must go right off your feed,” 
ho said. “ Let tho doc. see you feebly 
pocking and lie ’ll soon get alarmed. 
In the nieantimo I’m off to give Binnie 
critical accounts of your appotito and 
send hitn to market right away.” 

Only a burning passion and stealthy 
bars of chocolate could have susluinod 
Frederick through tho noxt few days. 
To sit down to breakfast with a healthy 
appetite and refuse his’ egg and rasher 
put the biggest possible strain on his 
coustanoy. His task was made doubly 
difficult by the scheming of Percival, 
who was constantly inciting Binnie to 
procure fresh delicacies. 


“You've crocked poor Freddy, ho 
said; “and there will be others going 
tiie samo way if you don’t improve 
tho messing. Now I saw some nico 
plump chickens to-day in tho . . .” 

Tlius harried, that evening Binnio 
provided a dinner that almost reduced 
Frederick to breaking-point. Only tho 
fact that tho M.O. was sitting opposite 
gave him strength to refuse tho soup 
and fish, to trifle with tho chicken and 
turn wearily from the sweet. As the 
savoury was being served he caught a 
scrap of conversation across tho table. 

"... to tho boat to see her off for 
demob.," the M.O. was saying to the 
Padre. “Jolly nico girl—Jim Cami- 
thers’ daughter, you know.” 

Frederick pricked up his oars. 

“ l remember,” said the Padre. “ She 
used lo he at 99 General.” 

There, was no doubt who was tho girl 
referred to. Frederick sat hack in his 
chair with a heavy sense of disappoint¬ 
ment and loss. Ho felt acutely sorry 
for himself. But presently above the 
pain in his heart there arose a stronger 
and more compelling feeling. 

“Corporal,” ho said, “1 think after 
all I 'll try one of those crab patties. 
Or you might tell the waiter to bring 
ill tiro." 
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PICTURES. 

“ Som-e likes picture o’ women ” (said Bill) “ an’ some likes 
■’orses best," - . • 

As lie fitted a pair of fancy shackles on to his old sea-chest; 

“ But I likes 'picture o’ ships ” (said ho), “ an’ you can keep 
tho rost. 

“ An’ if I was a ruddy millionaire with dollars to burn that 
way, 

Instead of a dead-broke sailorman as never savos bis pay, 

IM go to Bomo liig paintin' guy, an’ this is what I’d say :— 

'“Paint me The Cutty Sark’ (I’d say) ‘or tho old Ther- 
mnpylte, "■ • ' ■ 

Or The Star of Peace as I sailed in once in my young days 
at sea, 

Shipshapo an’ Blackwall fashion loo, as a clipper ought 
to be. 

“ ‘ An’ you might do 'er outward bound, with a sky full o' 
clouds, 

An' the tug just droppin’ astern an’ gulls fiyin’ in crowds, 

An’ tho decks shiny-wet with rain an’ th* wind shirkin' the 
shrouds. 

“ ‘ Or else racin’ up-Channel with a sou’-woster Mowin', 

Stuns’ls set aloft and alow an’ a hoist o' flags showin’, 

An’ a white bone between her teeth, so’s you can see slio’s 
goin’. 

“ ‘ Or you might do 'er off Cape Stiff in tho 'igh latitudes 
yonder, 


With her main-deck a smother of white an’ her lee-rail 
dipping under, 

And tho big greyboards drivin’ by an’ hreakin’ aboard like 
■ thunder. 

“.‘Or I’d like old Tuskar somewhere around—-or Sydney 
'eads, maybe, 

Or Bar.Light, or tho Tail o’ tho Bank, or a glimp o' Circular 
Quay, • 

Or a junk or two, if she's tradin’ East, to show it's the 
China Sea. 

“ ‘ Nor I don’t want no dabs o’ paint as you can't toll what 
they are, 

Whether thoy ’re shudders or follers’ faces or blocks or blobs 
o’ tar, 

But I want gear as looks like gear an’ a spar that's like a 
spar. 

“ ‘ An' I don’t care if it's North or South, tho Trades or 
tho China Sea, 

Shortened down or everythin’ set, close-hauled or runnin' 
free ; 

You paint mo a ship as is like a ship an' that ’ll do for mo.’ ” 

C. F. S. 

Egyptian Darkness. 

“ Several letters havo appeared in tlio nativo Tress in some of which 

they ask Minindiroct way, as they have done, but in a indirect way 

they havo done but in a clear clear manner which ennnot be inter¬ 
preted two ways .”—Egyptian Gazette. 

Or, so far as we are concerned, oven one way. 
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“Ann THEY HIRING THE DAY, Sin?” "NO.” 

“Ah, weed, just bide a wee. They aye tak hkht in the good of the evening.” 


PETER AND JUDY. 

Except for the fact that they had 
different sets of parents and vvero born 
kouio hundred miles apart, Potcr and 
Judy are practically twins. Conse¬ 
quently, after an interval of three 
months, strenuous ofi'orts were made 
by the two young mothers to bring 
about a proper introduction botwoon 
the two wonders. 

Tho occasion was to bo one of great 
importance, for it was Judy’s vory first 
tea-party, marking, as it were, tho 
dawn of her social caroor. For days 
the post-office wrestled with the corre¬ 
spondence necessary to bring about the 
meeting. The mothers, both in person 
and by proxy, had scoured the precincts 
of Kensington and Oxford Street re¬ 
spectively for the, noccssary adorn¬ 
ments to do their offspring justice, 
changing their minds so often that 
the assistants came to tako as much 
interest in the party as if they were 
going to it tbemsolvos. 

And yet, when the groat moment 
arrived and the strong silent man was 
borne iuto tho room, round-eyed and 
expectant, be found liis hostess al¬ 
ready tired out with her first tea-party 
and fast asleop. He could" scarcely 


believe his eyes; nor could Judy’s scan¬ 
dalised father. 

Peter was vory good about, it. He 
bore this chilly reception stoically, 
deprecating any desire to wako the 
sleeping boauty—deprecating, in fact, 
any interest in her or her cot whatso¬ 
ever. Ignoring tho efforts of the Big 
People to fix his attention by pointing 
him directly at tho main object of the 
tea-party (they should have known 
that babies like looking tho other way 
always) ho remained passively inter¬ 
ested in a fascinating brass knob, tho 
while getting his gloves into a satisfac¬ 
tory stato of succulence before the Big 
Peoplo should take it on themselves to 
removo them. 

At last bis pationco is rewarded. Tho 
hostess, sighing sleepily, is beginning 
to show signs of realising her respon¬ 
sibilities. Two immense arms, two 
enormous fistfuls of fingers gather her 
up and she is borne through tho air 
triumphantly .. , Peter and Judy are 
introduced. 

I doubt whether any two people in 
this world ever displayed greater in¬ 
difference. Solemnly they turn their 
eyes upon every other object in the 
room except each other. It is not 
until the: number of permutations in I 


which two people can look at every¬ 
thing is exhausted mathematically that 
their eyes meet at last. 

Then they cut oach other dead. 

* * $ * * 

Side by side they rcelino on tho 
couch. Judy, pouting witli sleep, is 
buffeting her face with her little white 
boxing-gloves, while Peter stares fas¬ 
cinated at the fire, quito sure that social 
functions are not in his lino. “ O-o ! ” 
With -only three months’ experience, 
Judy has not yet attained comple’.o 
mastery of tho art of manipulating 
difficult things like limbs. Inadvert¬ 
ently, and in excess of zeal to kick 
higher than any other baby, she has 
lauded out a beautiful backhander and 
caught Peter hard in the tummy. 
Peter’s eyes open wide. Creases appear 
on his face and widen. A cavern opens 
and a roar follows:—■ 

“ Ya- o-o t ” 

“ Hullo I ” (Judy looks up in amaze¬ 
ment, for there is only one noise in the 
house like that, and she has the sole 
rights of it). “ Hullo, is that me ? I 
didn’t know I was doing it ”—(the roars 
from Peter continue)—“ but I suppose I 
am. I must be. Let's have a lot mare 
of this very good noise 1 am making— 
Ya-o-o!” 
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The duet produces a crescendo as¬ 
tounding to them both, for there hus 
never been a noise so wonderful as this 
in all their experience. Then to Judy 
a very strange thing happens. Sho 
pauses for breath, but the noise goes 
on. “This is amassing—how do I do 
it?..." 

> She joins in again—and then Peter 
stops. He too is puzzled vaguely. How¬ 
ever, bother introspection, the concert 
procoeds, both artists doing their level 
best. Now one of them pauses, now 
the other, and at length serious doubts 
begin to creep in. There is something 
queer afoot—something . . . 

The matter resolves itself. Turning 
suddenly they behold each other, both 
yelling splendidly. Amazement! Cavern 
confronts cavern! Face to face thoy 
roar their hardest, demanding the rea¬ 
son for this strange phenomenon, ‘.‘this 
other me who does when I don’t.” 

They pauso — their mouths remain 
agape. Slowly they close and smiles 
succeed. Joy! A reasonable -sized faoe 
at last. What a relief after the enor¬ 
mous faces, the great mouths, the Cy- 
ranese noses of the Big 1‘cople who are 
wont to come and peer. Here at last 
is a truo face, a face that —no, they 
both agree not to dwell unduly on the 
discovery. 

Indifferent to each other once again 
thoy regard the special objects ol their 
attention, their hands waving gently in 
tho air, seeking the fairies that babies' 
hands are always trying to catch. 

JIa! their bands base met. 

“ JIoo 1 It’s a reasonable hand. It's 
got proper fingers, not stumps of 
bananas.” 

“Moreover,” says Peter politely, “if 
you care to take advantage of my offer 
you will find that it is properly mois¬ 
tened, succulent, and suit able to a baby's 
taste. You needn’t mind; I prepared 
it myself.” 

“ Coo 1 Gool-gur! ” All is peaco and 
chuckles, liond-iu-haud they survey 
their mothers. “ Oar'mothers, yours— 
mine. Ha, ha—he, he—goo! ” 

The inner thoughts of tho two babies 
may he hiddon from mo (I accept the 
punishment), but 1 know — 1 know 
what the two mothers arc thinking of. 
Twenty years honce, a paragraph in 

The 'Tunes: “Peter—Judy-’’ Oh, 

you fatuous mothers 1 L. 

“Public interest remains unabated in the 
remarkable occurrences at the poultry-house 
farm at Brickondon, where spirit rappings in 
the morse code have been board for weeks 
past . . . One question put to the spirit last 
night wag ‘How many peoplo are outside?’ 
And the reply was ‘Uorty,’ which proved to 
be oorrect.”— Liverpool Paper. 

And possibly furnishes some clue to the 
identity of the spirit concerned. 



MORE INTENSIVE PRODUCTION. 

Whkn first I learned to play tho fool 
In various (unaccepted) verses 

There was, 1 found, one golden rule 
l<’or poets who would lino their purser. 

“ If ye,” it ran, “ to wealtli would mount, 
for silk attire would chango your 
tatters, 

Mero quantity will never count; 
Quality is the thing that matters.” 

Broadly this precept, too, was laid 
On grosser forms of human labour; 

Iv.f/., on Jones’s antique trade, 

Or Brown, the sausage-man, his 
neighbour; 

Until of lato, throughout a land 
Reeling from strikes and “ recon¬ 
struction," 

A cry was hoard on every hand, 

A clamour for "Increased Produc¬ 
tion." 


“ ‘ Ob, tn he in England no.v that Noel's near.' 
So, one might aihiptoneof Kipling's lines.'' 

Indian Paper. 

What do thoy know of Bkownino who 
only Kipling know? 

“L.ADV wishes to travel ill exquisite lingerie." 

Jknljl 1‘iijvr. 

By all means; hut why should sho ho 
content to wear an inferior quality when 
she is stationary ? 
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AT THE PLAY. 

“Mb. Todd's Experiment." 

A new terror—or else a new attrac¬ 
tion—lias been added to tlio British 
Drama. Mr. Walter IIackktt has 
brought tlie scout of tlio cinema across 
tlio footlights. When ho wants to 
inform you of certain episodos in the 
boro’s past career, or let you know 
what be is doing when he is out of 
sight, ho throws tlio main stage into 
darkness and lights up a smaller one 
on which ho gives you as many as six 
little tabloid plays within tlio play. 

Such a scliomo has its obvious con¬ 
veniences for the playwright, and should 
greatly simplify tlio difficulties of stago- 
craft. Those introductory statements 
which are required to explain the open¬ 
ing conditions and ncod such adroit 
handling will no longer ho necessary. 
You just put everybody wise by a 
series of tableaux pari ants. No longer 
need the author worry about the best 
way of convoying to his audience tho 
details of any action that takes place 
off the slago; ho just turns on a play- 
lot and there it is. Altogether, with a 
couple of tho unities disposod of, ho 
ought to liavo a much easier timo. 

On tho other hand ho is going to 
havo Iroublo with his principal stage 
and put his actors to tho iuconvonienco 
of playing in a painfully congested 
area. Thus, in Mr. Todd’s Experiment, 
the permanent scene was the hall of a 
houso, with a largo tapestry occupying 
moro than half of the wall. Lurking 
behind this tapestry was tho stage for 
the tabloids, and the general company 
had to crowd themselves into tho re¬ 
mainder or wander forlornly about in 
the spaco in front of the tapestry. 
The playlets again are almost hound 
to bo just concentrated opisodos, pro¬ 
bably elemental in theme and certainly 
elementary in treatment. 

The excusos for their interpolation in 
Mr.Todd's Experiment wero not marked 
by a very groat subtlety. There was 
really none for tho lirst throe, which 
simply reliovod Mr. Todd of the te¬ 
dious recital of tho boro's disillusion- 
ments in love. The noxt two wore 
introduced by way of illustrating his 
alleged gilt of clairvoyance; and the 
last served frankly to fill in tho inter¬ 
val while tho rest of the company was 
away at dinner. Tho genoral effect of 
all these dosultory littlo Guignols was 
porhaps rather cheap, and not very com¬ 
plimentary to the intelligence of those 
of us who had outgrown a childish 
penchant for peep-shows. 

Mr. Todd's Experiment (for I havo 
spoken only of Mr. Hackktt’s) was to 
restore a blase, and valetudinarian 
young man of thirty to a proper state 


of energy by recalling tho memories 
of his past loves and so reviving in 
him a desire to stand well in the eyes 
of tho sex. For this purpose he pro¬ 
duces (1) a hunch of wood-violets to 
suggost (through tho nose) tho environ¬ 
ment of his first passion ; (2) a specially- 
tipped brand of cigarettes to revive 
(through tho mouth) tho sentiment of 
his second; and a gramophone record 
to recover (through tlio ear) the asso¬ 
ciations of his third. 

Rowell does ho succeed that tho boro 
pulls himself together, shaves off his 
hoard, becomes our Owen Narks again, 
and sallies forth, habited for conquest, 
to pay calls on all tho threo. From all 



Willoughby Todd (Mr. IIoi.vix Units). 
“ JlK YOL'H OLD TKCE BULK. MAKE Till: 
WlUIKX ADORE YOU.” 

Arthur John Carrington (Mr. On es Masks). 
“YOCll ADVICE IS GOOD. I WILL NOW TAKE 
OFF MY 1IEAUD AND BE OWEN NaIIES ONCE 
MOBK.” 

the three he retires disillusioned, having 
found them as egoistic as himself, and 
in tho end finds solaco rather shame¬ 
lessly, in the love of a devoted slavo 
who might havo been his for tho taking 
any time iu the last sovcral years. 

The matter was pleasant enough, but 
its interest must, 1 think, have left us 
indifferent if it had not beou for tho di¬ 
version afforded by the playlets. While 
tho idoa was original, tlio presenta¬ 
tion of it seemed to have a touch of 
amatourishness, though 1 would not go 
so far as to agree with tho old fogey, 
played hy Mr. Fred Kkiir, who pro¬ 
nounced the scheme to he “ all Tommy 
rot." With the exception of one char¬ 
acter- - the dovotod slave—tho lightness 
of tho dialogue, mildly cynical, was duo 
not so much to its wit as to tho absence 
qf ponderable stuff. The easy trick, so 
popular with the modern playwright, 


of letting the audience down in tho 
middle of a serious situation was illus¬ 
trated by the hero when, being in deadly 
earnest, he tells every woman in turn 
that she is the only woman ho has over 
loved. 

An Mr. Todd, Mr. Holman Clark was 
as fresh as he always is; hut Mr. Owen 
Narks could hardly hopo to satisfy the 
exigent demands of adoration in the 
part of young Carrington. Who, indeed, 
could sustain his reputation as a figure 
of romanco when addressed as “ Arthur- 
John ” ? Mr. Fhkd Kerb, who played 
Martin Carrington, tho cantankerous 
uncle, cannot help being workmanliko; 
hut he was asked to repoat himself too 
much. Tho best performance was that 
of Miss Marion Lohnk, in the parL 
of the hero’s one dovout lover, Fancy 
1‘lupps ; lier quiet sense of humour, 
salted with a slight American tang, kept 
tlio whole play together, O. 8. 

“Tea 1-ou Three.” 

Play wi iglit Mr. Koi Cooper-Meciruk, 
and principal players Miss Fay Comp¬ 
ton, tho wile; Mr. Stanley Logan, tho 
friend, and Mr. A. 35. Matthews, the 
husband, made a first-vato thing of 
two-thirds of Tea for Three. 

The wife is without blomish phy¬ 
sically or morally. Tho husband is 
faithful with a single-minded fidelity 
in thought, word and doed that looks 
(and, I am assured by equally innocont 
victims, is) positively deadly. The 
friend “frits and flutters” about in a 
distinctly casual, not to say poly¬ 
gamous, mood, but has one sacred 
placo in his untidy heart iu which the 
wife is enshrined. He can manage 
to sustain life so long as lie may como 
to triangular tea on Thursdays. But 
tiie faithful husband puts his foot on 
that. 

Hence tho stolen lunch for two with 
which tho play opens. Philosophy there 
is, and very good philosophy too, from 
the fluttorcr and fritter, and such love- 
making as evory virtuous woman (at 
heart a minx) allows. Sho is sorry, 
doubtless, for the suffering she causes, 
hut (this is my gloss, not, I think, the 
author's) is really enjoying it like any¬ 
thing and taking jolly good care to look 
her best. Then follow little lies and 
as little and us needless and quite in¬ 
nocent indiscretions; and the joalous 
husband on the rampago. 

All this excellently put together, 
seasoned with wisdom and wit and 
most capably played ; Mias Fay Comp¬ 
ton, admirable example of a pretty 
actress who won’t let herself be cap¬ 
tured hy stage tricks, making every¬ 
thing explicable excopt her continued 
love for her intolerable bore (and Turk) 
of a husband; Mr. A. E. Matthews 
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handling a desperately unsympathetic 
part, which was already boginning to 
look impossible, with great adroitness; 
and Mr. Stanley Logan, though badly 
hampered by a shocking cold and 
fighting a coughing audience, carrying 
the bulk of the good talk and lifting it 
gently over the few difficult places with 
a brilliant and well-concealod art. 

Thus till towards the end of the 
Second Act. Then a bad, a very bad, 
fairy stuffed into Mr. Megrue’s head 
the idea of the suicide lottory. The in¬ 
furiated husband, finding his wife in 
her friend’s room at 7 i\m. (fright¬ 
fully improper hour), sternly offers his 
bowler (or Derby) hat, in which are two 
cards. The onn marked with a cross 
is drawn by the liutterer and moans 
that ho is for it. Ho is to kill himself 
within twenty-four hours . . . And 
all this with porfoct seriousness. 

You will sco how the Third Act of a 
comedy which bad tied itself in this kind 
of a knot simply could not bo played. 
The author had completely sacrificed 
plausibility, and it was not uninterest¬ 
ing to see him twisting and turning, 
hedging and bluffing to save it; and a 
little uncomfortable to noto the convic¬ 
tion oozing away out of tho performers. 

. . . Queer also that it isn’t more 
generally recognised that to come to 
tho thoatre with a loud persistent cough 
is a form of premeditated robbery with 
violenco. -.... T. 

A NEW LEAGUE OF NATIONS. 

The latest development in connec¬ 
tion with tho International brother¬ 
hood movement is the establishment 
of a College of Correct Cosmopolitan 
Pronunciation. Tho need of such an 
institution has long been clamant, and 
tho visit of tho Ukrainian choir has 
brought matters to a crisis. At their 
concert last week several strong women 
wept like men at their inability to pro¬ 
nounce tho title of one of the most 
beautiful itoms on the programme— 
“ Shtchedryk.” Again, as Mr. Smiixie 
must have bittorly reffected, how can 
we possibly render justice to the 
cause of Bolshevism so long as we aro 
unable to pronounce tho names of its 
leaders correctly ? The same remark 
applies to the Russian Ballet; the 
Yugo-91av handbell-ringers; the vege¬ 
tarian Indian-club swingers from the 
Karakoram Himalayas; tho polyphonic 
gong-players from North Borneo; the 
synthetic quarter-tone quartette from 
8an Domingo; tho anthropophagous 
back-chat comedians from the Solomon 
Islands ; not to mention a host of other 
interesting companies, troupes, corro- 
borees and pow-wows which are now 
in'oar midst for the purpose of cement¬ 
ing the confraternity of nations. 





Suitable premises for the College have 
been secured in tho heart of Mayfair 
and a competent staff of instructors has 
already beon appointed, who, with tho 
aid of gramophones, will be able to train 
the students to perfection in tho requi¬ 
site command of the most explosive 
gutturals, labials and sibilants. Doctor 
Prtnkeivitchsvtnshchitzky will bo tho 
director of the College; Dr. Seton 
Watson and Mr. Wickham Steed have 
kindly undertaken to supervise the Yugo¬ 
slav section, and the list of patrons and 
patronesses includes the names of the 
Prince of Prinkipo; Madame Karsa¬ 
vina, so long a victim of the mispro¬ 
nunciation of her melodious surname; 
Dr. Douglas Hyde, the famous Irish 


scholar; Prcnk-Bih-Doda, the Albanian 
chieftain ; Sir IIauindkanath Tagore ; 
Lord Pakmook; Sir Thomas Beeciiam 
and tho Dowager Begum of Bhopal. 

Pegasus at Polo. 

"The following teams lrn\e entered for 
the Lahore I’olo Tournament:—4th Cavalry, 
17th Cavalry, 21st Lancers, .'lord Cavalry, 
39th .Central India Horse, Lahore, the Pot¬ 
hunters from Meerut, and tho Roval Air 
Horse from Delhi.” 

Civil and Military Gazelle. 

An Up-to-date Costume. 

“ For your evening dress l advise you simply 
to buy a piece of broad silver ribbon, pass it 
twice round tho waist and knot it at thu side, 
with a little bunch of berries and leaves caught 
into tho knot.”— Ladies' Paper. 
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REVOLT OF THE SUPER-GEORCIANS. 

Wild Scenes at a Meeting of 
Protest. 

An Indignation Mooting, to protest 
against the outrageous attacks levelled 
against Georgian writers and critics by 
Professor Noyes in his recent lecture at 
the Royal Institution and by Mr.'A. D. 
Godlev in an article in tho current 
Nineteenth Century, - was . hold - last 
Saturday evening at tbo Klaxqu Hall. 
The chair was' taken by -Mr. Edward 
Marsh, G.M.G., who was supported on 
tho platform by a compact bevy jof 
Georgian bards; but at an early stage 
of the mooting it bocamo apparcnt that 
a majority of those present in tho body 
of tho hall were extremists of violent 
type, and eventually, as will be soon, 
tiio proceedings ended in something 
approximating to a free fight. 

Mr. Marsh bogan by a frank confes¬ 
sion. lie had taken a First Class in 
the Cambridge Classical Tripos. But 
the days in which ho had been steeped 
to the lips in Latin and Greek were 
long past, never to return. For many 
years ho had not composod hexameters, 
elegiacs or iambics, lie had thrown 
in liis lot with insurgent youth, not as 
a competitor or rival, hut as an advo¬ 
cate, an admirer and an adviser. Indeed, 
if lie might vonture to say so, he some¬ 
times actod as a brake on the wheels 
of tho triumphal Chariot of Free Vorso'. 
Ho was not an adherent of tho fantas¬ 
tic movoment known as “ Dad a.” -He 
had no dosiro to abolish tho family, 
morality, logic, memory, archaeology, 
tho law and the prophets. A little 
madness was a splendid thing, but it 
must be methodic. Still, for tho rost 
ho was a Georgian, heart and soul, and 
it pained him whon nien who ought to 
know bettor raised tho standard of re¬ 
action and sought to discredit the 
achiovomonts of his prnUu/es. These 
attacks could not bo passed over in 
silonco, and the mooting had boon con¬ 
vened to consider how they should bo 
met, whether by a reasoned protost or 
by retaliation. 

Miss MossalinaStoot.wbo punctuated 
hor remarks with the clashing of a pair 
of cymbals, observed that as a thorough¬ 
going Dadaist she had no sympathy 
with tho half-hearted attitude of tho 
Chairman. It was a battle hot ween 
Dada and Gaga, and emphatically Dada 
must win. 

Mr. Mimram Slool, who accompanied 
himself" on the sarrusophone, endorsed 
the iconoclastic viows of his sister. 
The only poetry that counted was that 
which caused spinal chills and issued 
from husky haughty lips. The mean¬ 
ings of mediaeval molluscs were of no 
avail, though they might excite tho 


crustacean fossils of Oxford, the home 
of lost causes. 

Mr. Seumas O'Gambhaoil wished to 
protest against Mr. Noyes’ statement 
that there‘wore ton thousand Bol¬ 
shevist poets in our'midst: This was 
a "shameless underestimate of tho total, 
which was at least twice that figure. 
Mr. Godley's offence, however,' was' 
much worse, as he. was‘an Irishman, 
though of the self-expatriated type.to 
which Goldsmith and Moore belonged.' 
Tlie rost of Mr.'O’Gambhaoil’s speech 
was delivered in’i lrish, but ho was 
understood to advocate a repatriation 
of all Irish renegades to'ho ti'ied and 
dealt with by tho Binn Foin Republic.' 

Mr. Cavadoe Criunp'.applauded the 
sentiments of tho last'speaker, but "con¬ 
sidered that he avoided tho” real issue. 
Tho Chairman ha'd declared himself a 
Georgian, hut that was not enough. 
Tho worst onomies’ of Free Verse were 
to ho found in that camp. In technique 
and even iii thought there was little to 
choose between many so-called Georg¬ 
ians and tho most offete'and reaction¬ 
ary Victorians' llo alluded to the War 
poets, or rather tho “ Duration ” poets, 
most of whom were already hack- 
numbers." Between theso and tho Post¬ 
war poets, the true super-Goorgians or 
paulo’ : post-Georgians, it was necessary 
to mako a clean cut: To protost against 
Mossrs. Godley and Noyes was a mere 
waste of time and onergy. They might 
just as well protest against the exist¬ 
ence of • an extinct volcano or tho 
skeleton of the brontosaurus. Tho real 
danger to' bo*faced was tho intrinsic 
subjectivity of tho ‘early and inid- 
j Georgian poets, of whom tho Chairman 
had been so poworful and consistent a 
supporter. lie accordingly called for 
volunteers to storm the platform, and, 
a largo number having responded to 
his appeal, Mr. Marsh was dislodged 
from tho Chair after a gallant fight. 
A resolution of adhorence to tho prin¬ 
ciples of “ Dada ” having been passed by 
a large majority, the moeting broke up 
to tho strains of the famous song— 

a c ou o youyouyou ioouo 
youyouyou 

drrrrdrrrrdrrrrgiTrrgrrrn'gmTrrrr 
bong bong bong bang 

boumboum boumboum boumboum. 


“ Gentleman, Interested in Tattooing and 
largely covered, would liko to hear from other 
enthusiasts to compare notes.”— Times. 

Wo trust tho “ bare-back ” modo is not 
going to spread to the more modest sox. 

From a “ stores ” circular:— 

“This Week's Economy Offkiis, 
Honey in Sections, each 3/9, three for 14/0.” 
The economy consists, of course, in 
buying them one at a time. 
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WATER-BABIES. 

In a limbo of desolate waters, , 
In tlie void of a flood-stricken phtin, 
You will,find them—the sons ana tlie 
^ daughters ' - 

■ . Of tropical rain. 

For whon rivers are one with the .ocoan, 
Whcn the ricefields and roads are no 
•.more, • ; ' 

There’s a feeling of magic, a notion 
‘ * 1 Of fairyland loro; " 

And the babies of.Burma can rovol 
■ In a'nursery of whirlpool and slime', 
Where it thunders and rains liko tlie 
; devil • - : 

\ i For weoks at a time. 

Tlioy paddle their rafts through the 
■ junglo; 

They swim through a network of 
• leaves; . . . 

They clam hor with never a bungle 
■ , To dive from tho caves. 

’Tis an orgy of goblins, an imago 
* Of nudity fioutinglhb'flood,- 
Of shorn-headed brownies who scrim¬ 
mage ■ ■ • ; 

And splash in the mud. 

As wo row neath a tamarind, one 11. 

t Roll off with a gesture of fright, 
Bobbing up like a cork at our gunwale 
. And gurgliug delight. 

But never a stanza shall measure 
- Tho joy of that desporata crew 
Of four-yoar-olds scouring for treasure 
Astride a bamboo. 

Their fathors smoko, huddled in sorrow, 
Their mothers chew hotel and fret, 
And tbo pariahs howl for a morrow 
Which shall not be wot; 

The plovers wheel o’er them com¬ 
plaining, 

And it’s only the babies who pray 
That ,tho skies may ho raining and 
raining 

For over and ayo. J. M. S. 


Another Mesopotamian Scandal. 

“The commodious and fast ss. 40 will leave 
Basrah for Baghdad and all intermediate ports 
oil Saturday morning at 9 a.m. Passengers 
will embark at 10 a.m.” —Basrali Times. 


“END OF COTTON SUIT. 

UKAMATIC COIXAl'SK.” 

Daily Paper. 

We are moro than ever convinced of the 
superior wearing qualities of woollen. 


“ The Government of the Commonwealth of 
Australia agrees to tho admission on passport 
of Indian merchants, students, tourests, with 
thero irrespective wivos .”—Indian Paper. 

But ought any Government to en¬ 
courage this sort of thing ? 
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what embarrassing to a reviewer, for it has the theme of a 
great book with the manner of a trivial one. _ It is the 
history of a very much smaller nation, Ethuria, left de¬ 
spoiled and starving at tho end of a nine-years’ war, in which 
its great neighbours have used it as a battle-ground. 
Revolution begins, but a woman prophet steps in and 
switches it off in an unusual direction. The Ethurians 
perfect among themselves that fellowship which is the 
nice ideal behind many nasty manifestations in the real 
world, and, when next they are invaded by neighbouring 
nations anxious to use them as an excuse for belligerency, 
they resolutely stick to 
their guns (only the meta¬ 
phor is most unsuitable), 
refuse to find any cause 
of quarrel with their 
“ foreign brothers,” and 
finally persuade them to 
abandon tho ideals of war, 
so that peace on earth 
becomes a reality at last. 

Here is tho book’s themo; 
its working out allows for 
a boxing match between 
the President of Hygeia 
and the Foreign Secretary 
of Tritonia as tho mini¬ 
mum of hostilities; a 
wicked nowspaper lord, 
who pulls strings in both 
countries, and n faithful 
butler to the lloyal Family, 
who becomes assistant 
state nursemaid and cleans 
silver as a hobby. Though 
I quite agree with Miss 
Rvelyn Shari* and tho 
Ethurians that it is love 
that makes the world go 
round, I am not so sure 
that either hers or theirs is 
the best way of advocating 
thoir common cause. 


You may remember an 
original and striking book 
of papers about tho theatre 
under tho title of Buzz- 
Buzz. its author, James E. 

Agate, has now followed it 
with another, called, rather 
grimly, BesponsUtility 
(Richards). You will be 
absolutely correct in guessing that this is not a treatise on 
revue, being indeed an autobiographical novol of (I feel bound 
to add) precisely tho same calibro as, in the sister realm of 
drama, made the name of Manchester at one period a word 
of awe. Why do these young Mancunians recollect to such 
stupendous purposo? Here is Mr. Agate, with an intro¬ 
duction of forty-four pages, all about time and infinity, before 
ho can get his protagonist so much as started anywhere at all. 
It is a little like one of those demon-scenes out of the panto¬ 
mimes he describes so lovingly—“ Do so ! May safety and 
success attend on Crusoe." But of course the subsequent 
action is more responsible. 1 imagine Mr. Agate’s picture 
of young-man life in the Manchester of the nineties to be 
very much like the real thing. Relaxation was not wholly 
remote from it.. Cotton and commandments werh broken 
with equal facility. Also you may be impressed by the 


number of Germans in it. Finally, after telling us, some¬ 
times engagingly, sometimes verbosely, all he oaifremember 
about Lancashire, Mr. Agate brings bis hero to Town,' 
levers him along, year after year, and gets (almost on bis : 
last page) to his big situation. I won’t spoil it. Bespon -: 
sibility, which might better have been called " Garrulity,”: 
is a novel containing boredom and charm in about equal 
proportions; not to mention promise for the days when its * 
author has learned to discipline his too-ready pen. 

From the early part of 1915 until the end of 1917 Admiral 

Sir Reginald Bacon com¬ 
manded at Dover, and 
from the preface to The 
Dovci• Patrol (Hutchin¬ 
son) wo can gather that 
he is smarting under a 
considerable sense of in¬ 
justice and injury. Of 
tho merits of his case—he 
frankly describes his dis¬ 
missal as brutal—I do not 
pretend to judge, but can 
safely assume ' that the 
other side have something 
to say for thomselves, if 
thoy care to. Howoyer, 
you are not to suppose 
that this is a bitter book. 
Most generous ure the 
praisos which tho Admiral 
bostows upon his sub¬ 
ordinates; bis venom he 
reserves for just thechosen 
few who, no doubt, can 
bear it. Apart from per¬ 
sonal recriminations, of 
which some of us must bo 
moro than tired, these two 
portly volumos are of real 
historical valuo. You will 
find in them not only a 
record of actual achieve¬ 
ments, often carried out 
under desporately difficult 
conditions, but also of 
projects which for one 
reason or anothor were 
never fulfilled. “ Why 
don’t we try to land on 
the Belgian coast?” was 
a question our amateur 
strategists were never 
weary of asking. Well, here is their answer. Here, too, 
are countless photographs, charts, plans and diagrams—a 
really wonderful collection. Even if you are not in the 
least interested in Sir Reginald's grievances you will 
find him a writer who has a lot of useful things to say 
and knows how to say them. 


“The normal average amount of clothing required in a temperate 
climate such as ours is : One pound weight of clothing to every one 
stone weight of the body. . . Thus tho clothqs of a child weighing 
8" stones should bo 81b., and for a man or woman weighing 10 stones 
the clothes should weigh 101b. This is a definite statement; at any 
rato, disprove it who can.” 

Sir Jaukh Cautlie in “ The Daily Mail." 

We gave instructions to our Mathematical specialist to 
work out the figures, and his report is that be Sods them 
substantially correct. ~ . _ . . , '. . 
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CHARIVARIA. 

Writing in the Echo <lc Paris 
“Pertinax" asks Mr. Lloyd George 
to make some quite clear statomont re¬ 
garding his advice to electors. There is 
more imioconee in Paris than you might 
suppose. .. 

Professor Waller has dcnioostrated 
hy experiment that emotion can he 
measured. At the same time lie dis¬ 
couraged the man who asked for a 
couple of yards of Mr. Churchill’ s 
feelings when reading The Mornimj 
Vast. ... ... 

Sir Thomas Lipton’s challenge for 
the America Cup has hoen accepted hy 
the New York Yacht Cluh. It appears 
that neither Mr. Secretary Daniels nor 
“President” de Valera was consulted. 

Widespread alarm has been caused 
in Ijondon by the report that a certain 
famous artist has threatened to paint 
a Futurist picture of a typical O.B.E. 

A Dutch paper reminds us that the 
ox-Crown-Prince has taken a Berlin 
University degree. Wo can only sup¬ 
pose that nobody saw him take it. 

* * 

▼ 1 S' 

In the case of a will recently ad¬ 
mitted to probate it-was stated that the 
testator had disposed of over seven 


hundred thousand pounds in less than 
a hundred words, it is not expected 
that the Ministry of Munitions will take 
tliis lyiug down. . ; . ... 

It is said Unit unloss the new Un- 
omploymcnt Insurance is an improve¬ 
ment on tlio present rales quite a 
number of deserving people will be 
thrown into work. 

Much sympathy is felt for the 
burglars who broke into a house at 
Herne Hill last wed;. Unfortunately 
for them the grocer’s hill had been paid 
tho previous day. 

* 

Wo gather that, if Dempsey still 
refuses to come to London to tight 
Carpentieu, Mr. Cochran will arrange 
to take London out to him. 

Tho Lobby Correspondent of The 
Daily Exp-ess states thut it lias been 
suggested that tho Premier should take 
a long voyage round the world. Tl 
would be interesting to know whether 
tho proposal comes from England or 
the world. 

“Tho lionost man in Germany," says 
Herr Haase, “will not agree to hand 
over the Gorman oflicors to tho British.” 
We think it would be only fair if Ger¬ 
many would send us the name aud 
address of this honest mail. 


Leather is being used iu the new 
Spring suits, says a daily newspaper. 
Smith Minor informs us that ho always 
derivos greater protection from the use 
of a piece of stout tin. 

The collecting of moleskins has been 
forbidden hy the Belgian Government 
except in gardens. Lure tho beast into 
the straw berry lied by imitating the 
hark of the wild slug und the rest is 


mere spade-work. 

We understand that, there is some 
talk of Cord Fisher giving up work 
and retiring into politics. 

Matrimonial Economy. 

“Travelling ill a heeoiniiig suit of Coin'll 
liagen blue with lint to nmtoli the nowh weds 
left on the Duluth train ."—('aiiatlian I'njer. 

*• She looked as Kurvdieo when her enptor- 
Kmg earned her uuuv from earth and gave 
her instead the ijUecnship of Hell." 

“ ] kitty Mail ” FetiUlclini. 

Presumably Persopliono had secured a 
decree nisi. 

“These cowardly murders and attempted 
assassinations ale abhorrent to tho national 
mind, whatever its political \iews imi\ he, and 
it will net seek to exterminate in any way the 
position of those who have any share iu 
them.”— 1'rm-iin'ial 1‘aper. 

Wo still think extermination is the host 
thing for them. 
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A SELFLESS PARTY. 

[“They (tho electorate) know that we (the Labour Party) are not, 
and never will be, merely concerned in the interests of one particular 
class.”— Mr. Thosiau in “ The Sunday Times." 

"Nationalization was proposed not to gain increased wages for 
workers, but, in tho national interest. . . . They weru prepared to 
produce to the last ounce of their capacity to give to the nation and 
to humanity all the coal they required. If ho thought that this 
scheme ’was intended to or would give the miners an advantage at the 
expense of tho Stats' he would oppose it.”— Mr. Bm< r, m the House 
of Commons J 

Tiiol'ch Comrade Smu.t.ie keeps a privato passion . 

That yearns to see Sinn Fein upon its own, 
Clearly we cannot put our Unions' caslt on 
Mon with a motto like " Ourselves Alone;" 

To us all folk are brothers 
And on our hunting runs tho redo, “ Fob Others." 

Our hoarts are over with tho poor consumer; 

Wo long to give his sky a touch of blue; 

To doubt this fact is to commit a bloomer, 

To falsify our record, misconstrue 
Tho ends wo struggle lor, 

As illustrated in tho recent War. 

Wo struck from time to time, but nf»t at Caesar, 
Not to secure tho highest pay wo could; 

Our loyalty kept gushing like a geyser; 

Wo had for singlo aim tho common good; 

Who treads tho path of duty 
May well ignore the cry of “ Til hi, Brule.!” 

Humanity's tho cause for which we labour; 

Tho hope that spurs us on to do our best 
Js “O that 1 may truly servo my neighbour, 

And prove the love that burns within my breast, 
And savo his piocious soul 
Uy a reduction in tho cost of coal!" 

Nationalize tho mines, and thero will follow 
More zeal (if possible) in him that delves; 

Our eager altruists will simply wallow 

Jn work pursued for othors (not themselves), 
Thrilled with tho noble thought - 
“My Country’s all to me and Class is naught!” 

====== ^^ O. S. 

A STORY WITH A POINT. 

(With Mr. Punch's apologies for not having scut it on to 
“ The Spectator.'') 

Geoffrey has an Irish terrier that ho swears by. I don't 
mean by this that ho invokes it when ho becomes por¬ 
tentous, but bo is always annoying mo with talos, usually 
untruthful, of the wonderful things this dog has done. 

Now I liavo a pointer, Leopold, who roally is a mar¬ 
vellous animal, and I work off talos of his doings on Geoffrey 
when ho is more than usually unbearable. 

Until a day or two ago we wore about level. 

Although Geoffrey knows far more dog stories than I 
do, and lias what must be a unique memory, I have a very 
fair power of invention, and by working this gift to its 
utmost capacity I have usually been able to keep paco 
with him. 

As I said, tho score up to a fow days ago was about even; 
yesterday, however, was a red-lcttor day and 1 scored an 
overwhelming victory. Hear with me while I tell you the 
whole story. 

I was struggling through the porridge of a late breakfast 
when Geoffrey strolled in. I gave him a eigaretle and went 
on eating. Ho wandored round tho room in a restless sort 


of way and I could see he was thinking out an ending for 
his latest lie. I # was well away with the toast and marma¬ 
lade when hejstarted. 

"You know that dog of mine, Rupert? Well, yester¬ 
day--” 

I let him talk; I could afford to ho generous this morn¬ 
ing. He had hashed up an old story of how this regrettable 
bound of his bad saved the household from being burnt to 
death in their bods the night before. 

I did not listen very attentively, but I gathered it bad 
smelt smoke, and, going into the dining-room, bud found 
tho place on lire and bad promptly gone round to the policb-, 
station. , I 

When ho bad linished I got up and lit a pipe. I 

“ Not one of your best, Geoffrey, I 'in afraid—not $o 
good, for instance, as that one about the coastguard apd 
the soa-gulls; still, I could see you were trying. Now I 'll 
tell you about Leopold's extraordinary acuteness yesterday 
afternoon. 

" We—ho and I—woro out on the parade, taking a little 
gontlo after-luncheon oxerciso, when I saw him suddenly 
stop and start to point at a man sitting on ono of tho 
benches a hundred yards in front of us; hut not in his 
usual rigid fashion ; ho seemed to be puzzled and uncertain 
whether, after all, he wasn’t making a mistake.” 

Here Geoffrey was uuablc to contain himself, as 1 knew 
he would bo. 

“Lord! That chestnut I You went and asked tho mail 
his name and ho told you that it was Partridge.” 

“No," I said, “you are wrong, Geoffrey; his name, (in 
inquiry, proved to he Quail. But that was only half the 
problem solved. Why, I thought, should Leopold havo 
been so puzzled? And thou an idea struck mo. I went 
back to tho man on tho bench and, with renewed apologies, 
asked him if ho would mind telling mo how he spelt his 
name. Ho put his hand into his pocket and produced ft 
card. On it was engraved, ‘J. M.Quaylb.’ Then I under¬ 
stood. It was tho spelling that puzzled Leopold.” 


THE NEW APPEAL. 

We observe with interest the latest development in tho 
London Press—the appearanco of the new Labour journal, 
The, Daily Mail. 

In tho past, attempts to found a daily newspaper for the 
propagation of Labour views have not always met with 
success. Possibly the fault has boen that they made their 
appeal too exclusively to the Labour public. Wo under¬ 
stand that every care will bo taken that our contemporary 
shall under no circumstances bo a linancial failure. 

The Daily Nail is a bright littlo shoet, giving woll-Belected 
nows, popular “ magazine” and “ home ” features, and, on 
the back page, a number of pictures. It has a strong 
financial section, a well-informed Society column, and a 
catholic and plentiful display of advertisements, including 
announcements of many of those costly luxuries which 
Labour to-day is able to afford. 

While in its editorial comments it suggests emphatically 
that the Government of the day is not and norer can be 
satisfactory, it refrains from embarrassing our statesmen 
with too many concrete proposals for alternative methods. 

We learn that the now Labour daily is substantially 
backed by a nobleman of pronounced democratic ideals. 
From his Lordship down to the humblest employee there 
exists among tho staff a beautiful spirit of fellowship un¬ 
marked by social distinction. 

“ Good morning, comrade," is the daily greeting of his 
Lordship to tho lift-boy, who replies with tho same greeting, 
untarnished by servility. 
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Si.n ij Hotts? (entertaiiiiiiii ftiimws ej/iloier ami lUslim/tiis/icil professor). “It woi.i.u astonish voi; it.j.loas ip T toi.o Tor bomb 
or TIIK TlIISliH I’VIJ SEKN AM) I1KAI10- IHOll.H I’M, COMI’AIIATJVKI.Y KVBAKIXU, A VOl.NO MAN—TOKNTY-TWO, TO HB EXACT.” 


THE INSOMNIAC. 

Miss Brown announced iter intention 
of retiring to roost. Not that she was 
likely to sleep a blink, site said ; but sho 
thought all early-Victorian old ladies 
should act accordingly. 

She asked Aunt Angola what she took 
for her insomnia. Aunt Angela said she 
fed it exclusively on bromides. Edward 
said he gave his veronal and Schopen¬ 
hauer, five grains of the former or a 
chapter of the latter. 

They prattled of the dietary and idio¬ 
syncrasies of their several insomnias 
us though they had boen so many 
exacting pet animals. Miss Brown then 
askod mo what 1 did for mine. 

Edward spluttered merrily. “He rises 
with the nightingale, comes bounding 
downstairssomo timeafterteaand wants 
to know why breakfast isn’t ready. 
Only last week 1 heard him oxhorting 
Harriet to call him early next day as 
he was going to a danco.” 

• They all looked reproachfully at me 
because I didn’t keep a pet insomnia 
too. I spoke up”for myself. I admitted 
I hadn’t got one, and wlfat was more 
was proud of it. All healthy massive 


thinkers are hoavy sloepors, 1 insisted. 
They must sleep heavily to rocuperate 
the enormous amount of vitality ex¬ 
pended by them in their waking hours. 
Sleep, I informed my audience, is 
Nature’s reward to tlio blameless and 
euergotic liver. If they could not sloep 
now they were but paying for past 
years of idleness and excess, and they 
had only themselves to blame. I was 
going on to tell them that an easy con¬ 
science is the best anodyne, ole., hut 
they snatched up their candles and 
wont to bed. I went tbitber myself 
shortly afterwards. 

1 was awakened in the dead of night 
by a rapping at my door. 

" Who’s there? ” I growled. 

“ I—Jane Brown,” said a hollow 
voice. 

" What’s tho matter? ” 

“ Hush, there are men in tho house.” 

“Tf they’re burglars tell ’em the 
silver’s in.tho sideboard." 

"It’s thepolico.” 

I sat up in bed. “The police!— 
why ?—what ? ” 

“Shisshl come quickly and don’t 
make a noise,’’ breathed Miss Brown. 

I hurried Into a shooting-jacket and 


slippers and joined the lady on the 
landing. She carried a candle and was 
adequately if somowhat grotesquely 
clad in a dressing-gown and an eider¬ 
down quilt secured about her waist by 
a knotted bath-towel. On her head she 
wore a large black hat. She put her 
linger to her lips and led the way 
downstairs. The hall was empty. 

“ That’s curious," said Miss Brown. 
“There were eighteen mountod police- 
mon in here just now. 1 was talking 
to the Inspector—such a nice young 
man, an intimate friend of the late Sir 
Chhiktoi’hkb When, who, he informs 
me privately, did not kill Cock Bobin.” 

She paused, winked and then sud¬ 
denly dealt mo three hearty smacks— 
one on the shoulder, one on the arm 
and one in the small of the back. I 
removed myself hastily out of range. 

“ Tarantulas, or Peruvian ant-bears, 
crawling all over you,” Miss Brown ex¬ 
plained. “Fortunate I saw them in 
time, as their suok is fatal in ninety- 
nine cases out of a million, or so Gabi- 
saXjDI says in the Origin of Species.” 
She sniffed. “Tell me, do you smell 
blood?” 

I told heir that I did’not. 
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“1 do,” she said, "quite close at 
hand too. Yum-yum, I like warm 
blood.” She looked at me through 
half-closed eyelids. “1 should think 
you'd bleed very prettily, very prettily.” 

I removed myself still further out of 
range, assuring her that in spite of my 
complexion I was in reality anecmic. 

She pointed a finger at me. “ I know 
where those policemen aro. They 're 
in the garden digging for the body.” 

What body? ” I gaspod. 

“ Why, Einstein’s, of courso,” said 
Miss Brown. “ Edward murdered him 
last night for his theory. Didn’t you 
suspect ? ” 

I confessed thnt I had not. 

"Oh, yes,” sho said; “smothered 
him with a pen-wiper. I saw him do 
it, but I said nothing for Angola's sako, 
she's so relinod.” 

Sho darted from me into the drawing¬ 
room. I followed and found her stand¬ 
ing bofore the fireplace waving the 
caudle wildly in ono hand, a pokor in 
the othor and sniffing loudly. 

“ Wo must save Edward,” she said; 
“ we 'must find the body and hido it 
before they can bring in a writ of 
Habeas Corpus. It is hero. I can smell 
blood. Look under tho sofa.” 

She made a flourish at me with her 
weapon and I at onco dived under tho 
sofa. I am a brave man, but I know 
bettor than to withstand peoploin Miss 
Brown’s stato of mind. 

" Is it there? ” sho inquired. 

"No.” 

“ Then search under tho carpot— 
quickly! ” 

Sho swung the poker round her head 
and I sourchod quickly under tho carpot. 
During the noxt hour, at tho dictates 
of her and her pokor, I burrowed under 
a score of carpets, swarmed numerous 
book-cases, explored a host of cup¬ 
boards, dived under a multitude of 
furniture and even climbod into the 
opon chimney-placo of the study, be¬ 
cause Miss Brown’s nose imagined it 
smelt roasting flosh up there. These 
people must be humoured. When I 
came down (accompanied by a heavy 
fall of soot) the lady had vanished. I 
rushed into tho hall.* She was mounting 
the stairs. 

"Where are you going now?” I 
demanded. 

She leaned over the balustrade and 
nodded to mo, yawning broadly: “ To 
Edward’s room, lie must have taken 
the corpse to bed with him.” 

"Stopl Hold on! Come back,” I 
implored, panic-stricken. Miss Brown 
\ held imperviously on. I sped after 
her, but mercifully she had got the 
rooms mixed in her decomposed brain 
and, instead of turning into Edward’s, 
walked straight into her own and shut 



tho door behind her. I wedged a chair 
against the handle to prevent any fur¬ 
ther excursions for tho night and cropt 
softly away. 

As I wont I heard a soft chuckle 
from within, the senseless laughter, as 
I diagnosed it, of a raving maniac. 

if if if * 

I got down to breakfast early noxt 
morning, determined to tell the whole 
sad story and have Miss Brown put 
under restraint without further ado. 

Before I could got a word out, how¬ 
ever, the lunatic herself appeared, look¬ 
ing, I thought, absolutely full of beans. 
She and Aunt Angela exchanged salu¬ 
tations. 

" I hope you Blept bettor last night, 
Jane.” 

" Splendidly, thank you, Angela, ex- 


copt for an hour or so; but I got up 
and walked it olT.” 

“Walked it oil! Where?" 

“ All over the house. Most oxciting." 

“l)o you mean to say you wore 
walking about the house last night all 
by yourself ? ” Aunt Angola exclaimed 
in horror. 

Miss Brown shook her grey head. 
“Oh, no, not by myself. Our sympa¬ 
thetic young friend had a touch of in¬ 
somnia himself for onco and was good 
enough to keep mo company.” She 
smiled sweetly in my direction. “ He 
was most entertaining. I’ve been 
chuckling ever since.” Patlandku. 

Our Spartan Editors. 

“ Wanted : Tub Cat. By Horatio Bottomley." 

John Bull. 
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said. “ To offer these would be a poor 
compliment to their superlative efforts. 
But there is no reason why you should 
' not eat them horc,” 

“ I have an excellent reason,” said 
M'siour, stroking his waistcoat. “ And 
the gallant Sergeant-Major, I imagine, 
has another." 

“ Bah! what is a littlo digestive in¬ 
convenience to a breach of courtesy?" 
cried Hippolyto maliciously. “ You 
must eat them. The latv of hospitality 
demands it." 


to have a future of its own, that of a 
sort of suburban Whitehall." 

Have you considered what this new 
departure means for those who, like 
myself, are the writers of political 
romance? To all intents wo have lost 
theBall-platz; we have lost theWilhelm- 
strasso, and now hereis Whitehall going 
out into the suburbs ... No doubt our 
leading Ministers, attracted by the more 
salubrious air, will establish themselves 
inthoonvironsof the Metropolis, leaving 
bohind them only the lower class of civil 


the hub of the universe...Doesn’t 
that make even your heart beat faster ? 
But who will thrill at this: “ He waited 
for a moment before the bijou semi-de¬ 
tached villa (bath h. and c.), known as 
Bella Vista, in Buie Britannia Boad, 
Willesdon Junction; then with a swift 
glanco up and down he stealthily ap¬ 
proached. When the neat maid opened 
the door, ‘Is the Prime Minister in?’ 
he asked?" (Ho did not hiss. Who 
could hiss in that atmosphere?) 

Or take this from my last book (shall 



When M’sieur and the Scrgoant- 
Major stumbled unsteadily downstairs 
ten minutes later their eyes bulged 
with the expression of those whoso cup 
of suffering is filled to overflowing. 

“ But after all," as M’sieur remarked, 
placing his hand on his honrt, whonco 
it insensibly wandered to a point lower 
down, “ it is somo satisfaction to know 
that the feelings of our excellent wives 
remain unlacorated.” 

BHATTEBED BOMANCES. 

Dear Mr. Punch, —I read in a weekly 
paper that " plans are well in hand for 
putting up other Government Depart¬ 
ment buildings at Acton, which looks 


servant. Have you considered tho de¬ 
vastating effect of this change? 

Think what wo used to give our 
readers: “ A heavy mist lay over White¬ 
hall. High above the seething traffic 
tho busy wires hummed with the fate 
of Empires." How, I ask you, will it 
look when they read: "The busy 
wires abovo Lewisham High Street 
hummed with the fate of Empiros ”? 

Or think of the thrill that w as conveyed 
by this (it comes in threo of my most re¬ 
cent books): “ He looked, with a littlo 
catch in the throat, and read the num¬ 
ber, ‘ Ten'—No. 10, Downing Street, 
where the finger of fate writes its de¬ 
crees while a trembling continent waits, 
where empires are made and unmade-r- 


I over write its liko again?): “Men, 
bent with the weight of socrots which, if 
known, would send a shiver through 
the Chancelleries of Europe, could bo 
seen hurrying across tho Mall in the 
pale light and going towards the great 
building in which England’s foreign 
policy is shaped and formulated." But 
the Foreign Office at Swiss Cottage, 
or Wandsworth—I could not write of 
it. And thore will be the India Office 
at Tooting, or Ponder's End, or at——- 
But how can your “dusky Sphinx-like 
faces, wrapt in the mystery of the East, 
be seen passing the purlieus of"—the 
Ilford Cinema ? 

But &ough, Sir. Let me subscribe 
myself A Euinbd Man. 
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A STORM IN 

A New Talk ok 

You ask mo. Tommy, to tell you the really bravest deoil 
That was over yot accomplished by one of the bull-dog 
brood, 

And, although the boro was never so much as an O.B.E., 

1 thinlf I can safely pronounce it Iho bravest known to mo. 

It was not done in the trenches, nor yet in a submarine, 
Mine-sweeper or baltlo-cruisor; it was not filmed on the 
screen; 

For, though tho man who performed it bad three gold 
stripes on bis sleeve, 

It happened in Nineteen-Twenty, when he was in town 
on loave. 

Ho was strolling along the pavement, a pavement packed 
to tho kerb, 

When be felt a sudden craving for China's fragrant herb. 
So ho turned into a tea-shop—as be said, “ like a silly fool”— 
Which was patronised by the leaders of the ultra-Georgian 
. school. 

He orderod his tea and muflin, and, as ho munched and 
sipped, 

Strango scraps of conversation his errant fancy gripped, 
Strange talk of form and metre, of “Wheels” and of 
ShkKabd Vines, 

And scorn of Tennyson, Browning and Swinburne (of The 
Fines). i 

He listened awhile in silence, but at last tire fire grew hot, 
When he heard 11 The Lotus-Eaters ” described as " luscious 
tvify 


A TEA-SHOP. 

a Grandfather. 

And ho shouted out in thomail ness that, isonoofTruth’sallies, 
“Old Tennyson’s little linger is thicker than all your thighs.” 

A hush fell on the tea-shop, and .thou the storm arose 
As a chunk of old dry seed -cake took him plumb upon the nose. 
And a cup, a generous jorum, of boiling cocoa nibs, 

Hurled by a brawny Georgian, struck squarely on his ribs. 

For several hectic minutes the air was thick with buns, 

It was almost as bail, so ho told me, as the shelling of the 

nuns, 

Hut our gallant Tcnnytonian held on until a clout 

In the eye from a metal teapot knocked him ultimately out. 

A sympathetic waitress fled off to fetch tho police, 

Whose opportune arrival caused hostilities. I o cease. 

And they carefully conveyed him to a hospital hard by 
Where a skilful surgeon managed to presorvohiswoundedeyo. 

It was from the self-samo surgeon that I subsequently 
learned 

Tho first remark of tho victim when his consciousness 
returned 

“The Georgians may shine at shying the crumpet and tho 
scone, 

But as poets they 're just No Earthly compared with 
Tennyson." 

He never' got a medal for his exploit, or a star, 

And his only decoration was an ugly frontal scar; 

But still I hold him highest among heroic men, 

This lone Victorian champion in the Georgian lions’ den. 
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“Be]>, Sill? llKBE IS a GENUINE JACOBEAN, FOB WHICH WE ABE ASKING ON LA’ TWO HUNDRED AND FIFTY GUINEAS.” 

“ WELL, TO TEI.I. YOU THE TRUTH I WASN’T WANTING TO BIT ONE. 15 UT I CAN'T GET A DEO ANYWHERE IN LONDON, AND X WAS 
JUST WONDKItlNG IF YOU CODED I.ET HE SLEEP IN IT TO-NIGHT.” 


* DOMESTIC STBATEGY. 

I will admit that it was I who gave 
Mrs. Biackett tlio idea. But to blame 
me for the very unfortunate dinouement 
is ridiculous. 

I met Mrs. Bluckett in Sloane Street. 

“ I ’in on my way to a registry- 
office,” she said. “ No, not that kind 
of registry-office; I 'in not about to 
commit bigamy. I mean the kind whore 
domestic assistants aro sought, but 
mostly in vain. I suppose you don’t 
know of a cook, a kitchenmaid, a house¬ 
maid, a parlourmaid and a tweeny?” 

I confessed that I did not. But I 
told her the story of some frionds of 
mine who had been in a similar posi¬ 
tion and had succeeded in reorganising 
their establishment by an ingenious 
strategy. 

“Tho wife wont away to stay with 
friends in the country," 1 said, "and the 
husband went to tho registry-office, 
representing himself to bo a bacholor, 
a rather easy-going bachelor. It seems 
that such establishments are popular 
with the few domestic servants still at 
large. After a short time he let it be 
known that he was really married, but 
separated from his wife; and after a 


further intorval he called his household 
together and with tears in his voice 
informed them that he and his wife had 
composed thoir differonoos and that 
showasvoturningtoliim on the morrow. 
I understand that it was a complete 
success.” 

Mrs. Brackett was very much im¬ 
pressed by this story. 

“ If 1 don't find anyone to-day I shall 
try it,” she said as we parted. 

She did not find anyone, and she did 
try it. She left home the following day, 
as I learnt from Brackett when I met 
him a week later. 

“ Your tip's come off absolutely A1,” 
he said, “and I ’in most awfully obliged. 
Tho worry was getting on my wife’s 
nerves. As it is I filled up my establish¬ 
ment a couple of days ago and, as every¬ 
thing is going well, I ’vo wirod my wife 
to como homo to-morrow.” 

" Ha vo you broken it to tho maids ? ” 
I asked doubtfully. 

“ Oh, no; but I shall just tell ’em in 
the morning,” said Brackett. “ That ’ll 
be all right." 

I felt at the time that he was being 
far too precipitate, but be seemed so 
confident that I*didn’t interfere. The 
sequel was disastrous. 


In tho first placo Brackett, in his 
casual way, omitted to say anything 
about his being married until Mrs. 
Brackett was actually hi the house. 
Even then he seems to have bcoa rather 
ambiguous in his explanations. Any¬ 
way the now maids wore, or affected to 
he, profoundly shocked. They intimated 
that they would nover have entored so 
frUBgular an establishment had they 
known, and departed en masse after 
spreading a scandal among the trades¬ 
people which will tako the Brackotts 
twenty years to live down. 


The Arresting Power of Beauty. 

“You ilremned of someono with whiskers 
who made your heart stop beating in j our tiny 
waist, evory timo ho looked at you." 

_ home Notes. 

“ General, good plain cook; .€45; flat, Maids 
Vale; constant hot water.”—Times. 

But why tell the poor woman before¬ 
hand ? - 

" It recalls tho distressing aphorism; 

1 Life is real, life is earnest, 

And things aro not what they seem.' " 
Liverpool Post and Mercury. 

For example, this may seem like a 
quotation from the “Psalm of Life,” 
but it isn't. 
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Maclean found him nowise lacking in Baron Riddell of Walton Iloath (and, 
ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. that quality when ho came to reply to perhaps I may add, Bouverio Street) 
Tuesday, February 10th .—As His their criticisms of the King's Speech, to their ranks, and then adjourned for 
Majesty read his gracious speeoh to The Labour leader, convinced by a a week. 

the assembled Lords and Commons fortnight in Iroland that the present If all Labour Members possessed the 
did his thoughts flow back for a mo- Administration was all wrong, and sweet reasonableness of Mr. Buare we 
ment to the last time lie oponod Parlia- that the Government's Bill would do should view the advent of a Labour 
ment in person? It was on another nolhingto improve it, wasbluntly asked, Government without any of Mr. Chub- 


If all Labour Members possessed the 


February 10th, in 1914, and 
so little was the coming 
storm foreseen that the cus¬ 
tomary announcement, “My 
relations with Foreign Pow- 
ors continue to bo friendly," 
was followed by a special 
reference to the satisfactory 
progress of “ my negotiations 
with the Gorman Govern¬ 
ment and the Ottoman Gov¬ 
ernment" regarding—Meso¬ 
potamia, of all placos. 

Since then everything has 
changod—save oue. Ireland 
remains the skoloton at the 
feast. The condition of that 
unhappy country still causes 
His Majesty "gravo con¬ 
cern,” to be removed, let us 
piously hope, by tho prom¬ 
ised Homo Rulo Bill. It is 
true that, as Lord Dukkehin 
said when moving the Address 
in tho Lords, noone in Ireland 







“I AM AFltAITl l AM UKT1INU CONTROVERSIAL.”— Mr. hl.n\ rl.'.KK. 


m ill’s misgivings. Tho 
Member for Abertillory argu¬ 
ed tho case for the national¬ 
isation of mines so gently 
and genially that before he 
sat down I am sure that a 
good half of his hearers began 
to think that, after all, there 
was “ something in it." Vis¬ 
ions of a carboniferous mil¬ 
lennium, when there would 
ho no mftro strikes and hardly 
any accidents, and altruistic 
colliers would hew their hard¬ 
est to got cheap and abun¬ 
dant coal for the community, 
floated before the mind's eye 
as Mr. Bbace purred per¬ 
suasively along. 

Unfortunately for the Na¬ 
tionalism's Mi-. Lunn thought 
it necessary later to make a 
blood - and - thunder oration, 
threatening all sorts of dread¬ 
ful things (including a boy- 


appears to want tho Bill; but then, as “ Are we to withdraw tho troops and cott of the nowspapors) if the Miners’ 
Colonel Sidney Pf.icl, tho Mover in the leavo the assassins in charge? " while demands wore refused. Moreover, ho 
Commons, remarked with equal truth, tho “ Weo Freo” champion, who had made it clear that coal was only a bo- 
the ordinary rules of thought do not interpreted the recent by-elections as a ginning and that the Labour Party’s 

_1_. L -- lL_ T _ LI _ tl.nt tlw, 4 l.rt /’'L.r.i:* ..I*-.’. 


apply to tho Irish Question. 


sign that tho time for the Coalition-was ultimate objective was nationalisation 


The Piumk Minister has lately been past, was unkindly reminded that, at ^ 

advised by a candid friond to take a six any rate, the results of theso contests 
months’ holiday “ to recover his rosili- had furnished no encouragement to tho 

ence.” Mr. Adamson and Sir Donald party that ho adorns. “But I am * § _ 

afraid 1 am gutting controversial,” said 
•" Mr. Lloyd Geoihie, to tho amusomont 

of tho House, which had enjoyed his ‘ 

sword-play for lialf-an-hour; and with o/pS8r ^jjm 
that ho turned to tho task of dofonding 
tho new policy in Russia. Having rV v 

failed to subdue tho Bolshevists by / 
forco, wo are now going to try tho 
effect of commerco—a modern reading 
of “Trade Follows the Flag.” The 

Labour Party choered tho now do- ny paN § 

parture vociferously, but tho rest of 

the Houso seemed a littlo chilly, _ p 1' fl 

and Mr. Chuhchill, at tho Prime -g&Sg~ 

Minister's elbow, looked about as 
happy as Napoleon on tho return -- 

from Moscow. *« t , ' 

Lord nuGH Cecil raised the standard , ' 
of economy, and complained that the ' 

legislative programmo was extrava- 
gantly long. “ A large number of Bills 

generally moant a largo amount of ex- J l,K PIl’KR OF AHF.UT1I.LKR 

pendituro.” I have myself observed ( Mlt - " • BuAl ’ K b 

* this phenomenon. ‘‘Fon hk led us, he sun. to a joyous lam 

HILARITY OF MR. CHURCHILL ON Wednesday, February 11th. — The NVl “ K n K KW T' AT,,:R8 c "' sm:i ‘ ASU I " nuIT - TBE] 
HEARING HIS CHIEF’S VIEWS ABOUT Lords, having disposed of tho Address And flowers put form a fairer iioe, 
RUSSIA. with their usual celority, welcomed And everything was stranqe and new.” 


THK PIKl) PIl’KR OF AHF.RTILLKRY 
(Mu. W. Brace). 

“ Fon HE LED US, HE SAID, TO A JOYOUS LAND 
Where waters hushed and fruit-trees 
CREW, 
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all round, and wound up by reminding 
tbe House that “we are many and ye 
are few.” 

Tbe Prime Minister is not the man 
either to miss a chance or refuse a 
challenge. The tone of his reply was 
set by Mr. Llnn, not by Mr. Brace ; 
and though he bad plenty of. solid 
arguments to advance against the 
motion the most tolling passage in his 
speech was a quotation from “Comrade 
Trotsky," showing what Nationalisa¬ 
tion had spelt in Soviet Russia—labour 
conscription in its most drastic shape. 
The nation, he doclared, that lmd fought 
for liberty throughout tho world would 
stand to the death against this new 
bondage. 

Result: Amendment defeated by 329 
to 64. 

Thursday , February l -Uh .—This was 
tbe first Question-day of the now Ses¬ 
sion, and tho House was flattered to 
see Mr. Lloyd Georoe in his place, 
despite tho counter-claims of tho Poacc 
Conference at St. James’s Palace. Evi¬ 
dently he moans this year to “ stick to 
the shop ” more closoly, in viow, por- 
haps, of the possible return from 
Paisley of tho old proprietor. 

To a Labour Momhor’s complaint 
that several ox-Generals had been ap¬ 
pointed as divisional Pood officers, Mr. 
McCurdy replied that no preference 
was given to military candidates. But 
why'not? Where will you find more 
competent judges of alimentary ques¬ 
tions than in tho higher ranks of llis 
Majesty’s Forces ? 

In attacking tho provisions of tho 
Peace Treaty with Germany as “im¬ 
practicable," Sir Donald Maclean re¬ 
vealed himself as a diligent student of 
a recent notorious book. Most of his 
observations—excepting, perhaps, tho 
statement that lie had " no sentimental 
tenderness for tho Gormans "—wore 
marked with the brand of Keynes, and 
his assertion that the utmost Germany 
could pay was two thousand millions 
came bodily from that omiuent statis¬ 
tician. To the same inspiration was 
possibly duo the unhappy suggestion 
that our chief Ally was pursuing a 
policy of revenge. 

For this ho was promptly pulled up 
by Lord Rohert Cecil, who warned 
him not to judge the policy of Franco 
by the utterances of certain Frenoh 
newspapers. Lord Robert had, how¬ 
ever, nis own quarrel with the Govern¬ 
ment, who, according to his account, 
had done nothing to set Central Europe 
on its legs again, except to send it a 
certain amount of food—not, one would 
would have thought, an altogether bad 
preliminary. 

It was a pity that.Mr. JEUi-FOUR had 
not a stronger indictment to answer, 


for he was dialectically at his best. 
After complimenting the Opposition 
leader on his. ‘.‘charming tones and 
anodyne temper he proceeded to take 
up his challenge—“ if I may call it a 
challenge.” If Germany was in doubt 
as to the amount she might be called 
upon to pay, she had her remedy, for 
tho Peace Treaty especially provided 
that she might offer a “lump sum." 
The list of war-criminals was long, no 
doubt, hut we had limited our own de¬ 
mands to those who were guilty of 
gratuitous brutality. As for the con¬ 
dition of Central Europe, that was not 
the fault of the Peace Troaty, it was 
the fault of the War, and this country 
had done all it reasonably could to 
remedy it. 

Tho Opposition insisted on taking a 
division, and wore beaten by 254 to 60. 
So far tho “doomed Coalition” seems 
to bo doing rather well. 

A SINGLE HOUND. 

When tho opal lights in tho West had 
died 

And night was wrapping the red ferns 
round, 

As I came homo by the woodland side 
1 hoard the cry of a single hound. 

Tho huntsman had gathered his pack 
and gone; 

Tho last late hoof had echoed away; 
Tho horn was twanging a long way on 
For tho only hound that was still 
astray. 

While, heedless of all but the work in 
hand, 

Up through the brake whore the 
brambles twine, 

Crying his joy to the drowsy land 
javelin drove on a burning lino. 

Tho air was sharp with a touch of frost; 
The moon came up like a wheel of 
gold ; 

Tiie wall at the end of tho woods he 
crossed 

And flung away on the open wold. 

And long as I listened beside the stile 
The larches echoed that eerie sound, 
Steady and tireless, mile on mile, 

Tho hunting cry of a single hound. 

_W. H. 0. 

“ Families Supplied.” 

“ Village General Stores Wanted for (3is. 
soldier: also widow and daughter; price no 
object it gouuino.”— Daily Paper. 

“ H. B. Playford is 6 feet 5 inches, or there¬ 
abouts, in height, has a fabulous reach, and 
weighs 18} stone. He rowed No. 8 in the 
Jesus four, beaten by Leander at Henley.” 

Times. 

A fabulous-reach indeed I So fabulous 
that it made the four look as loug as 
an eight. 


THE AMALGAMATED SOCIETY 
OF PASSENGERS. 

“I’ve hit on something.at last/' 
cried Charles exultantly, throwing him¬ 
self down on my second-best armchair. 

“I wish you wouldn't hit on it 
so hard,” I 'complained; "the springs 
are half-broken already. What's the 
trouble ? ” 

.“ Have you ever heard," he inquired, 
“of the black-coated salariat?" 

“ The egg of the greater green-baoked 
woodpecker—’’ 

“It isn’t a .bird," he said; “it’s a 
class of people that works with its 
brains. And the hand of Labour, ac¬ 
cording to my evening paper, is hieing 
held out to it.” 

“ But suppose one wears a pepper- 
and-salt suit," 1 said, “and writes 
• Society Gossip.’ What about that ? ” 
“ That’s just my point. All these ac¬ 
cepted lines of distinction are absolutely 
wrong. It isn’t what people work at 
that divides them, it’s the way they 
travel to their work. Sir Thomas Ma¬ 
lory knew that. When Lancelot was 
going to rescue Guinevere ho had his 
white horse badly punctured by a bush- 
ment of archers and had to finish the 
journey in a woodcutter’s cart. And 
that was a great disgrace to him and 
made the Queen's ladies laugh. It 
would be just tbe same with tbe typists 
of a rich employer if his motor-car 
broke down and he bad to arrive in a 
bus. How do you get to town in tho 
morning yourselt ? ” 

"lam aTubor,” I said sadly. “Every 
bright morning I say I will go by bus, 
hut when 1 reach the Tube station the 
draught sucks mo in through the door, 
the man grabs me by the collar, throws 
me into the sink, lifts up the plug and 
down we go into the drain-pipe to¬ 
gether. I think 1 have tho brand of 
Tubal Cain on my brow. It is a kind of 

perpetual crease-” 

“ I too Tube," said Charles; “ but I 
know many eminently respectable bus 
people as well. Especially bus-women. 
They ridp about, they tell me, on the 
most fantastically labelled vehicles and 
are always seeing new snburbs swim 
into their ken, and gazing— 

1 Out over London with a wild surmise, 
Silent upon a seat of No. 10,’ 

or whatever the bally thing may be. 
But I never join their rash adventures. 
I belong to a different milieu. I move 
in a sort of social underworld. Not 
that I can deny, of course, that there is 
a certain amount of overlapping." 

" I overlapped twice to-aay myself,” 
I said, “and as the Becond one was 

knitting a jumper-" 

“ Ana then there are. the Tram-ites," 
he went on. “ I don’t understand their 
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Constable. "Now turn, what auk you doin' it jij;i:i: ? ” 

JJitrglttr. “Wotchkh s’imsb I’m doin'? Feudin' hi,: pussy-cats?” 


world either. The tram, I am told, 
suddenly plunges with a loud roar like 
a walrus under the streets of Ilolborn 
and emerges on the Embankment. The 
hansom cabs were called the gondolas 
of London. The trams, I suppose, are 
the submarines. But they aro not of 
my life. I do not mingle with them.” 

“ I mingled with a tram once,” I 
said. “ T clasped it warmly by the 
rail as it was going by, but I missed 
the step with my foot. It spumed mo 
rather badly. But kindly explain what 
you ’re driving at.” 

"All these classes,” said Charles, 
“ have their own friendships, thoir own 

t 'olts and jars, their own way of being 
rallied by conductors and thrown into 
the mud and squeezed into cagos and 
arranged upon straps. But they have 
one great thing in common, distinct 
though they may be. They are all 
passengers, all takers of tickets. Thero 
is going to be a Bus Union, a Tube 
Union, and a Tram Union, and when 
necessary they will combine.” 

“ Against what ? " 

“Against the motorists, first and 
foremost,” said Charles. “ The opulent 
people who ride a-wallop to their 
of&iSps ln oars. Suppose that EtheHnda 
Bkllairs, who is a trifle absent-minded, 


has got tho sack for typing a letter 
like this: ‘I beg to acknowledge the 
receipt of your communication of the 
25th ult., and ask y on to note that a sud¬ 
den sense of indefinable yearning seized 
Hephzibab. Stic closed her eyes and 
slowly swayod towards him. Awaiting 
the favour of an early reply, etc.’— 
what happens? There is an imme¬ 
diate strike of the Bus Union until 
she is reinstated. If necossary the two 
other branches of tho Amalgamated 
Society of Passengers aro called out. 
No caso of hardship will he too insig¬ 
nificant for tho A.S.P. Wo shall all 
carry a symbol in the shape of a secret 
season ticket. Whon the strike occurs 
nobody will go to work in tho morning. 
All the stations and starling-places 
will bo picketed; business will bo 
paralysed.” 

" Except for the stout follows who 
walk,” I suggested. 

“They will find it very lonely at 
their offices,” said Charles. “ Nobody 
wants to work if thore 's any excuse to 
avoid it, and the beauty of the thing is 
that we can strike not only against 
ordinary employers, but against the 
raising of fares, and against the N.U.B. 
or the Vehicle and Transport Workers 
Union itself. That will be tho quickest 


strike that has over been struck. You 
can’t go on bangiug lifts and gates and 
rushing about iu empty buses without 
anybody to shove into tho dirt or any 
thumbs to snip bits out of. It lakes 
all tho enjoyment out of life.” 

“ And where exactly do you come 
in ? ” I asked. 

1 intend to lie tho Organising 
Secretary of the A.S.P.,” he said. “ It 
will be hard work, but very meritorious.” 

“Rather a nuisanco won’t it be on 
strike days,” I inquired, “going round 
and visiting a fow thousand pickets on 
foot in your black coat, with the brain 
waves working on top ? ” 

"Tho O.S. of the A.S.P.,” answered 
Charles magnificently, “ will not move 
about on foot. lie will bo provided 
with a handsome motor-car.” Evoe. 

“ A van containing £3,000 worth ot woollen 
goods has been stolen from Broad-street, 
Bloomsbury, It was left unattended by tbe 
driver, who went into a restaurant for dinner 
and later was found empty at Holloway.” 

Provincial Papier. 

We know that kind of restaurant. 

" Accounting non Women.” 

American Paiw. 

We had always been told there was no 
accounting for thorn. 
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AT THE PLAY. 

“ Carnival.” 

Those who imagined that they were 
to be given a dramatic version of Mr. 
Compton Mackenzie’s romance must 
have been shockod to find that the enter¬ 
tainment provided at the New Theatre 
was just a variation, from an Italian 
source, of the general idea of Pagliacci. 
But it was the only palpable shock 
thoy sustained, for never did a play 
run a moro obvious course from start 
to finish. When you have for your 
leading character an aelor-manager, 
who plays the part of Othello, with his 
wife as Desdemona (how well wo know 
to our cost this conjugal form of nepot¬ 
ism), and discusses in privato life tho 
character of tho Moor—whother a man 
would bo likely to indulgo his joalousy 
on grounds so inadequate— speaking 
with tho detached air of one who is 
absolutely confident of his own wife’s 
fidelity, you don’t need much in¬ 
telligence to foresco what the envy 
of the gods is proparing for him. 
The remainder is only a matter of de¬ 
tail—what particular excuse, for in¬ 
stance, the lady will find for a diversion, 
and to wlmt lengths sho will go. 

In the present case her only excuse 
was the old one, that she was “ treated 
like a child.” Certainly sho deserved to 
be, for her behaviour was of tho most 
wilful and wayward ; but sho was the 
mother of a strapping boy, and a wo¬ 
man who is thought old enough to 
play, in the promier Italian company, 
the part of Desdemona (with the accont, 
too, on the second syllable) could hardly 
justify her complaint that sho was 
regarded as a juvenile. 

The choice of the Alfiori Theatre for 
the scene' of the culmination of the 
domestic drama seemed to touch tho 
extreme of improbability. Tho actors 
were not a poor travelling company of 
mummers, as in Pagliacci, with no 
decent privato accommodation for this 
kind of thing. The protagonist of 
Carnival was lodged in a perfectly 
good Venetian palace, where there was 
evory convenience for having tho matter 
out with his wife and hor lover. For 
the rest tho plot was commonplace to 
the verge of banality. 

As Silvio Stcno, in his home life, 
Mr. Matheson Lano was oxcellently 
natural, but as Othello his make-up 
spoilt his nice face and tended to 
alienate me. As Simonetta (I got very 
sick of the name) Miss Hilda Bayt.ey 
had a difficult part, and failed, from no 
great fault of her own, to attach our 
sympathies, till in the ond she ex¬ 
plained her rather inscrutablo conduct 
in a defence which guvens for the first 
time a sense of sincerity in her char¬ 


acter. There was too much play with 
hor Carnival dress of a Bacchante, 
which, perhaps, was less intriguing 
than we were given to understand. 
Mr. Dennis Neilbon-Terby has a 
certain distinction, but ho did not 
make a very perfect military paramour. 
His intonation seemed to lack control, 
and he has a curious habit of baring 
his upper teeth when he is gotting 
ready to make a forcible remark. 

As for tho scenes, thoy wore alleged 
to ho Venice (where the Doges wedded 
the sea), but thero was no visible sign 
of water. You called for u gondola, 
which always sounds better than a 
taxi, but it never appeared. Perhaps, 



Simonetta (Mist Uilha llrur.v). “Auk vou 

M.KA8KU WITH MV FANCY UUKSS ? It WAS TO 
HB A (illKAT KCIirRISE.” 

Count Andrea (Mr. NKir.snx-TKuur). “ No¬ 
thin!'. bCBPHlSES ME IN THIS PLAY.” 

however, for ono has not always been 
very happy in one’s experiences of 
stago navigation, this was just as well. 

O. S. 

"Peter Imhetson.” 

That incorrigible romanticist, Georue 
du Mauiuer of happy memory, was so 
transparently sincere as to be disarm¬ 
ing. No uso telling him “life's not 
liko that.” “ That’s just it,” he’d say, 
and get on with his pleasant illusions. 
Peter Ibb'elson is certainly not tuned to 
tho moods of this decade, but it would 
be a pity if we all became too sophisti¬ 
cated to enjoy suph occasional excur¬ 
sions into the land of almost-grown-up 
make-believe. 

If life doesn’t give you what you 
want, then “ cross your legs, put your 
hands behind your head,” go to sleep 
and live a tlreum-life of your own de¬ 
vising—that is the theme. The bare 
essentials of the story are that the be¬ 


loved Mimsy of Peter's happy childhood 
becomes the wife of a distinctly un¬ 
faithful duke; while Peter finds himself 
in prison for killing his quito gratui¬ 
tously wicked uncle, and for forty years 
reprieved convict and deceived duchess 
moot in dreams till her death divides 
and his again unites them. 

It is a considerable tribute to both 
author atul adaptor (tho late John 
Raphael) that their work should, at 
the height of the barking season, hold 
an audienco silent and apparently en¬ 
thralled, in spite of tho handicap that, 
in ordorto make the story in any degree 
intelligible, much time had to ho given 
to moro or less tedious explanations. 

I will not pretend that the motives of 
the characters wero clear or that (for 
mo) the phantasy quito passed tho tost 
of being translated from the medium of 
tho written word into that of canvas, 
gauze and costumed players, with those 
scufllings of dim figures in tho somi- 
darkness and that furtivo and by no 
means noiseless zeal of scone-shifters; 
or, again, that I was much attracted 
by a picture of tho lifo after death, in 
which opera-going (pleaso cf. Mr. Vale 
Owen) figured so prominently. Indeed" 
l think that Uio play would be better 
if it cudod with the death of tho 
dreamers and did not attempt that 
hazardous last passage. 

But certainly thoro were quito ad¬ 
mirable tableaux and soino very intelli¬ 
gent individual playing—in coutrasL 
with tho toam - work of (particularly) 
tho First Act, which was lagged and 
amateurish. 

Mr. Basil Bath hone’s Peter w'as an 
ofifoctivo study, avoiding Seylla of tho 
commonplace and Charybdis of tho 
mawkish—no mean feat. A young 
man with a future, 1 dare hazard; with 
a gift of clear utterance, and sensibility 
and a useful liguro. 

It is a good deal to say that Miss 
Constance Collier so contrived her 
Duchess of Towers as to make us under¬ 
stand Peter’s worship. 

Miss Jessie Bateman’s Mrs. Deane 
seemed to mo an exceedingly com¬ 
petent piece of work, and Mr. Gilbert 
Hare thoroughly enjoyed every mouth¬ 
ful of Colonel Ibbclson’s wickedness, 
and made us share his appreciation. 
And you couldn’t accuse him of over- 
plaviug, though he certainly looked too 
bad” to be true. 

Mr. William Bubchill’h little sketch 
of an old French officer was almost 
too poignant. 

Why the landlord of the Tile Noir 
was got up to resemble Mr. Will Evans 
so closely is a deep matter I oould not 
fathom, and, if ever I kill my unole, may 
Fate send me a less rhetorioal chaplain 
than Mr. Cyril SwobbbbI T. 
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THE ORDER OF THE B.S.O. 

One of tho oldest of Mr. Punch's 
young men thought he would like to 
hear some orchostral music on Monday 
week last, so he dropped iu at the 
Queen's Hall to assist at a concert of tho 
new British Symphony Orchestra. The 
name of the foundor and conductor, 
Mr. Raymond Roze, was already fami¬ 
liar, for Mr. Punch’s young man was 
old enough to remember Mr. Roze's 
mother, Mamie Roze, in her brilliant 
prime as prima donna of the Carl Rosa 
Company; and he is glad to know 
that she is still living in her beloved 
Paris, whore she was decorated by 
M. Thiers for her gallant conduct dur¬ 
ing the siege of 1870. So it is pleasant 
to find her son so actively associated 
in the good work of finding permanent 
musical engagements for demobilised 
soldiers in the British Symphony 
Orchestra. 

The B.S.O. men are not home-keeping 
soldiers. Every one of them has served 
over-seas, and it was a pity that their 
names and the record of their services 
were not printed in the programme, for it 
a fine and inspiriting list, and a strik¬ 


ing disproof of the old tradition that 
musicians must needs bo long-haired, 
sallow and unathletic. Alort and young 
and vigorous they appealed to the eye as 
well as to the car, and they played, as 
they fought, gloriously, these minstrel 
boys who had all gone to the War. 
Strings and woodwind, brass and per¬ 
cussion, all ureuptothebostprofessional 
level. 

There is no movement which has a 
stronger claim on all men and women 
of goodwill than that for providing 
employment for demobilized soldiers, 
and the British Symphony Orchestra 
is a first-rate contribution to that de- 
arable ond. The personnel of the 
orchestra , is all that can be desired. 
It was bad luck that Mr. Raymond 
Roze was prevented by illness from 
conducting last weok, but the band was 
fortunate in securing an admirable sub¬ 
stitute in Mr. Frank Bridge. Mr. 
Punch givos the scheme his blessing 
without reserve, but with a word of 
advice. To win for the B.S.O. the suc¬ 
cess it deserves will need good judgment 
as well as energy and eflioienoy. Tho 
art of programme-framing has to be 
studied with espeoial care in view of 


tho powerful but, we beliovo, perfectly 
friendly competition of other established 
organizations. Last week’s programme 
had its beaux moments, but it had also 
at least two manrais quarts d'heure, 
Tho mon, however, were splendid. 


The New Colour: Asquithian Bose. 

■ “To-day everything Asquithian has a rosy 
hue. To begin with, thoro arrived a horseshoe 
of white chrysanthemums with the words 
1 Good luck 1 worked in green ."—Daily Taper. 

“ Shakcspoarc's ' Otohllo ’ has fallen upon 
evil days .”—Kvening Taper. 

It certainly seems to ho having a bad 
spell. - 

“Tho vexed question, ‘What is a new-laid 
egg 7 ’ is at present confronting a committee 
of poultry exports ."—Daily Telegraph. 

The Committee should invite a hen to 

sit on it.- 

An “under-out":— 

“Earl Beatty is setting an oxamplo in 
hustle at the Admiralty. Photographed yester¬ 
day hurrying to lunch .”—Daily Taper. 

His Lordship’s example is superfluous. 
The Admiralty has nothing to learn 
about hurrying to lunoh. 
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Mistress. “ Can you explain now it js, Jane, that wiit'.nevkr I come into the kitchen I always find you keuhso?” 
Jane. "I think jt must be them rcbbku ’eels you weahs, Ma’am.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Bunch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Mb. John Habtinus Turner, who had already to his 
credit a play, a novel and various successful revues, has 
now produced, in A Place in the World (Cassell), what is, 
1 understand, to some extent a fictional version of his 
play. How far this may ho so I am uncertain (not having 
seen the play), but I am by no means uncertain that it 
makes hero a wholly admirable story, ono moreover that 
shows a notable advance in Mr. Turner's art ns novelist, 
being firmer in touch and generally more matured than any¬ 
thing he has yet written. The plot concorns the adventures, 
spiritual and othor, of Madame Iris Jranovna, pampered 
cosmopolitan beauty, when fate or her own egotistical 
whim had dumped her as a temporary dwoller in the semi¬ 
detached villas of subuvbia. The theme, you observe, is one 
that might excuse tho wildest farce, since the effect of Iris 
upon her unfamiliar surroundings was naturally devastat¬ 
ing. Mr. Turner however has chosen the more ambitious 
path of high comody.- In Iris herself, and oven more in 
the kindly old vicar who so unexpectedly confronts her 
with her own weapons of wit and worldly wisdom, ho has 
drawn two characters of genuine and moving humanity. I 
shall not tell you how the conflict (essential to real comedy) 
works itself out, nor after what fashion the empty brilliance 
of Iris is humiliated and transformed. If 1 have a criticism 
of Mr. Turner’s method, it is that, as with Bunthoma, a 
“ tendency to soliloquy ” is growing upon him which will 
need watching. But he clothes his reflections pleasantly 


enough. Already known as what tho old lady called 11 an 
agroeablo rattlesnake,” ho has now proved himself a story¬ 
teller of conspicuous promise. 

Von Falkeniiayn’s (lateral Headquarters 1011-1010 awl 
its Critical Decisions (Hutchinson) scorns an honcstcr hook 
than Ludkndori'e’s ; loss political, less querulous, less 
egoistic. Yon Falkexhayn, who was War Minister when 
the War began and velained his office after ho had superseded 
Yon Moi.tke as Chief of the General Staff, shows himself 
incurably Prussian, refusing oven to considor tho possibility 
that any Stato which could wago war effectively would hosi- 
tate to do so from any ethical or humanitarian scruple. 
“ Don’t bothor about a just cause, hut see that it appears 
just before men,” he seems to say. “ Tho surpriso effect of 
gas (at Yprcs) was very great,” is all tho comment that 
tragic episode draws from him. Ho was a submarine cam¬ 
paign whole-hogger. But he has his own soldierly virtues 
of modesty and loynlty, and refuses to air his porsonal 
grievances in the matter of his supersession by the Hinden- 
BURQ-LuDENnoRKK syndicate. If, as seems likely, ho speaks 
the truth, as ho had opportunity to soo it, wo must roviso 
our too flattering estimates of tho Gorman superiority in 
numbers and attribute a good deal of tho stubbornnoss of 
their defence to their quicker appreciation of tho character 
of siege war. The bolding of front-line trenches with few 
men and consequent immense saving of life was, according 
to the General, practised by tho Gorman Command long 
before we discovered its value. He gives a reasoned criticism, 
which has to the layman a plausible air, to tho effect that 
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tlio relative failure of Joffre’h great combined Champagne- 
Flanders offensive of 1915 was due to the overcrowding 
of tho attacking armies. General von Falkkkhayn, though , 
he has a prejudice for tho German soldier, con bring him-1 
self to testify to tho valour of his British and French oppo¬ 
nent. A readable and conscientious account of a difficult 
stewardship. _ 

I wish I could feel as enthusiastic about The Booming of 
Bunkie (Jknkins) as Mr. Peter McMnnn, who, falling off 
a motor-cycle, lauded in that quiet Scots viliugo and pro 
coeded to turn it, by a series of stunts, into a well-known 
watering-place. He undertook the job, I gather, partly for 
a joke and partly for tho bright eyes of Evelyn Kirhet, whose 
father put up the money for the purposos of publicity and 
propaganda. Tho transformation of a hamlet into a seaside 
rosort has boon treated as a sort of psychological romance 
by Mr. Oliver Onions in Mushroom Town, whore the human 
beings are a background as it were for the bricks and mortar; 
Air. A. S. Neill, having chosen to make a farce of it, has 
provided a hero who believes in humorous advertisements, 
and lias evidently persuaded i 


enough that so endeared her to her former public, 
that and the bloom is indeed gone. 


Touch 



the author to lake him at 
his own valuation. This is 
hardly to be wondored at, 
siuce Mr. McMnnn scorns 
always keener on popping 
his puns thau on selling his 
goods. Specimens arc given 
of speeches, press articles, 
posters and cinema pro¬ 
ductions, but the fun rages 
with the most furious in¬ 
tensity round the golf links, 
whero eighteen holos have 
been compressed into the 
usual space of ono and the 
winnor stands to lose drinks. 

There are also some paro¬ 
dies of Robert Burns, 
some jokes about bathing- 
machines and some digs at. 

tho Kirk. One has been, of m: ' i,rM 

course, before to seaside --- 

places that were a bit too bracing, and I am afraid that 
tho air of Butikie leaves me cold. 

I really think that The. World of Wonderful lleality 
(Honnun and Stoughton) may come to bo something of 
a test for your true follower of Mr. E. Tumble Thurston. 
You recall the ingredionts that went towards the first, or 
Beautiful Nonsense, book ? Sentiment in tho slums, Venice 
witli a very big V and poverty i>assim might bo regarded 
as its composition. Woll, hero you bavo John and Jill 
home again; no more Venice, a palpably decreasing, son- 
timent and only poverty to fill up with. J am hound 
to confoss that I found John’s protracted preparation for 
his nuptials rathor loss than enough as subject-matter 
for a whole book. Of course all this time there remained 
Amber (you recolloct her; she “also ran" for the John 
stakes), and at the back of your mind a comfortable con¬ 
viction that two strings are still bottor than one. Having 
censured the book for insufficient plot, I had better not 
proceed to give away what there is. I will content myself 
with a personal doubt as to whether John and Jill will 
quite reduplicate their former triumph—and that for various 
reasons, not least because (for purposes of seqnol, I sup- 
ose) even Jill herself h’as been permitted so grave a lapse 
:om the attitude of stand-anything-so-long-as-it ’s-slummy- 


Wilh the Chinks (Lane), a volume of the " Active Service 
Series," treats of the training of Chinese coolies for work 
with the Labour Corps in the B.E.F. The special interest 
of the racial typo was, for me, exhausted by the charming 
photographs; tho task remaining for Mr. Daryl Klein, 
Lieutenant in the Chinese Labour Corps, of so conveying 
the atmosphere as to absorb the reader’s attention, was not 
achieved. On tho two main aspects of the topic, the origin 
in China and the result in France, ho makes no serious 
attempt. I got no clear impression of tho coolie at home 
or of why he took to being an ally, and I was left with hut 
the vaguest conception of the unit in Franco, sinco the 
narrative ended at tho disombareation. Lastly, I have 
with regret to complain of ono sentence in particular, 
whero ho tells us; “ It is higli timo I said something about 
the officers.” Ho ltad, from tho general reader’s poiut of 
view, already said too much. It is a pity to liavo to speak 
thus moderately of a war-book obviously written with care 
“ and treating of an enterprise 

which must have cost much 
labour in the achieving and, 
in the achievement, must 
have duly contributed to our 
victory. For those person¬ 
ally involved it will be a 
welcome memento. For tho 
conscientious historian it 
will havo a certain uniquo 
value. And in fairness it 
must he addod that in the 
latter half there aro touches 
of humour and humanity 
which mako the reading 
easy and pleasant. 

Tt has been my lot, and 
I am far from complaining 
....... ----- --- about it, to read many war- 

'''R books, hut never has my luck 

“A r.-t, Dwu.txri. been moro completely in 

s ni-i i-.uir.ir r?___than when With the Persian 

Expedition (Arnold) fell into my hands. Major Donohoe, 
while never losing sight of his main object, finds time to 
toll us a number of entertaining stories with a sedate 
humour which is most attractive. Seldom has an expedition 
set out on a wilder errand than this of the “ Hush-hush ” 
Brigade, or, as it was officially known, the “ Dunstervillo ’’ 
or “Bagdad Party.’’ It was commanded by General 
Dunsterville, and briefly its objects were to combat 
Bolshevism, train Persian levies, prevent the Huns and 
Turks from threatening India by way of the Caspian Sea, 
and a few other little things of the same nature. The men 
of this "party” were picked men, and it is enough to say 
that their courage was as high as their numbers were few. 
It is indeed a mystery why any of them escaped with their 
livos, for, as experience proved, it was one thing to train 
Persian levies and another to get them to fight when they 
were wanted to. And without the levies tho “ Hush-Hush '' 
party was outnumbered again and again. I could have 
wishod that the excellent map which is firmly embedded in 
the binding had been detaonable, for the interest of the 
chronicle compelled me constantly to refer to it, and I 
suffered great distraction. 

Sidelights of Song (Long), by Mr. Gilbert Collins, con¬ 
tains a few sets of verse which have appeared in Punch. 
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AUABiviDit We live in strenuous times. The bettor method thau that of suing the 

OHAnlVARIA. Max) Mullah has been reported in birds in the County Court. 

« Akotheb American,” says a Wash- action and Willesden has won the : V : 

ington despatch, “has been captured London Draughts’Tournament. "Useful wedding-presents are now 

by Mexicans and is being held to ran- *** the vogue,” says a weekly journal. 

boib.". We deplore these pin-priok By the way, those who remomber Only last week we heard of a Scotsman 
tactics. If there is something about the Mad Mullah's earlier escupados wlio at a rocent wedding gave the bride 
the United States that President Can- are of the opinion that it is high time away. # + 

ranza wants changed ho should say so. for him to be killed again. - 

V ! “ Tho Jolly Bachelors ” is the titlo of 

A contemporary states that the old The Home Shobetaky hopes to intro- a now club at Nottingham. No attempt 
theory, that when your ears burn it duco an Anti-Firearms Bill. Under Ims yet boon made to start a Jolly 
means that people are talking about this Act it is expected that it will be Husbands’ Club. ... 
you, is accurate. Upon hearing this a made illegal for criminals to shoot at * 

dear old lady at once commenced to people into whose homes they break. It is gratifying to learn that the 
crochet a set of asbestos ear-guards for *#* workman who last week fell from somo 

Mr. CncuoHiLL. * * A postcard posted in 1888 has just scaffolding in Oxford Street, but man- 

* been delivered to The Leeds Mercury, aged to grasp a rope and hang on to it 

The American gentleman who claims and they ask if this is a rocord. Not a till rescued lifteen minutes later, has 
to have invented revues is I I now been elected an hon- 


" Useful wedding-presents are now 
the vogue,” says a weekly journal. 


shortly coming over to /'"N ovary membor of tho 

England for a holiday. iL. Underground Travellers' 

Personally we should ad- Association, 

vise him to wait until the 

crime wave has died down .-rlr ■! A reader living in 

■a bit. ^ ’ 

It is pleasing to note V A 

that in spite of the recent \ ,-fj \ A M 
spring-liko weather tho 1 A 

Poet Laureate is ealtnly \ > 

keeping his head. 

V 1 X‘\;' 1 

In their last Note to l i 

Holland on the subject of I ‘jp 
the ex-Kaiser’s trial tho •. 

Allied Governments drop ' f| ~ 
a hint that it was they -^Lb/ I 
and not Holland who won 
the War. It is impossible 

to be too definite on this thk CltlMK WAVE. any rodont under three 

mattor. % Crank (enlarging vpon pel theor;/). “X tkj.i. vor, Sih, we auk am. years old to venture out 

* OF us Bolshevists at-heart. The only thing that’s keeping you alono aftor dark. 

Cotton, it is announced, AND ml mow a life of chime, is the thoilut of the ror.iiEuvN * * 

has gdue up to tenponce nf)UNU TltB CHllKKn - _;--- We are glad to learn 

a reel. Tlie new American whisky I permanent one, if tho Post Office can I that tho Brixton lady who mislaid her 




now been elected an hon¬ 
orary membor of tho 
Underground Travellers’ 
Association. 

A reader living in 
Hertfordshire writos lo 
say that spring-like 
weather is prevailing and 
that a pair of bricklayers 
who started building about 
three weeks ago can now 
be seen daily sitting on 
throe bricks which thoy 
laid last week. 

With such energy ore 
the inhabitants of Leeds 
carrying out their cam¬ 
paign against rats that it 
is considered unsafe for 
any rodont under three 
years old to venture out 
alono aftor dark. 

We are glad to learn 


stands at the same figure. help it. ... * husband last 1 

* West-End barg 

“ Boys sing automatically, like par- A young lady told tho Stratford ceived him had 
rots,” declares tho choirmaster of St. magistrates that she gave up hor young good condition. 
John’s Church, Grimsby. His facts are man because ho said he was a million- 
wrong. The only thing automatic aire, and she had later learned thnt he During tho 


t. ... * husband last week at ono of these 

* West-End bargain sales has now ro- 

young lady told the Stratford ceived him hack from tho firm in fairly 


id she had later learned that ho During tho recent spell of warm 
about a parrot is its bite. was a waiter. But there is nothing weather sovcral wooden houses throw 

contradictory in this. out new shoots, some of which ure 

So thirsty were the Americans on already in bud. # ... 

board.it is stated, that on her home- The ex-CRowN-PBiNOE has written in 

ward trip the Mauretania was drunk dry the Ttiqlichc Rundschau on “IIow I Wo understand that the Government 
two days out. To remedy this unsatis- Lost the War.” He pays a due tribute contemplate passing a Bill to forbid 
factory state of affairs a syndicate of to the British soldier, who, it appears, silver-weddings unless a larger por- 
wealthy Americans is understood to be helped him to lose it. ceutago of alloy is used with them. 

formulating an offer to tow Ireland *V :: ■ ..r, . 

over to the New Jersey coast if a liquor “ How to Manago Twopenny Eggs ” “How utterly unimpressive for ceremonial 
licence is granted to the tug. is the headline of a morning paper. A purposes is the ordinary episcopal habit . . . 

*.* mind nln.ii in t.n rrrin them firmlv round What dignity it ever possessed has boon most 


contradictory in this. 

* . * 


out new shoots, somo of which ure 
already in bud. # ... 

Wo understand that the Government 


ceutago of alloy is used with them. 


over to the New Jersey coast if a liquor “ How to Manago Twopenny Eggs “How utterly unimpressive for ceremonial 
licence is granted to the tug. is the headline of a morning paper. A purposes is the ordinary episcopal habit . . . 

v good plan is to grip them firmly round What dignity it ever possessed has been most 

There is ho truth m the report that, the neck and wring tt. of cwiosiMtical tailors. The history of the 

Ml the result of a majority vote of the cliimoro and rochet has boon truly tragic.” 

Dublin Corporation, the sword and An article in Tit-Bits toils readers Church Pajter. 

umoehftve been replaced by a pistol and how to make caffhries pay. We have Fortunately, the hat and guitars do 

iMWfc" frit for some time that there must be a something to relieve the gloom. 
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CLOTHES AND THE POET. 

["The public will welcome an announcement that the standard 
clothing scheme may bo revived on a voluntary basis.”— The Times.] 

I do not ask for silk attire. 

For purple, no, nor puce; 

The only wear that I roquiro 
Is something plain and loose, 

A quiot sot of roach-me-downs for serviceable use. 

For these, which I must have because 
The honour of the Press 
Compels me, by unwritten laws, 

To clothe my nakedness, 

Four guineas is my limit—more or (preferably) loss. 

Let others go in Harris tweeds, 

Men of tho leisured sort; 

Mine aro the modest, homely needs 
That with my state comport; 

I am a simple labouring man whoso work is all his sport. 

I covot not the gear of those 
Who neither toil nor spin; 

I merely want some standard clo’s 
To drapo my standard skin, 

Wrought of material suitable for writing versos in. 

Something that won't pick up the dust 
When rhymes refuse to tlovv ; 

Aud roomy, lest the seams lie bust 
Should the afflatus blow— 

Say. fivo-and-forty round the ribs aud rather more below. 

For poets they should stock a brand. 

To serve each typo’s behest— 

Pastoral, epic, lyric—and 
An outer sizo of chest 

For those whose puffy job it is to build tho arduous jest. 

==== ___^^ O. S. 

THE WOLF AND THE LAMB. 

(An imaginary conversation.) 

[Jn bis lecture at tho lluyal Institution, to which Mr. Punch 
recently referred, Mr. Ar.FKKn Noykh said that “our art and litera¬ 
ture wero increasingly Bolshevik, and if they looked at tbo columns 
of any newspaper they would sec the unusual spectacle of tho political 
editor desperately fighting that which the art and literary portions of 
the paper upheld.”] 

Scene.—.4 Club-room irar Fleet Street. The Political 
Editor and the Literary Editor o/“ The. Bully Crisis" 
are discovered seated in adjoining armchairs. 

Political Editor. Excuse mo, but haven’t I scon you 
occasionally in The Crisis office? 

Literary Editor. Possibly. I look aftor its literary 
pages, you know. 

P. E. Really V I run tho political columns. Did you 
road my showing-up this morning of tho Bolshevik peril 
in tho llouso of Lords ? 

L. E. I’m afraid I never road the political articles. Did 
you notice my two-column boom of young Applecart's latest 
book of pooms? 

V. E. No time to read tho literary columns, and modern 
poetry’s as good as Chinese to me. Who 'a Applocart ? 

L. E. My dear Sir, is it possible that you are unfamiliar 
with tho author of I Wilt Destroy ? Ho’s the hope of tho 
future as far as English poetry is concerned. 

P. E. (cheerfully). Never heard of him. What’s ho 
douo ? 

L. E. (impressively). He has overthrown all tho rules, 
not only of art, but of morality. He has created a now 
Way of Life. 


P. E. Can't see that that’s anything to shout about. 
What's his platform, anyway? 

L. E. Platform? To anyone who has tho slightest 
acquaintance with Applecart the very idea of a platform 
is fantastic. He doesn't stand ; ho soars. 

P. E. Well, what aro his vines, thon ? Pretty tall, I sup¬ 
pose, if ho’s such a high flier. 

L.E. You may well say so. In tho first place he discards 
all the old artistic formulae. 

P. E. I know; you write a solid slab of purple prose, 
scissor it into a jig-saw puzzlo, servo it with a dazzle dress¬ 
ing and call it tho Now Poetry. 

L.E. Have your joke, if you will. But, more important 
still, Applecart is a rebel against humanity and all its 
fetishes, social, ethical and political. 

P. E. (startled). A Bolshie, I suppose you mean ? 

L. E. The artist is proof against all these vulgar terms 
of abuso, culled from tho hustings. Call him a Pussyfoot 
as well; you cannot shake him from his pinnacle. 

P. E. Yes, but look hero--ho's just tho sort of pernicious 
agitator wo 're out against in The Crisis —at least in my 
department. My special article this morning — three 
thickly - leaded columns—actually revealed the existence 
of a most insidious plot to undermine the restraining in¬ 
fluence of the House of Lords by the spread of Bolshevik 
propaganda masquerading as literature. You see, there's 
a certain section of tho Lords, mainly new creutious who've 
only recently been released from various employments, who 
now for tho first time in their livos have leisure for read¬ 
ing ; thon there’s tho spread of education among the sport¬ 
ing Poors. Woll, these people aro ready to succumb to all 
sorts of poisonous doctrines, if they ’re served up in what 
I presume to he tho fashionable mode of the moment; and 
I oxpoct your precious Applecart is One of the Bolsh agents 
who are laying tho trap. You ’ll have to stop booming him, 
yon know. Ho’s not doing the paper any good. 

L. E. My dear Sir, literature takes no account of the fads 
and fancies of party politics. And I gather from you that 
party politics have no use for literature except from a 
propagandist view. Let us be content to go our own ways 
in peace. 

P. E. Yes, that’s all very well for you and me, but what 
about the Chief? How doos he reconcile these absolutely 
conflicting standpoints ? And what docs tho public think 
of it all ? 

L. E. (confidentially). Betwoou you and me, the Chief 
knows his public. And the public knows its papers. Tho 
last thing it wants from us is consistency, which is always 
boring. Bosides (still more confidentially), the public doesn’t 
take us quite so seriously as we like to pretend. 

P. E. U'm, maybe you 're right. As a matter of fact 
(lowering liis voice) I sometimes think I’m a bit of a 
Socialist myself. 

L. E. Really ? As for me (conspiratorially), I adoro 
TkNnyson, and Ezha Pound fills mo with a secret wrath. 
Still, tho public-:— 

P. E. Ah, tho public-! Have a drink ? 

[They pledge carli other. Noyj-:h without. They disperse 
hurriedly. ____________ 

In view of the serious shortage of fomalo help, tho United Boards of 
Trado of Western Ontariahavo boen discussing proposals to oncourage 
the immigration of young women from GrcatBri tain.”— Morning Paper. 
And have apparently feminized tho Province in advance. 

“If tho Archdeacon of Coventry is correct in stating, as ho did in 
Convocation, that tho word ‘tush’ found in tho Psalter moans 
■ bosh,’ it must in this sense be what tho classical dons oall a 
• hapsiegomouon.’ ”— Evening Standard. 

'Which, again, must be what the classical undergraduates 
call a “ slipsus languac.” . 
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THE COWARD. 

Cecilia was knitting by the tiro. 

“ What on earth have you two been 
doing?" she asked as we came in. 
“John looks as if ho’d boon in a boilor 
explosion." 

“ Hardly that," I said. “ Wo 'vo 
been' playing with Chris—haven’t we, 
John?" 

John gasped. 

“ No, we haven’t,” ho said. “ On the 
contrary, they have been playing with 
me, Cecilia.” 

“ Well, it’s all the same thing, isn’t 
it?” said Cecilia. “Anyhow, I hoard 
you making a most frightful row.” 

"Of course I was making a row. So 
would you make a row if people sud¬ 
denly mistook you for a Teddy Boar or 
something and started bunging you 
about the room.” 

" I haven’t the least idea what you ’ro 
talking about,” said Cecilia, “hut 1 
think you ’re being intensely vulgar.” 

“ Vulgar 1 ‘ Vulgar,’ site says." He 
laughed bitterly. “You’d lie vulgar 
too if you’d had that great hulking 


brute” (he pointed at me) “sitting on 
the small of your back, and a hooligan 
of a boy-” 

Cecilia sat up and took notice. 

“Hooligan!” site said, “Hooligan! 
Who ’a a Hooligun ? " 

“Sh! sister,”I murmured. "You'll 
strain the epiglottis." 

John turnod on me savagoly. 

“ You keep quiet. It isn’t your opi— 
epi—wlmt you said—and, anyway, can’t 
I even havo a quiet row with my own 
wife without-” 

“John, calm yourself,” said Cecilia 
crushingly. “ Alan, tell me what you 'vo 
been doing.” 

“ Yes,” muttered John, “ tell her.” 
no subsided into an armchair. 

“ Well,” I said, “you soe, Christopher 
and I were up in the nursery and get¬ 
ting on quito all right when John butted 
in-” 

“ I simply opened-” 

“John, koep quiet,” said his wife. 
» Well, Alan ? ” 

“ Well, the faot is, Chris and I were 
in the middle of a great war with all 
his soldiei-s. I had just firmly estab¬ 


lished tiro superiority and was actually 
on the vergo of launching a huge offen¬ 
sive—the one that was going to win 
the war, in fact—when, as I said, in 
hutted this great clumsy elephant and 
knocked half of Christopher’s army 
over.” 

"Purely an accident," said John. 

" Will you keep quiet, or must I 
make you ? ” asked Cecilia. 

“ Well, of course,” I went on, " find¬ 
ing ourselves suddenly attacked by a 
common foe, Chris and I naturally 
joined forces to defend ourselves.” 

“ Defend!-" shrieked John. “ No, 

I won't koop quiet another second. 
Defend! Why, they rushed ut me like 
a couple of wild hyenas.” 

“My dear John," said Cooilia, “ you 
attacked them first, and of eourse they 
defended themselves as best thoycould.” 

" Precisely,” I said. 

" After all, John,” said Cooilia, “ you 
ought to be glad your son is so ready 
to look after himself, instead of calling 
him a hooligan. You ’re always shout¬ 
ing about the noble art of self-defence.” 

“ Noble art of Belf-defenee rot," said 
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John. “There’s nothing in the noble 
art about pushing lead soldiers down 
a man’s neck.” 

“ Down your nock ? ” said Cecilia. 

“Yos,” said John. “I keep trying 
to tell you and you won’t let tue. That 
brute sat on tho small of my back while 
Christopher pushed ’em down. Tho 
little beasts all had their bayonets lixed, 
too.” 

Cecilia and 1 laughed. 

“Yos, laugh,” said John bittorly. “ It 
is funny that our child should he grow¬ 
ing up a Bolshevist; trying to flay his 
own father. Ho 'll bn setting firo to 
the cat in a week and thou you 'll have 
another laugh.” 

“ John," shrieked Cecilia, “ how daro 
you? If you say another word about 
the darling " 

The door opened and Christopher 
came into tho room. 

Ha seemed to have washed his face 
or something. Anyway, ho looked quite 
a little angol and that’s hardly—how¬ 
ever. 

“ I shall toll Chris what you ’vc boon 
saying," said Cecilia. 

John jumped. 

“No, no, Cecilia,” ho said in a 
strangled voice. “ Don't betray me. 
I—I’m sorry; I withdraw everything. 
Cecilia, savo me. Think of our courting 
days ; remember-—" 

“ Christopher,” said Cecilia clearly, 
“ you see your father ? Go and pull his 
last remaining hairs out.” 

Christopher looked at her in amaze¬ 
ment. Then bo walked over to John, 
climbed on his kneo and put an arm 
round his neck. 

“ 1 wouldn’t hurt you, deal- old Dad, 
would i V ” ho asked affectionately, look¬ 
ing at his mothor in pained surprise. 

John positively gaspod with roliof. 

“ Dear old Chris,” ho said. 

“ Oh, you hypocrite ! " said Cecilia. 

“Cowaul 1 ” said I. 

I was sitting on one of those dumpy 
hassock sort of things. John looked 
down at me vindictively for a moment 
and then a horrid smile started spread¬ 
ing about his nasty face. 

“ Christopher,” he said very gently, 
“ wouldn’t it bo a good thing if wo 
pushed Uncle Alan over and knocked 
his slippers oil, and then I ’ll sit on 
him while you tickle his feet ?’’ 

Now it sounds silly, but a cold pre- 
spiralion came over mo. Hoing tickled 
is so bopelossly undigniliod. And, uny- 
liow, I simply can’t stand it on tho 
feet. 

“John,” I said soverely, “don't bo 
absurd." 

Christopher gurglod. 

“ Ho’s afraid,” lie said. “ Couie on, 
Dad." 

I saw that they really meant it, and 



I can only suppose that i was carried 
away by one of those panics that you 
read of as attacking the bravest at 
times. Anyhow, quito suddenly I found 
myself moving rapidly round tho table, 
out of the door and up tho stairs. Half¬ 
way up I slopped to liston. Cecilia and 
John were laughing loudly and coarsoly 
and Christopher was chanting" Uncle's 
got tho wind up " in a piercing treble. 
Not at all a nice pliraso for a small 
boy to have on his tongue. 


It was all very galling for one who 
lias fought and, I may say, bled for his 
country. I almost decided to go back 
and light it necessary. Then l heard 
a stage-whisper from Christopher; 

“Let's croop upstairs after him and 
tickle him to death. Shull we, Dad?” 

Sheer hooliganism. It was impos¬ 
sible to tight with honour against such 
opponents. I disdained to try. I wont 
hastily up the remaining stairs and 
locked myself in my room. 
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THE INTERNATIONALIST. 

“ What on earth,” I said to the 
waiter, who was standing a few yards 
off, lost in a pensive dream of his native 
land—Switzerland, Franco, Italy?— 
well, anyhow, lost in a pensive dream— 
“what on oarth is a Potrograd steak?" 

The white napkin whisked like the 
scut of a rabbit, and he bounded to iny 
side, “ Eot is minco-up," be said melo¬ 
dramatically. “ Zo l’etrograd stoak 
ver good. Two minute—mince-up.” 

“ But isn’t that a Vienha steak ? ” I 
asked. 

A spasm of pain passod over bis face. 
“Before ze War," ho whispered, "yes, 
Vienna steak. Now wo call it zo Potro- 
grnd. You vill have one? Yes? Two 
minute." 

Memories came flooding back of that 
moment of crisis which bad found so 
many of our trusted statesmen ill-pro- 
pared, but, terrible as it was, had not 
caught the managers of London restau¬ 
rants napping. I remembered the im¬ 
mense stores of Dutch lager bocr which 
they had so providentially and so pa¬ 
triotically held in anticipation of the 
hour of need. Dutch beer, both light 
and dark, so that inveterato drinkers of 
Munich and Pilsener were enabled to 
face Armageddon almost without a jerk. 
They had other things ready too— 
Danish pdti de fois gras, Swiss liver 
sausages, Belgian pastrios and the rest. 
It was in that dark hour, I suppose, that 
the Vienna steak set its face towards 
the steppes. But this was in 1914, and 
a good deal had happened sinco then. 
It appeared to me that the restaurant 
was not exactly au courant with inter¬ 
national complication's and tho gastro¬ 
nomic consequences of the Peace. I 
felt entitled to further illumination. 

“ 1 don’t feel at all certain," I told 
the man, “ that I ought to oat a Petro- 
grad steak. Is it a white steak ? ” 

“ Ah, no, not vite, not vito at all,” he 
assured me. “ Eot is underdone—not 
much, but a little underdone. Ver good 
mince-up.” 

“I absolutely refuse to eat a Rod 
Petrograd steak," I declared. “Have 
you by any chanco anything Jugo¬ 
slavian on. the menu ? 

“ Zero is ze jugged hare- " 

" I think you misunderstand me,” I 
interrupted; “ this is a point of principle 
with me. Supposing I consume this 
Czocho-Slovakian mince-up and thon 
have a piece of Stilton; there has been 
no war with Stilton, I fancy-” 

“Ver good, ze Stilton,” interjected 
the chorus. 

"And coffee-" 

“ Turkish coffee ? ” he said. 

“There you go again,” I grumbled. 
“ Whatever my attitude may be towards 


Vienna and Petrograd (and, mind you, 
I am not feeling at all bitter towards 
Vienna), my relations with Turkey are 
most certainly strained." 

“ No, not strained, ze Turkish coffee,” 
he cried eagerly ; “ eet has ze grounds." 

"So have I,” I told him; "wo will 
call it tho Macedonian coffee. It is you 
who insisted in obtruding these inter¬ 
national relations on my simple lunch, 
and 1 mean to do the thing thoroughly. 
Better a dish of Croat Serbs where 

love is than a bifteck Petrograd- 

Never mind, go and get the tiling.” 

When ho returned with it I fell to, 
but my thoughts remained with the 
waiter. What a man ! With his dis¬ 
passionate judgment, his calm satio 
outlook on men and affairs, sliakon a 
little perhaps in 1911, but sinco then 
undisturbed, was he not cut out above 
all others to settle tho vexod frontier 
lines of Europo? I wondered whother 
Lord Robert Cecil might not possibly 
make uso of him. I was tompted to 
try him still further. 

“ Have you ever heard of Mr. J. M. 
Keynes?" I asked him when he 
brought me the Bessarabian coffee. 

“ Mr. Keynes I not know. lie not 
come here, I zink." 

" Or the Treaty of London ? ” 

“ I vill ask ze manager.” 

" Or President Wilson ? ” 

A brilliant smile of illumination lit 
up his features. 

“American, is he not?" ho said. 
“ Ver reech, ze Americans.” 

This saddened me a little. Ho was 
not then absolutely complete. There 
was a faint tarnish on the lustre of his 
innocence. He was scarcely perhaps 
suited for the League of Nations after 
all. Lighting an Albanian cigurotto 1 
asked him for my bill. 


THINKING ALOUD. 

Lord Haldane loquitur. 

" Tired of laborious days and nights 
Spent on tho intellectual heights, 

I long to raise and educato 
Tho masters of tho future State. 
Besides, tho people in the plains 
Are lamentably short of brains, 

And I have even more than Keynes. 
Already in The Herald’s page 
Am I acclaimed as seer and sage; 
Mine be it then to teach my neighbour 
To quit the lowly rut of Labour, 

And scale the heights of Pisgah, Nebo, 
Or some equivalent gazebo, 

For even Labour must afford 
To keep one competent Law Lord.” 


“WAR CBIMINAIjS DEMAND TO BE 
SUSPENDED." 

Erenbig Paper. 

Too good to be true. 


COX AND BOX. 

My dear Charles,— Let us talk Haute 
Finance. In other words, let us in¬ 
dulge in that good old Anglo-Saxon 
pastime of blackguarding Cox and Co. 
It will remind us of the piping days of 
war. There is too much peace about, 
and tho gentle and ever-forgiving Cox 
and Co. expect their customers to be men 
of forco and charaoter, showing temper 
from time to time. Everybody else 
may bo demobilised; I remain a soldier, 
and us such I have my special bank. 
Ah, me! the battles in Charing Cross 
are not the easy things they used to be. 
No longer, as of old, I come fresh to 
the attack against a mere underling, 
worn down by the assaults of wave 
after wave of brother-officers attacking 
before mo. I enter the Territorial De¬ 
partment alone and am taken on by a 
master-band, supported and flanked by 
a number of unoccupied subordinates. 
About the Spring of 1925, when I expect 
to bo tho only “T” loft, I anticipate 
the decisive moment when £ shall 
cross swords or swop bombs with Sir 
Cox himself. Having bravely encoun¬ 
tered "and Co." these many years, I 
shall not be daunted by that gilded 
knight. 

The war having once put mo in pos¬ 
session of my Cox and Co., I had very 
frequent recourse to them when in need 
of such solace as only monoy can brin<». 
Tho time arrived when I applied in 
vain; the money had disappeared. 
Though I hud no reason to suspect 
Cox and Co. of being dishonest I no¬ 
ticed a tone of assuredness and self- 
complacency in their letters strangely 
similar to that in my own, and I knew 
that I was being dishonest, so I de¬ 
manded to see my pass-book. It was a 
horrid sight, and it gave me seriously 
to think. How came it that the side 
of the book which showed my tukings 
was so clear and easily to be under¬ 
stood, but the side which showed their 
takings wrapt in mystery and hiero¬ 
glyphics such as not oven the world’s 
leading financiers and mathematicians 
could hope to unravel? My subaltern, 
being consulted, agreed with me; I 
would have had him carpeted by tbo 
C.O. at once if ho hadn’t. 

I stepped round to Cox and Co. and 
had it out with them verbally. After 
a discussion lasting half-an-hour, it 
was shown that I had been credited 
with a week’s pay to which 1 wasn’t 
ontilled and that a month’s income-tax, 
to which a grasping Government was 
entitled, bad not been deducted. I 
left the building ninety-three shillings 
worse off than I entered it. 

I gave Cox and Co. six months to go 
wrong in, and then called for that pass- 
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BEHIND THE SCENES IN CINEMA-LAND. 

“This is wiikuk nu swims tub lm-ms. lfow sham, we send him— i i on im.wn 


book again. My ejo foil upon a paying 
and deducting mid refunding and road- 
justing of an item itself so Klianioful 
that it dared only appear under its 
initials. Why this oscillation ? i asked 
myself. So wo engagod upon uuolhor 
correspondence, and another interview 
took place, at which l was supported 
by my subaltern (who could multiply 
and add), and the bank-man was sup¬ 
ported by a young lady (who could 
divide and suhtmet). At the end of a 
passionatodiscu-sioii, which lasted fifty- 
seven rninulos (forty-live of them being 
aftor closing limo) the conclusion was 
arrived at that the total was correct to 
a halfpenny. Even Cox and Co. them¬ 
selves wore a hit surprised at I hat. 

Years passed, and there was no doubt 
about, it; the money continued to dis¬ 
appear. Trusting that; Cox and Co. 
wero now lullod into a fooling of false se¬ 
curity 1 tried a surprise reconnaissance. 
I dropped in on them without warning 
and askod to see that pass-book then 
and thero. They searched high and 
low, but they couldn't find it. I, on 
tho othor hand, found it quito oasily, 
when I searched amongst my papers 
at home. To me this pioved that I 
was the better searcher. My subaltern, 
however, would have it that the cir¬ 
cumstances gave mo no right of action 


against Cox and Co. His sympathies 
wero clearly with thorn, so 1 requested 
him kindly to get on with his own work 
and not to interfere further in my 
private affairs, lie went away in a 
huff, got demobilised and, I liavo littlo 
doubt, married tho young lady who 
divided and subtracted and, with her, 
set up a hank of his own. I devoted 
my young life to the search for some 
person, firm or corporation, expert in 
pass-books, haughty of demoanour, eap- 
ablo of getting blood out of a stono and 
not likely to give even the devil his duo; 
I wanted such tin ally for the next 
assault. 

1 have always remained a civilian, 
and as such havo retained my other 
banker. A man of unlimited posses¬ 
sions, 1 may state accurately that I 
havo to-day no fowor than two banks 
of my own. Lot us eall this other one 
Box and Co. That is not the real name, 
hut it is as far as I dare go to refer to 
them, eveu under an assumod name. 
Years of stem handling by them havo 
taken all tho spirit out of mo. It is as 
much as I cuu do to screw up my 
courage so far as to ask tho loan of a 
pound or two of my own money otf 
them. And there havo boon times, in 
the pre-1914 past, wlion I have folt it 
would be better to go without mouoy 


than to have tho stuff thrown at me, 
shovelled at mo in that contemptuous 
offhand manner. I now repaired in 
person to tho promises of Box and Co., 
with their handsome marble facade and 
their costly mahogany fittings, and had 
a word with Mr. Box himself. A littlo 
artful flattery, a few simple lios and 
just a touch of ginger in tho matter of 
professional competition, and Box and 
Co. were brought into tho war. I 
handed them Cox and Co.’s pass-book 
and told them that now was their time 
to go in and win. 

I used to look in every othor day to sco 
how the struggle wont. At lirst Box and 
Co. wero confident, remarking on my 
wisdom in placiug myself (and my pass¬ 
book) in such competent hands as 
theirs. But as tho correspondence 
went on their enthusiasm wore off; 
Mr. Box gave vent to observations 
reflecting ill on tho Army system of 
pay, on tho Army itself, oven on that 
part of it which was me. Had it not 
been that tho pride of Box and Co. was 
involved, 1 bolievo thoy would have 
gone to Loudon in a body, there to 
form a lifelong friendship with Cox and 
Co., out of pure fellow-feeling. But I 
liavo hinted that Box and Co. were a 
cold inhuman institution, whoso busi¬ 
ness in life it was to do people down, 
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Fusscr. “I should like to know just now much this train is overdue.” 
Cynic. "A watcii ain’t no good—what you want is a halmanacH." 


or go down itself. And so Cox and Co. 
had to be for it. Eventually, in the late 
winter of 1919, Box and Co. extracted 
from Cox and Co. tho admission that a 
five had been mistaken for a throe, and 
I had been done out of twopence, un 
affair all tho more gross in that it hud 
happened as long ago as the early 
spring of 1915, and never a word of 
remorse moanwhilo! A conclusion by 
which neither Box nor Cox was really 
satisfied, but which,for me, was enough. 
Wo English may only win ono battle in 
a war, but that battle is the last. 

Possibly, my dear Charles, you have 
a soft spot in your heart for this Cox 
and Co., never failing in courtesy and 
attention and ever heaped with abuse? 
So, to be frank, have 1. Let us turn 
round and blackguard the other fellow. 
The sequel is incrediblo. 

I next liandod my Box and Co. pass¬ 
book to Cox and Co., giving them a brief 
and touching rdsumi of my sad story 
of wrong and oppression, and bidding 
thoin do their damnedest in their turn. 
They wrolo to Box and Co.: “ Our cus¬ 
tomer, your customor, wo may say the 
customer, Socond-Lieutenant, Brevet- 
Lieutenant, Temporary Captain, Acting 
Major, Local Colouol, Aspiring General 
(entered in your books as plain Mister) 
Henry Neplusultra, informs us that, 
though ho has banked with you since 
tho first sovereign he earned at his 
baptism, lie has heon so frowned at 
anil scorned as to have been rendered 
morally unable to handle bis current 
balance, no instructs us . . 

But why relate the story in all its 
grim horror? Enough to say that so sue 
cessfully did Cox and Co. pursue their 
instructions that they discovered a 
credit balauco in my favour of 14.?. 3d.; 
so politely and firmly did they conduct 
the correspondence that eventually Box 
and Co. burst into tears, admitted tho 
claim and, upon my calling tho other 
day personally to receive satisfaction, 
handed me the 14s. id. with a defer¬ 
ential bow. If you doubt the truth of 
this statement you haVe only to come 
round to my place, where you can see 
for yourself the threepence, which is 
still in my possession. 

Yours ever, Henry. 


DAY BY DAY IN YHE WORLD OF CRIME. 

(By a well-known Professor of Larceny.) 

In these days whon robbery with 
violence is an everyday occurence, few 
people will trust themselves alone in 
railway carriages. Imagine, therefore, 
my surprise, not unmingled with plea¬ 
sure, on seeing a somewhat pompous- 
looking individual, with the circumfer¬ 
ence and watoh-ehain of the sucoessful 
merchant, sitting alone in a first-class 


carriage on tho suburban up-line from 
Wallingford. I always travel from 
Wallingford, as it is tho ono station on 
the lino at which you are not required 
to show a ticket on entry. Accordingly 
I entered the old gentloman's carriage, 
took his ticket, and offered him a 
cigarette, which he accepted. I then 
oponod the conversation. 

“ I wonder you wear your watch- 
chain so prominently,” i remarked, 
“ especially during the present vogue of 
orimo—so tempting, you know.” 

“ Ah ! ” ho said, “ so you may think; 
but, being a bit of a criminologist, I 
have arranged that as a littlo trap. It 
is my belief that the pickpocket, foiled 
in one particular, never attempts to rob 
his victim in any other way. Now this 
chain cost mo precisely ninepence. It 
is weighted at each end with a pioco of 
lead, which gives an appearance of 
genuineness to the watch-pocket. I 
am heavily armed, in caso he should 
attempt violence.” 

It was hero that I romoved his 
pocket-book and slipped it into my 
great-coat. Not daring to examine it 
openly, I fingered it cautiously, and 
felt toe stiff softness of bank-notes. I 
was so carried away with pleasure that 


I was quite surprised to bear his voice 
returning from a distance. 

“As for my ticket,” he continued, 
“that is a single from Wallingford to 
the next station, Sadlington; it is two 
years old. My season I keep insido 
the lining of my bat.” 

It was here that I returned the ticket 
to his pocket. Aftor all, 1 reflected, 1 
could pay at the other end with a very 
small portion of tho contents of the 
pocket-book, which I reckoned must 
contain at least half-a-dozen fivers. 

“By the way,” ho added, “I have a 
passion for biscuits; will you join mo 
in ono?” and lie proffered a small tin. 
“ 1 eat so many of them,” he said, “ that 
I can write all my memoranda on tho 
slips of papor from tho tins, and these 
l keep in my pocket-hook. My money I 
keep next my season.” 

It was hero that I returned tho 
pocket-book. 

“THE OPTIMISTIC WAITERS. 

1 Soon We Shall Clo Bark to Our Work 
Triumphantly. 1 ” 

Keening Caper. 

We hope that in the case of certain 
restaurants the bark will not be ao bad 
as tho bito. •■Jw' 
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THE DEAD TREE. 

{Beiny a terrible result of readiny too 
much poetry in the modem manner.) 
Si.ushy is tho highway bctsveon tho 

unspeakable hedges ; 

I pause 

Irresolute under a telegraph-pole, 

The fourteenth telograph-polo on tho 
way 

From Shore to Havering, 

Tho twenty-first 
From Havering to Shore. 

Crimson is tho western sky ; upright it 
stands, 

Tho solitary polo, 

Sombre and terrible, 

Splitting the dying sun 
into two sotni-circular halvos. 

1 do not think I have soon, not ovon 
in \ ortioist pictures, 

Anything so solitary, 

So absolutely nude; 

Yet this was an item once in tho un¬ 
interesting forost, 

With branchos sticking out oi' it, and 
crudo green leaves 
And resinous sap, 

And undernoath it a litter of pine spin¬ 
dles 

And ants; 


Minis fretted in the boughs and bees 
wore busy in it, 

Squirrels ran noisily up it; 

Now it is naked and dead, 

Delightfully nakod 
And beautifully dead. 

Delightfully and beautifully, for across 
it melodiously, 

Stirred by the evoning wind, 

Tho wires whoro electric messages aro 
continually being despatched 
Betweon various post-ofliees, 

Mossagcs of business and messages of 
love, 

Rates of advertisements and all the 
winners, 

Aro vibrating and thrumming 
Like a thousand lutes. 

Is the old groy heart of tho telegraph 
pole stirred by these messages V 
I fancy not. 

Yet it all seems very strange; 

And even stranger still, now that 1 
notico it, 

Is tho fact that the thing is aftor all 
not absolutely nakod, 

For a short way up it, half obliterated 
with ago, 

Discoloured and torn, 

Fastened on by tintacks, 


Thero is a paper nfjiche 
Relating to swine fever. 

The sun sinks lower and I pass on, 

On to tho fifteenth polo from Where to 
Havering, 

And the twentieth 
FYom Havering to Shore ; 

It is ovon more naked uud desolato 
than tho lust. 

I pause (as before) .... 

\Author. Wc can start all over again 
now if you liko. Editor. I don’t like.] 
============== FiVok. 

“irops. 

Canteiuiviiy, Saturday.—Trade was quiet, 
with prices steads, as follows: Kent mixed 
(li'e.'i's, Slid ; lambs’ wool, 22d to 24d: downs, 
■1 Id to 42(1; and half-bred fleeces, ItSd to 39d 
per lb.”— Financial I’aper. 

This may help to explain tho taste of 
“ Government ale.” 

“By systematic and scientific training is it 
possible to produce that perfect typo of man¬ 
hood gifted with tho host powers of what wo 
aro wont to call tho ‘ lower orders of creation ’ 
—keen sighted and swift of motion as a bird, 
sharp-scooted os a greyhound, faithful and 
acuto as a dog, and full of sentient wisdom 
as an elephant,”— Daily I’aper, 

We aro doubtful about the rest, but the 
greyhound part should be quite easy. 
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in the Profiteering Act. In liis opin- tho Somaliland dervishes. Tho prin- The Coal Mines Bill was 
ion it “has had a stabilising effect on cipal credit was duo to the Royal Air entrusted to Mr. Bridueman. 
the price of clothingby Spencer once de 

which hemeans.l suppose, jF the llouso of Co 

that West-End tailors long i by announcing that 

ago nailed their high prices _ “not an agriculti 

to the mast-head. ' - bouror”; and Mr. 1 

In cormncnding tho Bill gKy yjt man similarly put 

for tho continuance of T\ good temper by ad 

D.O.K.A., a remanet from j4nf q that he had never 

last Session, tho Arron- JSbjJ ) if worked in a mini 

nky-General was almost p /yr ff M ho showed quite a 

apologetic. Ho laid much out acquaintance v 

stress upon tho “modest Jr/J\ subject, and succe 
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was taken by tho Irish L\ % that it was not nat 
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means of continuing tho —’ ==!5 !e= ^^G heame suggested 
military government of ■‘Aw from tho Koran : -■ 

Ireland,acountry in which, t 0L0NKL a.MKUY CIU'SOK KKTCRNS FROM A SKCCKSSKLJ. , " T,lls hfo is Iml; 

according to Mr Devlin. i>ay wrm ms MAN FRIDAY. , ' et Z,Z'i 

the Government had as “I*"■ 


COLON Kl. 


A.MKUV CIU'SOK KKTCRNS FROM A SUCCKSSFL'L 
DAY WITIC IDS MAN Kill DAY. 


Spencer once delighted 
the llouso of Commons 
by announcing that lie was 
“not an agricultural la¬ 
bourer”; and Mr. Briduk- 
man similarly put it in a 
good temper by admitting 
that lie bad never himself 
worked in a mino. But 
bo showed quite a suffici¬ 
ent acquaintance with his 
subject, and succeeded in 
dispolling somo of the fog 
that enshrouds tho figures 
of coal - tinance. Tho 
minors, of course, objected 
to the Bill on tho ground 
that it was not nationalis¬ 
ation, but were left in a 
very small minority. 

A Private) Members’ do- 
hate on the Housing Pro¬ 
blem occupied the even¬ 
ing. There was much 
friendly criticism of the 
Mimstiok or Health, for 
whom Major Lloyd 
Gheame suggested a motto 
from tho Koran : 

“ This life is hut a bridge ; 
I.et no mail build Ins Iioum* 
upon it.” 


much right as tho Germans in Belgium. Force, but tho nativo levies had also But tho lapse of timo is gradually 
Tho House, however, scorned to agreo done their part effectively. The only bringing performance nearer to pro- 
vvith tho Irish Attorney-General that in lly in Colonel Ameuy's ointment was iniso, and l)r. Addison was able to 
tho present state of Ireland it would tho escape of that evasive gentleman, announce that over one hundred thou- 
not lie wiso to dispenso with tho regit- the Mi'i.r.vn, to whom ho was careful sand houses were now “in tho londor 
lations, and gave tho Bill a second on this occasion not to apply the epi- stage." Let us hope no hitter blast 
reading by 219 votes to (51. thet“ Mad.” As, however, tho Mullah will nip them in the bud. 

Then tho House turned to tho —— Wednesday, February lath. — 


discussion of tho levy on capital. 
The Chancellor of the Ex¬ 
chequer was still inexorably op¬ 
posed to a general levy, but would 
liko a toll on war-wealth alone, 
and proposed to set up a Com¬ 
mittee to consider whether it was 
practicable. Mr. Adamson frankly 
declared that tho Labour Party 
was in favour of a capital levy, but 
wanted to got at tho war-profits 
first. Mr. Chamberlain objected 
to widening tho scope cf the in¬ 
quiry on tho ground that it would 
take too long, and also that uncer¬ 
tainty would promote extravagance 
and discourage saving. And, despite 
Liout. - Commander Kenwokthy'h 
naive suggestion that we should 
restore credit by making a bonfire 
of paper-money—lie did not say 
whose—the House agreed with 
tho Chancellor. 


tliet “ Mad.” As, however, tho Mullah | will nip them in the bud. 

-fry*. Wednesday, February lath. — 


A '''/•liyMj 


TAKING TIIK OFFKRTOUY. 

Me. Aisrr.x Cn.tuniiu.tix (as Sidesman). “Tin; 

THREEPENNY-BIT IS ECONOMICAL PERHAPS ; RUT A DE¬ 
SIRABLE COIN, THOM MY POINT OF VIEW, IT IS NOT." 


The Lords returned to work after 
their week's holiday in a rather 
gloomy mood. By some occult 
pioco^s of reasoning LordPAttMOOit 
lias convinced himself that the 
distress in Central Kuropo is 
largely the fault of the Peace 
Conference. IIo was supported by 
\ Lord Buum, who declared that 
v \, tho “Big Pour" approached the 
^\\V business of Treaty-making in a 
| V German rather than an English 
spirit (which sounds as if lie 
■. \V\Y thought they never meant to keep 
if), and by "Lord Haldane, who, 

S m'Av wire suo, accused the negotiators 
of having shown “ no adequate 
wTOy provision.” Lord Crawford dealt 
lV V pretty faithfully with tho cavillers 
and pointed out that this country 
had already spent twolvo millions 
t a dk- on relieving European distress, and 
1 not." was prepared to spend noarly as 




154 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL 


[Fobboabt 25,1220. 


much again when the United States 
was ready to co-operate; but at present, 
ho reminded then), that country was 
still in a state of war with Germany. 

The one bright spot of the sitting 
was Lord Hylton's statement that the 
National Debt, which was within a 
fraction of eight thousand millions on 
December 31st, had since been reduced 
by eighty-five millions. The pace is 
too good to last, but it is something to 
have made a start. 

For nearly four years we have been 
anxiously waiting to know what roally 
did happen at the battlo of Jutlaud. 
The voluminous efforts of Admirals and 
journalists have failed to clear up the 
mystery, and even Commander Caiu,yon 
Bellaids has not satisfied overybody 
so completely as himself that his recent 
work reveals the truth. But now the 
official history i3 on the eve of publica¬ 
tion and Mr. Long no longer feels it 
necessary to keep the secrot. Here it 
is in his own words: “The moral of 
the German fleet was very seriously 
shakon.” What a relief 1 

It soems that tho Turks were in¬ 
formed in advance of the intention of 
tho Peace Conference to let them stay 
at Constantinople in the hope that they 
would forthwith abandon their sanguin¬ 
ary habits. Instead of which they 
appear to have said to thcmsolves, 
“ What a jolly day 1 Let us go out and 
kill something—Armenians for choice.” 
So now a further message has been sent 
to them to the effect that the new title 
to the old tenement is not absolute but 
conditional, and that one of the coven¬ 
ants forbids its use as a slaughterhouse. 

A modest little Bill empowering the 
Mint to manufacture coins worth some¬ 
thing loss than their weight in silver 
aroused the wrath of Professor Oman. 
The last time, according to his account, 
that the coinage was thus debased was 
in the days of Hf.nuy Vlll., whoso 
views both on money and matrimony 
were notoriously lax. Other Mombors 
woro friendly to tho project, and Mr. 
Dennis Herhekt, in theavowed interest 
ol churchwardens, urged the Govern¬ 
ment to seize tho opportunity to abolish 
the threepenny - bit, tho irreducible 
minimum of “ respectablo " almsgiving. 
The Chancellor op the Exchequer, 
however, stoutly championed the olusive 
little coin, for which he declared there 
was “an imtnouso demand.” 

On Captain IIamuro'h motion do- 
ploring the action of certain trade- 
unions in refusing to admit ex-Servico 
men to their ranks the Labour Party 
heard some very straight talking. The 
whips of Lady Bonham-Carter at 
Paisley were nothing to tho scorpions 
of exJPrivate Hopionson, who has, 
actually been fined at the instance of ] 


the traderunions because ho insisted 
upon employing Borne of his old com- 
rades-in-arms. 

Mr. Sexton’s rather maladroit at¬ 
tempt to shift the blame on to the em¬ 
ployers only deepened the impression 
that trade-unionism is developing into a 
system of caste, in which certain occu¬ 
pations aro rosorved for certain people. 
Only an elect bricklayer, for example, 
may lay bricks—though anybody can 
heave them—and the mere fact that a 
man has sliouldored a rifle in the ser¬ 
vice of his country in no way entitles 
him to carry a hod. 

Thursday, February 19th .—The im¬ 
pending advent of a Homo Rule Bill is 
greatly perturbing the little remnant of 
Irish Nationalist Members, threatened 
with tho extinction of their pot griev¬ 
ance. Although hut sevon in number 



Ko-lio (Sir Oobihix 11k ii .mi). “ Pardon me, 

HIT THESE I AM ADAMANT.” 


they made almost noise enough for 
soventy. Quostion-timo was punctuated 
with their plaints. Tho Chief Secre¬ 
tary did his best to soothe them, but his 
rornark that “ no man in Ireland need 
ho in prison if he will obey tho law ” 
poured oil on tho flames. 

Despite the reduction of the (Question- 
ration from eight to four per Member, 
tho House collectively grows “ curiouser 
and curiouser.” Tills is partly duo to 
tho popularity of Premier - baiting, 
now to be enjoyed on Mondays and 
Thursdays. In future, Members are 
to be further restricted to three Ques¬ 
tions per diem -, but no substantial relief 
is to be hoped for uulil tho House sets 
up its own censorship, with power to 
expungo all Questions that are trivial, 
personal or put for purposes of self- 
advertisement. Not many—a dozen or 
two daily, perhaps-rwould survive the 
scrutiny. 


A NEW ISLE OF THE BLEST. 

(The “ Cubanisation ” 6f Ireland, sug¬ 
gested by Mr. dk Valera, is being 
seriously discussed in Sinn -Ftin 
circles.) 

When Ireland is treated like Cuba, 

As great de Valera suggests, 

And the pestilent loyalist Pooh-Bah 
No longor our island infests, 

Tho Pearl that adorns the Antilles 
Wo 'll speedily duplicate hero, 

From the Lough in the North, that is 
Swilly’s, 

Right down to Cape Clear. 

The militant minstrels of Tara 
Will change their war-hurps for 
guitars, 

And Clare, to he called Santa Clara, 
Will grow the most splendid cigars; 

On tho banks of the Bann the banana 
Will yield us its suceulent fruit, 

And the pig with the gentle iguana 
Together will root. 

Our poets, both major and minor, 

Will work the new Manganese vein, 

And turn out a product divinor 
Than even the Cubans obtain ; 

Limcrigo, Galvejo, Doblino— 

How lovely and noble they sound ! 

And think of Don Jose Dcvlino 
Cavorting around! 

Wo’ll borrow a leaf from Havana; 

We ’ll cultivate yuccas and yalns; 

Tho Curragh shall ho our savannah, 
Ssvopt clear of all soldiers and shams; 

And then to the cry of “ Majuba” 

We ’ll shatter the enemy's yoke, 

When Ireland is governed like Cuba 
And grows her own smoko. 


DEAD SEA FRUIT. 

To-day tho telephone has been in¬ 
stalled. The members of our staff are 
going about their duties in a dazed 
fashion, and I, to whose single-handed 
tenacity the achievement is due, find 
myself unable in these first full mo¬ 
ments of triumph to concentrate on my 
overy-day affairs. 

I can still remember that fresh Bum¬ 
mer morning when with springy step I 
set out to call upon the District Con¬ 
tract Agent for tho first time. Inno¬ 
cently enough I expected to arrange for 
tho installation of a telephone within 
the next two or three days. But I re¬ 
collect that as I ascended the steps of 
his premises I became depressed by 
that House of Usher foreboding, and 
then, when I witnessed the way in 
which an imperturbable official dis¬ 
comfited' a tempestuous gentleman 
who was giving tongue to a long list of 
his wrongs, my carefully rehearsed and 
resolute address shrivelled on my lips 
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atid I found myself asking tamely for a 
form. 

This form, plus the information that 
telephones were more spoodily installed 
where ox-Service men were employed, 
was the net result of my first encounter. 

And now, as I turn in romiuiscont 
mood to a dusty file, I pause before one 
of my early letters to the District Con¬ 
tract Agent: “ . . . if you saw our 
staff, who are without exception ex¬ 
soldiers, you would say at once that 
they are a remarkably fine body of men 
and deserving of a telephone. They 
mark their possessions with theirinitials 
in indelible pencil. Betwoeu them they 
have soon service on every front, from 
Mespot to Ireland. Some havo been 
mentioned in despatches, many havo 
figured in Cox’s Book of Martyrs, and 
our cashier says that ho once opened a 
tin of bully with the key provided for 
that purpose. One of our juniors, 
Major Bays Waller, O.B.E., who came 
to us from a Control Office and who 
advises us on our filing, says that it is 
like ooming from a home to a home. 
You must oome round and have a chat 
with him; you would have so much in 
common. 

“ Trusting that you will expedite the 
little matter of our telephone installa¬ 
tion, and assuring you that the spirit 
of our staff continues tp be excellent, 
eto.;. . .’* 


Although this letter was signed 
“ Henry Thomas, James & Sons,” the 
District Contract Agent’s vague reply 
on the filo before me commences: “ Sir 
(or Madam); ” and I foel now, as I 
did then, that it is not iu the best of 
taste for him to brag as he doo3 about 
his tolephono and his “ Private Branch 
Exchange ” on tho very paper on which 
lie writes to baffled applicants for in¬ 
stallation. 

From this time the correspondence is 
marked by an increasing bitterness on 
my side and a level colourlessness on 
his. Only onco did he assumo the 
offensive, which took tho sliapo of a 
demand for four pounds for possible 
services to be rendered at somo period 
in tho future. At Yulotide I liopotl 
that" during this soason of goodwill he 
would see his way to givo instructions 
for tho installation of our telephone,” 
and in the New Year I playod onco 
more the ex-Service employees’ card :— 
“ . . . Whatever views you may hold 
on the policy of tho withdrawal of 
British troops from Russia, we are con¬ 
vinced that you will sympathise with 
our desire to extend a hearty welcome 
to a member of our staff on his return 
to this office from Muruiausk ; and wo 
feel that, since he served witli theR.E. 
Signals, it would bo a graceful compli¬ 
ment to him if we had the telephone 
installed. We therefore cordially invito 


your co-operation so that this may take 
place before his arrival . . . The idea 
of installing a telephone in this office 
is not in itself a novel one, as you 
may recollect that tho suggestion has 
cropped up in tho correspondence that 
has passod between us . . . ’’ 

* -I* * :!• * 

And now, as I have said, tho tele¬ 
phone is installed. Tho instrument is 
fashioned in a severe stylo (receiver and 
mouth-piece mounted on an ebonite 
column of the Roman Doric Order), and 
it stands for all to see as a symbol that 
in tho seclusion of our offices wo are in 
touch with the world at large. But as 
a symbol only it must remain, for the 
voices of the outer world that call us 
up as they search for other friends or 
obstruct ns when we in turn are, as it 
were, groping after ours, have already 
frayed tho temper of our staff. It was 
inevitable that under such constant 
irritation those ex-Servico men of ours 
would one day burst into strong mili¬ 
tary idiom, so we have disconnected 
our telophono in order to avoid the 
calamity of losing our lady-typist. 

“ Man Wanted to lift 1,200 square jards of 
Tnrf at once ."—Provincial Paper. 

Before applying for tho job our young 
friend Foozle would like to know 
whether ho will be required to replace 
the divot. 
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AT THE PLAY. 

“Just Like Judy.” 

Ik Uie author of Just Li lie- Judy will 
look into that commodious classic, Mrs. 
Breton's Cookery Bool;, ho will find a 
formula for light pastry. Anti if ho 
will proceed to tlio (for him) onlivoning 
adventuro of essaying a tartlet, he will 
find that most fatal among a host of 
fatal errors will bo any failuro to pro- 
servo tho duo proportion of ingredients. 
1 do not suggost that thero is as rigid 
a formula for light comedy. But cer¬ 
tainly Mr. Denny threw in too many 
unnecessary mystifications and crude 
explanations in proportion to tho wit, 
wisdom and lively incident of his con¬ 
fection. In particular ho was con¬ 
stantly making some of his characters 
tell tho others what wo of tho audience 
either already knew or ipiito easily 
guessed. To exhaust my ledious-homoly 
metaphor, if you put in a double measure 
of water tho mixture will refuse to rise. 
And that I imagine is essentially what 
happened to Just Like Judy. 

Irish Judy, a charmingly pretty 
busybody, outwardly just like Miss 1 uis 
llonY, comes to Peter Krppel's studio 
and hears that this casual youth has 
got into a deplorable habit of putting 
off his marriage with her friend Milly. 
Sho (Judy) will see to that! She 
assumes the role of a notorious Chelsea 
model, whom proper Peter has never 
seen. Peter knocks his head on the 
mantelpiece, just whore a shrapnel 
splinter had hit him, and is persuaded 
that she, Judy McCarthy, affecting to 
bo Trixie O'Parrel, is his wifo. Jt all 
sooms very horrible to him, but, shell¬ 
shock or no shell-shock, ho sets to 
work to paint her portrait in a business¬ 
like way, and at tho end of four hours it 
doesn’t seem at all horrible. And by tho 
time it is explained that it was all a 
joke (some people do have such a nice 
sense of humour) ho is all for rushing 
off to tho rogistry-office, Judy agreeing. 

Not that Judy is a minx. She did 
hor level best to mako two people who 
obviously didn’t lovo one another fulfil 
thoir engagement, instead of, like a 
sensible woman, accepting tho inevit¬ 
able, which was, as it happens, so con¬ 
genial io hor. What puzzled mo was 
Peter's indignation with poor Milly 
when he found that she really didn't love 
him (but, on the contrary, a bounder 
called Craujord), yet couldn’t hoar to 
cuuso him unhappiness, and was sacri¬ 
ficing herself for him. As that was his 
attitude precisely, I suppose ho felt an¬ 
noyed by this lack of originality. If 
we men are like that, it wasn’t nice of 
Mr. Denny to give us away. 

At any rate I am sure Mr. Donald 
Calthroi* didn’t believe in Peter all 


the tnno. When he did ho was very 
good indood. When lie didn’t he was 
horrid. Did Miss Inis IIoey believe in 
Judy'! I am not so suro. I suspect not. 
Did 1 boliove in cithor ? I did not. 

I was a little surprised that Miss 
Joan Vivian-Rees should so overplay 
her Trixie. Her work is certainly in 
general not like that, and 1 conjecture 
the influenco of somo baleful autocrat 
of a producer. It seemed to mo that 
Miss Mildred Evelyn's Milly was, all 
things considered, a capablo and con¬ 
sistent study of a desperately unsym¬ 
pathetic character, a more difficult and 
creditable feat than is commonly sup¬ 
posed. T. 

“Wild (1kf.se." 

I snour.n hesitate to aceir-o Mr. Ron¬ 
ald Jeans of originality in the dosign 



Mr. .1 uk llri ii i\i\ (lion. Hill Mu 'rot in). 
11 WlllT’s THE J 1>KA? Aim YOU HY ANY I'HANTE 
THYTXU TO LIVE ME THE COED SriUl.l.DEU ? " 

Mi si J’iiyij.ix Moakvix (1 lolet llraiil). 

“No. I JIKT KEEP ON DOINU THIS EOlt THE 
LOOK OK THE THIN!.." 

of his musical triflo at tho Comedy. 
Tho idea of a company of women that 
bans the society of men is at least as old 
as the Attic stago. But it is to his 
credit that though the theuio invited 
suggostiveness he at least avoided the 
licence of The Lysislratn. Indeed tlioro 
wore momonts when his restraint filled 
mo with respectful wonder. Thus, 
though tho Pacific Island to which 
tho Junior Jumper Club retired—with 
no male attendant but tbe Club porter 
—clearly indicated a bathing scene, yet 
wo lmd to be satisfied with an occa¬ 
sional glimpse of an exiguous maillot 
with nobody inside it. 

In fact, the fun throughout bad a 
note of reservo and was never boister¬ 
ous. Mr. Jack Buchanan’s quiet 


methods iu tho part of the Hon. Bill 
Malcolm, universal philanderer, lent 
themselves to this quality of under¬ 
statement. In a scone where ho tried 
to extricate himself from a number of 
coincident entanglements with various 
members of the Club bo was quito 
amusing without the aid of italics. 
Mr. Gilbert Childs, again, as Wee.lces 
--Club porter ami Admirable Crichton 
of the island—though a litllo broader in 
bis stylo, was too clevor to forcotlie fun.' 

The other sox, as was natural with 
women who affected a serious purpose, 
had fewer chances, aud Miss Phyllis 
Monkman spoilt hers by a had trick of 
hunching hor shoulders ami waggling 
her arms as if she were out for a 
cake-walk on Montmartre. 

There were touches of humour in 
Mr. Cuvillieu’s tuneful music and in 
tho limited movements of tho host¬ 
looking chorus that 1 havo scon for a 
long time. 

As for tho plot, it had at least the 
merit of continuity and conformed to 
tho logic, seldom too severe, of this 
kind of entertainment, as distinct from 
tho so-called revue. Nearly everything 
was well within my intelligence, tho 
chiof exception boing tho title; for 
never surely did a wild-goose chase 
offer such easy sport. Tho birds wore 
just asking to ho put into tho hag. 

I should myself havo preferred, out 
of compliment to tho chorus, to call 
the play “ Wild Ducks,” only, of 
course, Ibsen had been there boforo. 
Not that this would have greatly trou¬ 
bled an author who showed so little 
regard for tho proprietary rights of 
'Ahistobhanes and Sir James Barrie. 

.... O. S. 

WITCIIKS. 

“ Finns, they ’re witches," said Murphy, 
“ ’tis horn in 'om maybe, 

The same as fits an’ frecklos an’ fuller¬ 
in' tho soa, 

An’ ginger hair in somo folks — an’ 
likin' beer in me. 

" Finns, they 're witchos,” said Murphy, 
“ an’ powerful strong ones too; 
They ’ll whistlo a wind from nowhoro 
an’ a storm out o’ tho blue 
’Ud sink this hero old hooker an* all 
her bloomin’ crow. 

“Finns, they ’re witches,” said Murphy, 
rubbing his hairy chin, 

“ An' somo counts witchcraft bunkum, 
an’ somo a deadly sin, 

But—there ain’t no harm as I soc in 
standing well with a Finn.” 

R S ’ 

Our Cynical Press. 

“Mr. -, M.l\, is leaving homo for a 

fortnight’s rest.”— Scotch Paper, 
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MORE ADVENTURES OF A POST-WAR SPORTSMAN. 

"Mrs. P.-W.8. (to P.-W.S.,who has beenpullcdofl at a gale, consolingly). “Never hind, Henry; the hunting season is nearly 

OVER, AND YOU HAVE THE SATISFACTION OF KNOWING THAT YOU HAVE DONE YOUR DUTY IS THE STATION TO WHICH YOU HAVE BEEN 
CALLED.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

The publishers of Peter Jackson : Cigar Merchant (FIlt- 
CHINSON) seem in their announcements to be desperately 
afraid lest anyone should guess it to be a War book. It is, 
they suggest, the story of the flowering of perfect love 
between two married folk who had drifted apart. It is 
really an admirable epitome of tho War as seen through 
ono pair of eyes and one particular temperament. I don't 
recall another War novel that is so convincing. The almost 
incredible confusions of the early days of tho making of 
li.’s army; the gradual shaping of the great instrument; 
the comradeship of fine spirits and the intrigues of meaner; 
leadership good and less good; action with its energy, 
glory and horror; reaction (with incidentally a most moving 
analysis of the agonies of shell-shock and protracted neuras¬ 
thenia) after the long strain of campaigning—all this is 
brought before you in the most vivid mannor. Mr. Gildert 
Ebanxau writes with a fierce sincerity and with perhaps 
the defects of that sincerity—a bitterness against the non- 
combatant which was not usual In the fighting-man, at 
least when he was fighting; or perhaps it was only that 
they wen too kind then to say so. Also as “ ono of us ” 
he is a little overwhelmed by the sterling qualities of the 
rank-and-file—qualities which ought, he would be inclined to 
assume, to be the exclusive product of public-school playing- 
fields. I haven't said that Peter Jackson gave up cigars and 
oigarettes for the Bword. and beat that into a plough¬ 


share for a small-holding when the War was dono. A jolly 
interesting book. 

I found tho arrangement of The Clintons and Others 
(Collins) at first a little confusing, because Mr. Archibald 
Marshall, instead of keeping his Clinton tales consecutive, 
has mixed them democratically with tho Others. Our first 
sight of the family (and incidentally the most agreeable 
thing in tho volume) is provided by “ Kencote,” a brightly- 
coloured and engaging aneedoto of Begency times, and of 
the plucking of an honoured house from tho ambiguous 
patronage of tho First Gentleman in Europe. I found this 
delightful, spirited, picturesque and original. Thence we 
pass to the Others, to the theme (old, but given here with a 
pleasant freshness of circumstance) of maternal craft in 
averting a threatened mesalliance, to a study of architecture 
in its effect upon character, to a girls' school tale; finally 
to tho portrait of a modern Squire Clinton, struggling to 
adjust his mind to tho complexities of tho War. This 
last, a character-study of vory moving and sympathetic 
realism, suffers a little from a defect inherent in one of Mr. 
Marshall's best qualities, his gift for absolutely natural 
dialogue. The danger of this is that, as here in the bed¬ 
room chatter of the Squire’s daughters, bis folk are apt to 
repeat themselves, as talk docs in nature, but should not 
(I suppose) in art. Still this is a small defect in a book 
that is sincere in quality and convincingly human in effeot. 
The Clintons and Others is cortainly miles away from tho 
collections of reprinted pot-boilers that at ono time brought 
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books of short stories into poor repute. Mr. Mabshall 
and Others (a select band) will rapidly correct this by giving 
us in small compass work equal to their own best. 

Shuttered Doors (Lane) is what you might call a third* 
and-fourth-generation story—one of those books, so rightly 
devastating to the skipper, in which the accidental turning 
of two pages together is quite liablo to involve you with 
the great-grundchildron of Lho couple whoso courtship you 
have been perusing. Observe that I was careful to say tho 
“ accidental ” turning, though I can picture a typo of reader 
who might soon be fluttering tho pages of Shuttered Doors 
in impatient handfuls. Tho fact is that Mrs. William Hicks 
Bkach has here written what is less a novel than a treatise, 
tasteful, informed and sympathetic, on county life and 
manners and houses. Tho last of these Ihernos especially 
has an undisguised fascination for her. When Alctta, the 
chief heroine, was left pots of money by a Dutch uncle (who 
was so far from filling his proverbial role that lie hardly 
talked at all) she spent it and hor enthusiasm, indeed her 
existence, in restoring two variously dilapidated mansions 
—Graythorpos, her husband’s homo, and Dollor Place, left 
hor by an appreciative aunt. Whon not thus employed she 
would bo reading a paper ou 
Homes (given hero in e.rtcvso), 
or comparing those of othor 
persons with hor own. I don’t 
wont you to get tho impres¬ 
sion that Shuttered Doors is 
precisely arid ; it is too full of 
idoas and vitalities for that.; 
but it docs undoubtedly do- 
mand a special kind of reader. 

Incidentally, Mrs. Hicks 
Beach should revise hor chron¬ 
ology. For Alelta, who was 
married at twenty-eight and 
died at sixty-two, to have had ' 

at that time a grandson oil ' ' _ 

the staff of tho Viceroy of «■ 

India, he must have received_ 

his appointment before tho ago of fifteen—which evon in 
these experimental days sounds a littlo premature. 


“Comf. away, .Robert. V 

ennESE IS THERE JUST FOR Ft; 


Do not allow yourself to be misled by tho fact that tho 
portrait on the paper cover of Maureen (Jenkins) does, I 
admit, remarkably suggest a lady whoso mission in life is 
the advertisement of complexion soap. You probably know 
already that the methods of Mr. Patrick MaouIll are rnado 
of sterner Btuff. This “ Story of Donegal,” which I have 
no intention of giving in detail, is tho history of the course 
of true love in an Irish village, full of types which, I dare 
say, are realistically observed; verbose in places to an 
almost infuriating degreo (not till page 61 does the heroine 
so much ns put her nose round the scenery), but working up 
to a climax of considerable power. Maureen, I noed hardly 
say, was as fair as moonrise, but suffered from tho draw- 
1 back of an irregular origfn, which took tho poor girl a great 
doal of living down. Nor need I specify the fact that most 
of the malo characters in tho district are soon claimants for 
her hand. Beally this is the plot. Having betrayed so 
much, however, nothing shall persuade me to expose the 
bogie scenes on the midnight moor, where the villain com¬ 
bines his illicit whiskey manufacture with his courtship, 
and where finally the three protagonists come by a startling 
finish. Maureen is not a story that I should recommend save 
for readers witli abundant leisure; but those whose pluek 
and endurance carry them to the kill will certainly have 
their reward. " , 


In Memories of a Marine (Murray) Major-General Sir 
George Aston reoords for us, cosily and anecdotally, a life 
spent in servioe, not only of the active kind—in Egypt and 
South Africa—but also as a Staff College Professor, and, 
more intriguingly, as an expert in Seoret Intelligence in 
the cloisters of Whitehall or up and down the Mediterranean. 
If his book is not so sensational in the matter of revelations 
us the current fashion requires, it has a restful interest all 
its own, varied hore and there with some very attractive 
stories. To give just one example, the author, when setting 
out to co-ordinate the work of various authorities in a 
certain harbour, found a signal buoy, a torpedo station, a 
fixed mine and a boom, each under separate control, all in¬ 
cluded iu tho defences. But the torpedo could not he 
launched unless tho buoy were first cleared away, and the 
rnino, if fired, would blow up the boom. One would have 
weloomed more of this sort of thing, for the truth is that 
eveu restfulness may be overdone and discretion become 
almost too admirable. Occasionally too tho writer enlarges 
a little on—well, he enlarges a little, as Anyone would with 
half his provocation. Still, for all comrades of his servico, 
at any rate, every word he has written will be of interest; 
and perhaps he does not really mind so much about the 

general public, though he has' 
had the good sense to crown 
his work with ail apposito 
quotation from Puiich. 

Tho Specials (Heinemann) 
is the story of tho Metropo¬ 
litan Special Constabulary,, 
and it would have been a.i 
thousand pities if it had not I 
been told. Colonel W. T. 
R bay's book will stand as a, 
record of invaluablo service, 
performed by a devoted body: 
of men, service for which the 
wholo nation —and London in 
eu don't s uprose they put p articu i ar _l )a s every reason 

_to be grateful. If I understand 

Colonel Keay rightly; ho doesn’t wish bouquets to be thrown 
at the Specials, but he would not, I think, discourage me 
from saying that they performed dangerous and ticklish 
work with unfailing resourco and tact. All of us know 
that they desire no other reward for their services than the 
satisfaction of having done their duty; but our gratitude 
demands to be heard; and I for one take this occasion to 
trumpet forth tho “All clear” signal with feelings of 
affectionate prido. 

If By Way of Bohemia (Skbffinciton) is a fair sample of 
Mr. Mark Alt.erton's work I have boen missing a number 
of very readable stories. His hero, Hugh Kelvin, a journalist 
(they must be rare) who had no very good conceit of him¬ 
self, married a barmaid, and she ran his house as if it were 
a third-class drinking saloon. She was one of those women 
who for want of a better word we call impossible; but she 
found Hugh as unsatisfactory as he found her. In the cir¬ 
cumstances the union had to bo dissolved, and* although I 
suspect Mr. Allerton'b tongue of being very near hia cheek 
when he contrived Hugh’s escape from a life d£ sordid 
misery, I admit that his solution of the difficulty is cleverly 
told. And, after all, ooinoidences do happen m real UfS, 
and it would be unfair to Providence to soppose that they 
were not put there for a useful purpose. 

11 Gentleman washes to be received m Paying Guest. Paper. 
A very proper preliminary. 
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* CHARIVARI A. 

A lunatic who recently oscapod from 
anasylum was eventually recaptured 
in a large dancing-hall in the West- 
End. The fact that he was waltzing 
divinely and keeping porfect time with 
the music aroused the other dancers' 
suspicions and led to his recapturo. 

* $ * 

The latest typo of Tank, Mr. Winston 
.Churchill informed the House of 
Commons, weighs thirty tons and can 
pass over a brick without crushing it. 
It is said to be modelled on the Pro¬ 
fiteering Act. * * 

' * 

Tho proposal of the Home Sec- 
uktaut to add fifty per cent, to taxi-cab 
fares and abolish the initial chargo 
of sixpence is 6aid to 
find favour both with 
owners and drivers. 

Tho men in particular 
have always chafed at 
tho necessity of mess¬ 
ing about with small 
silver. # * 

Much sympathy is 
felt locally idt the man , . — 

who in the excitement . 1 ’ *7, 

caused by tho declara- —rr' || 

tion of the poll at Pais- <■ “ J""! ,j| 
ley lost his corkscrew. -—i 

“Tho ex-Kaiser was ——h ! | 
responsible for tho T/'.‘.“ J 

War,” says the Kbhx- --'■l 
isclic Zeitxxxxg. Our ! 

llusli - hush Dcpai't- . _ 

ment seems to have 

grown very lax of late. - 

- 

A welcome case of judicial sympathy 
is reported from Wost London, 11 ap¬ 
pears that a Society lady charged with 
shop-lifting pleaded that she was the 
sole support of two kennel-ridden pood¬ 
les, and was immediately discharged. 

* * 

The Ptess reports the existence of 
miles and miles of wav-material in huge 
dumps near Calais and Boulogne. War 
Office officials, wo hear, are greatly 
relieved, as they have been trying for 
several months to remember where 
tlioy had left the stuff. 

* 

A lady with small capital would like 
to meet another similarly situated, with 
a view to the joint purchaso of a reel 
of thread. # * 

* 

' AtJerusalem a tree has bean uprooted 
whose fall is locally believed to 


-lair to the tree to point out 
~ known of this it wobld 


probably, like the Government, have aro in the unhappy position of having 
changed its mind at the last minute. nothing to attach them to. 


“ One of the problems of civilized In order to raise funds for the build- 
humanity," says a writer in The Daily ing of a now church-porch in a Bir- 
Mail, “ is tho avoidance of pain-pro- mingham parish a member of the 
ducing elements in ordinary diot.” committee suggostod tho sale of small 
Nowadays it is impossible to eat even flags in tho street. Struck by the 
so simple a thing as a boilod egg in a originality of this novel idea the chair- 
restaurant without tho risk of being man agrcod to go into tho matter in 
stung. * order to see if it was practicable. 

’ * ’ * 

Tho identity of tho gentleman who, A funner writing from Bridgnorth, 
under tho initials “A, G.," recently Salop, to a daily paper states that he 
advertised in tho Pross for tho thyroid lias a tamo fox which guards the house 
gland of Tro texts dijxloxxialiexxs remains at night and shepherds the sheep by 
unrevealed. ... day. Wo understand that tho Dogs' 

* Trade Union takes a serious view of tho 

It appears that tho Government whole matter, but is not without hope 

have undertaken not to engage in of being able to avert a strike. 

- - —-- - -— - --- 

■<)\ jh '?'Up iiV/Tc -IX 1 ' -1/ The real value of co- 
fii r^V operation was illustrat- 

1 (f& ViVSy od the othorday on the 

,;T?lt ^Underground Railway 
- Qhi 1 ? I'r'Wi'iffeifr.r "’hen a lady complained 

t -i'l that a straphanger was 

^ 011 her foot. 

^ ^ Wind was J min ed iatel^’ 

.... 0,10 duection tec 

]^ ", 7 .f ||! *^onablal to 

thousand persons made 
___ fortunes out of the War. 

~ Of those it is only fair 

-to say that the number 

any more war with the Bolshevists, ivlioactuallyencouragedthoWartohap- 
if they, for their part, will endeavour pen aro few. Tho vast majority simply 
to quell the peace which is still raging, allowed it tocomealongand doits worst. 



“ Englishmen 


forgot 



America,” says a Service paper. For 
ourselves we had hoped that the 
American bacon affair was closed. 

* * 

$ 

A burglar broko into a barrister’s 
chambers in the Temple last week. We 
understand that ho got away without 
having any money taken off him. 

* * 

A woman who said bIic had had six 
husbands asked a London magistrate 
to grant her a separation.. It is sup¬ 
posed that she is breaking np her col¬ 
lection. i: * 

* 

Owing to the thick fog experienced 
in London last week several daylight 
hold-ups were unavoidably postponed. 

With the present fashion in ladies’ 
Wear many owners of beautiful brooches 


Tho Corporation of London made £18 
on tho sale of waste paper in the 
year 1319-1920, as compared with over 
£9000 in tho year 1918-1919. It looks 
as if in the last-named year the Cor¬ 
poration was in communication with a 
Government Department. 

*...* 

“ Why will not Scotsmen eat eels ? ” 
asks The Manchester Guardian. Wo 
cannot say, but we have always under¬ 
stood that the attitude is reciprocal. 


The Post-War Hero. 

It was a stainless patriot, who could 
not hear to fight 

For England tho oppressor, or own 
that she was right; 

But when tho War was over, to show 
his martial hrcod, 

He shot down threo policemen and 
made a woman bleed. 
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PAISLEY TO THE RESCUE OF 
THE COALITION. 

(The Pit imk Minister to Mr. Asquith). 
Welcome, for Old Long Siucc’s sake, 
Home to your ancient seat! 

It needed only this to make 
My cup of joy complete ; 

The weary waiting time is past; 

The yawning vacuum is mended ; 
And here we have you back at last— 

* Oh, Herbert, this is splendid 1 

As ono whoso wisdom overflows 
With human nature's lore, 

You know they make tho keenest foes 
Who have been friends before; 

We loved as only Liberals do 
Until their rival sabres rattle 
And Greek joins Greek (like me and 
you) — 

Thon is tho tug of battle. 

As an old Parliamentary hand 
1’amiliar with tho ropes, 

Those perils you will understand 
With which a Premier copos 
Whose big battalions run to seed, 
Having indulgod a lasto for slacking. 
And let their muscles moult for need 
Of foemen worth the whacking. 

Such was my case. By habit's uso 
They still obeyed the whip, 

But loyal zeal grow limp and loose 
And things were left to rip; 

I had no hope to stay tho rot 
And fortily their old affections 
(Save for tho stimulus they got 
From losing by-eloctions). 

Daily I took, to keep mo fit, 

My tonic in The Times ; 

Daily recovered tone and grit 
Reading about my crimes ; 

But ono strong foo is what wo lack 
To put us on our best behaviour; 
That’s why in you 1 welcome hack 
The Coalition's saviour. JO. S. 


AUCTION IN THE SPACIOUS TIMES. 

“ It is Our Royal pleasure to will and 
declaro ono diamond,” said tho Virgin 
Queen, when tho Keeper of tho Privy 
Purse had arranged her hand for her. 
Sir Walter Raleigh, who sat on hor 
left, was on his feet in a twinkling. 
“ Like to like, 'twas over thus,” ho 
.murmured, bowing low to li is Sovereign. 
“I crave ltavo to call two humble 
clubs, as becomcth so mean a subject 
of Your Majesty.” It is not known 
whether his allusion to tho Queen’s call 
was intended to refer to tho diamond 
rings upon Her Majesty’s fingers or to 
tho scintillating glint in Her Majesty’s 
eyes, but she inclined her head graci¬ 
ously in acknowledgment of his re¬ 
marks before turning to her partner. 

“What say you, my Lord of Leices¬ 


ter?” she asked. “ Wilt support a poor 
weak woman?” His Lordship, how¬ 
ever, looked down his noble nose and 
said nothing for quite a long time. He 
found himself, to use a vulgar phrase, in 
tho consommA. His hand contained tho 
ace, king and six other spades, nothing 
to write home about in hearts or clubs, 
and ono small diamond. To take from 
his partner the right to play tho hand 
would bo tho act of a fool—tho mere 
thought made him raise a hand to his 
neck as though to assure himself of its 
continuity. Even •failure to support 
her call would bo lookod on as un- 
gallaut, if nothing worse. 

" How now, sirrah ? Art sleeping in 
Our presence ? ” prompted tho Queen 
sharply. 

The Karl swallowed noisily onco or 
twice, just to show that ho was awako, 
and then plunged. 

“ An it pleaso you, Madam, two 
diamonds,” ho muttered, with hut a 
sorry show of his habitual arrogance. 

“Doublo I ” said Sir Francis Drake 
in crisp seamanliko tones, whereat tho 
Karl of Leicester was seen to fumblo 
for tho hilt of his rapier. 

“Stay, my Lord,” his liogo com¬ 
manded ; “ ’lis true the Knight hath loft 
his manners in Devonshire, or on tho 
Spanish main mayhap, but keep your 
brawl for an hour and place more fitting. 
Wo redouble.” 

A momentary silonce followed the 
Queen's discourse, cut short by the un¬ 
couth ejaculation “ ’Ods fish ! ” which 
escaped from Sir Francis apparently 
without his consent. He embarked on 
an apology at onco, based on tho fact 
that ho was hut an honest sailor; hut, 
meeting with no encouragement, he 
gave it up and fell to sucking his teeth. 

Sir Walter meanwhile made good 
uso of tho intorvai to perfect a llovver of 
speech signifying, in a manner worthy 
a courtier of his reputation, that ho 
was content. His ol'lort drew from tho 
Queen a glance as nearly approaching 
tho “glad eye” as any that august 
spinster was ever known to dispense. 
The Laird of Kenilworth announced 
that he also was content; hut historians 
should accept tho statement with re¬ 
serve. Sir Francis eilhor wasn’t suro 
whether tho rules of the game allowed 
him to doublo again, or else had just 
onough tact not to do so. The game 
then proceeded. 

Sir Walter led the aco of clubs. 
Tho appearance of the noble lord's 
solitary little diamond, as he laid down 
his hand, was greeted by a loud hic¬ 
cough from the old salt, and the Queen 
herself was only saved from swooning 
by the timely administrations of a page 
with a flask of sal-volatile. 

When, fourth in hand, she trumped | 


tho honest sailor's ace, her partner had 
the hardihood to make conventional 
inquiry as to whether she had any 
clubs. Her Majesty uttered in reply 
the one droadful word, “Treason," thus 
avoiding with true statesmanship any 
direct answer to the question, and in¬ 
dicating clearly her opinion of his two- 
diamond call. Tho Keeper of the 
Privy Purse shot out a lean hand and 
gathered in the trick. 

With tho liolp of the aco of spades 
in dummy, the aco of hearts in her own ' 
hand, and a discriminating use of her 
Royal prerogative in the matter of fol¬ 
lowing suit, all went well until the odd 
trick i.ad been won. Aftor that, how¬ 
ever, Sir Francis, who had not doubled 
without good roason, proceeded to deal 
out six diamonds, led by tho ace, king and 
queen. His partner unwisely allowed 
bis feelings to get the better of him. 
"As Will Siiakspeare hath it,” he 
obsorvod with unction, “‘now is the 
winter of our discontent made glorious 

summer-' ’’ but stopped on a sudden, 

with ears and scalp twitching horribly. 

“ Ho without! Summon tho guard ! ” 
roared the last of the Tudors, and imme¬ 
diately an N.C.O. and six privato beef¬ 
eaters appeared on the scoite. “ Convey 
Our compliments to tho Governor of 
the Tower,” she continued, addressing 
tho N U.O., “ and bid him confine the 
Earl of Leicester during Our pleasuro. 
My Lord,” slio added, turning to hor 
luckless partner,“ 'lwere woll.methinks, 
you should have leisure in which to 
reflect on the folly of trifling with a 
woman.” 

It js greatly to tho Earl’s credit that 
at this point lie mado strenuous endea¬ 
vours to surrender his sword in accord¬ 
ance with the drill-book, but as it re¬ 
fused to come out of its scabbard he 
was obliged to unbutton the frog from 
his belt and hand over tho weapon 
complete with leather gear. This for¬ 
mality achieved, ho was led away to 
duranee.vilo. 

Si cFiukcis, poor fellow, fared scarcely 
better than the Earl. “ Begone to sea, 
Sir Knight,” hissed the Queen ; “ may¬ 
hap the Dons will teach you more be¬ 
coming manners. Begone, I say, and 
look to’t your ships return not empty, 
olse shall you not receive payment of 
your winnings.” 

Sir Francis went. 

A glance at the pitiable condition of 
Sir Walter caused Her Majesty’s 
heart to soflon somewhat. "Come, Sir," 
she cooed, “ an arm, prithee, and We 
will seek a place where you may read 
to Us the mummings of this strange 
bard, Will Shakspeabe." 

Sir Walter at once regained control 
of his nerve-centreB and escorted Her 
Majesty from the painful scene. 
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Patient. “And you iieali.y think there is notiiino wbono with hy eyesight?” 
Oculist. “ Nothing at all. Perfectly normal.” 

Patient. “An, then it most be tiif. way I’ve been holding my potter.” 


CEORCE AND THE COW-DRACON. 

The “ rookorty - tockerty * took " re¬ 
frain of the carriage-wheels below me 
changed into a jarring whine as the 
train catne to a full stop. I looked out 
on a dim-lit platform which seemed to 
be peopled only by a squad of milk- 
cans standing shoulder to shoulder like 
Noah’s Ark soldiers. 

As the engine shrieked and plunged 
into its collar again the door wus 
jerked open and a man projected him¬ 
self into tho carriage aud, opening the 
window so that the compartment was 
flooded with cold air, loaned out and 
resumed his conversation with a friend 
.till the train bore him out of shouting 
range. He then pulled up the window, 
trod on my foot, sat on my lap and 
eventually came to rest on the seat 
opposite me. 

It was a small man, rod of head and 
bright of eye. He wore his cap at the 
,isa6k of his head, so as to exhibit to an 
Admiring world a carefully - cultured 
curl of the “quiff " variety, whioh was 
^plastered across his forehead with a 
great expenditure of grease. His tie 
was a ready-made bow of shot-colours, 


rod, green, blue and purple, and from 
his glittering watch-chain hung many 
fanciful medals, like soles upon a lino. 

“Brother-in law to me," he remarkod, 
jerking his thumb towards the back- 
rushing lights of Exeter. 

“ Who ? ” I inquired. 

“That young feller I was talking to 
just now. Didn’t you see mo talking 
to a young feller ? " 

“Oh, yes, I believe I did hoar you 
talking to somebody." 

“ Well, him. Married a sister to mo, 
so he’s my brother-in-law, ain’t he?" 

“ Cortainly.” 

“ Well, you 're wrong then. Ho’s 
only a half-brother-in-law, because she 
is only a half-sister to me, her ina 
marrying my old man. Understand?” 

I said I did and pulled up my rug as 
a signal that I was going to Bleep and 
the conversation was at an end. 

“ Anyhow, whatevor he is, he's good 
enough for her." 

I remarked that that was most sat¬ 
isfactory and closed my eyes. 

He drew out a yellow packet of 
cigarettes, selected one and held them 
in my direction. I declined and again 
closed my eyes.- 1 


“ Very good, please yourself, it's one 
more for little Willie. All I can say is 
that you ’re foolish not taking a good 
fag when it don’t cost you nothing. 
You don’t catch me refusing a free fag 
even when I don't want to smoke. I 
takes it and puts it in my cap for when 
I do. Pounds I’vo saved that way, 
pounds and pounds." 

He lit his limp tube of phper aud 
mystery, stamped out the match and 


spat deliberately on the floor. 

"See me do that? " 

I nodded with as much disgust as I 
could contrive.' 

“ Know what them notices say I can 
get for that ? Fined or imprisoned." 

Ue paused for mo to marvel at his 
daring. 

“Think I’m mad to take risks like 
that, don’t cher? Well, I aren’t neither. 
They couldn’t catch me out, not they.’’ 

He brushed some ash off his lap on 
to mine and winked sagely. 

“ Suppose the guard was to come in 
here and start fining and imprisoning 
me for it, do you know what I'd do ?■ 
I’d swear you did it." 

"But I should denyit," I retorted 
hotly! ’ 
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“Of courso you would, old chum, 
and I shouldn’t blame you neither, hut 
you wouldn't stand no chance against 
me ”—he leaned forward and tapped 
me on the knee as though to emphasize 
his words —" I could lie your life away." 

He sank back in his seat, his face 
aglow with conscious superiority. Tho 
clamour of tho wheels increased as if 
they were live things burning with the 
fever of some bloodthirsty hunt. 

“Firing her up," said the red man; 

“ always raoing time, tlieso passenger 
wagons. It’s a dog’s life and nobloom¬ 
ing error.” He prodded my fopt with 
his. “I said ‘it’s a dog’s life and no 
error.’" 

“ What is? ’’ I growled. 

“Engine-driving, of course. I’m on 
the road myself. Gooda-pushing just 
now, but I’ve been on the expresses oil 
and on, though it don’t suit me—too 
much flaring hurry.” 

IIo rattled olT into technicalities of 
his trade, embroidered with tales of 
hair-bristling adventures and oscapes. 

“ Yes, old chum, there’s more in our 
trade than what most fat-headed pas¬ 
sengers thinks. As long as an accident 
don’t occur they don’t know what 
trouble we’vo been to avoiding of it. 

I ’vo a good mind to give ’em a smash- 
up now and again just to teach 'em 
gratitood. F’instanco, me and mo 
mate was running a local down Ilfra- 
comho way hist week when what d’you 
think we runned into? ” 

“ Ilfracombe? ’’ I hazarded sleepily. 

“ An old cow 1 Now r what d’ you 
think of that? ’’ 

“ It was so much tho worse for the 
coo,” I quoted. 

“ What say ? ’’ 

“ It was so much the worso for the 
cow.” 

“ Worse for tho cow ? ” 

“ So Geo bob Stephenson said, and 
he invontod tho locomotive and ought 
to know, you ’ll admit.” 

Tho little man stared at me, his 
mouth open; for onco he scorned bereft 
of words. Wo had slowed to a mo¬ 
mentary stop in a small station and 
pulled out again boforo ho regained 
control of his tongue, then ho broke 
loose. 

“ No, I don’t admit it noither. 1 
don’t care if your friend George invented 
the moon, he talks like a fool, and you 
can toll him so from me." 

“ I can’t, unfortunately; ho’s-” 

" A chap that talks disrespectful and 
ignorant of cows liko that didn’t oughter 
be allowed to live. A cow is-one of 
the worstest things you can run up 
against. I’d rather run into a row of 
briok houses than one of them nasty 
leathery old devils and you oan hand 
the information to your chum George.” 





/ </ 


“ I tell you I can’t; he’s-” 

“ Ask any driver or fireman on tho 
road, and if ho don’t slip you one with 
a shovel for your withering ignorance 
he ’ll toll you just what I’m tolling you 
now. Yes, you and your funny friend.” 

“ Look here, Geouue Stephenson 
has been-” 

“ Lot your funny friond try running 
into a cow just for ’sporimont. Just 
let him try it onco. They tangle up in 
your bogies, all slippery bones and 
hide, slither along with you a yard or 
two, and tho next thing you know is 
you ’re over an embankment and your 


widder is putting in for insurance. Tell 
your pnl Goorgo from me.” 

Tho brakes ground on and the lights 
of a station flickered past tho windows. 

"My gosh!” exclaimed tho rod¬ 
headed man, springing to his feet, 
" this is Culiumpton, and I ought to 
have got out at the station before.” IIo 
wrestled with tho door-handle. “And. 
it’s all through sitting here listening 
to your everlasting damfool chatter 
about you and your friend George.” 

“ Who died forty years before I was 
horn,” said I. “Goodnight.” 

Patlakder. 
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WIZARDS: KLINGSOR AND ANOTHER. 

“ Another Parsifal ought to bo written from the angle 
of Klingsor, who was an enlightened Arabian, physician, 
scientist and probably Aristotelian ... Tho Knights, and 
Wagner with them, call him a wizard, which waB a crude 
inodiffivat way of ‘ slanging ' any man who preferred know¬ 
ledge to superstition.” 

This remarkable utterance by the musical critic of The 
Daily Mail in tlio issue of February 25th has created a 
sensation in the political world fully equal to that causod 
by tho announcement of Mr. Asquith’s return for l’aisley. 
Scientific and artistic circles have also been deeply moved. 

Sir Philip Sassoon, Mr. Lloyd George's now secre¬ 
tary, interviewed by our representative, said that the 
tribute to his chief was all the more welcome considering 
its source, llis only criticism was that, instead of calling 
the charge of wiza dry a "crude mediaeval” mode of invec¬ 
tive, ho should prefer to style it an ultra-modern applica¬ 
tion of the art of oblocpiy. 

Sir Oliver Lodge, in a wireless message from New York, 
entirely approved of The Daily Mail’s reading of Iyling- 
eor'h character. Ho was clearly a scientist and a spiritualist 
of remarkable attainments. The defection of Kumlry to 
the side of the Knights was a sad instanco —hut not with¬ 
out modorn parallels—of the unrelenting pressure exerted 
on woalr wornon by the zealots of orthodoxy. 

Mr. A. 13. Walklky said that lie had long suspected 
Klingsor of being a crypto-Aristotelian, hut the arguments 
of tho writer in The Daily Mail had converted his suspic¬ 
ion to a certainty. lie proposed to deal with the matter 
moro fully in an imaginary dialogue between Klingsor and 
Sir Oswald Stoll (who was a devout follower of Herbert 
Spencer) which would shortly appear in The Times. 

Mr. Devant professed himself delighted with the vindi¬ 
cation of Klingsor, who wus undoubtedly, like Kogf.u 
Bacon, a first-rule conjurer, far in advance of his time, and 
with limited resources was yet capable of producing illusions 
which would not have disgraced tho stage of St. George's 
Hall. 

The Archbishop of Canterhuuy oxcusod himself from 
pronouncing a definite opinion on tho subject, but pointed 
out that it would doubtless come within the purview of the 
inquiry into Spiritualism undertaken by high clerical 
authority. ’ 

Mr. Jacob Epstein made the gratifyiug announcement 
that he was engaged on a colossal statue of Mr. Lloyd 
Ge3rqe in the character of the modern Merlin. His treat¬ 
ment might not commend itself to the leaders of Noncon¬ 
formity in Wales, hut his own artistia conscienco was clear, 
and he felt ho eould count on the bonevolent sympathy of 
tho Northcliffe Press.' 

The Editor of The Times strongly demurred to the state¬ 
ment that Klingsor was an Arabian. The great authority 
on Klingsor was tho anonymous thirteenth-century opic 
poem on Lohengrin, tho father of Parsifal', and he had no 
doubt (1) that tlio author was either a Czecho-Slovak or a 
Yugo-Slav; (2) that Klingsor, as the etymology suggested, 
was of the latter race. In tlicso circumstances the attempt 
to establish an affinity between Mr. Li.oyd George and 
Klingsor was nothing short of an outrage, which might 
have disastrous results on our relations with the new States 
of Central Europe. 

Mr. J. Maynard Keynes observed that the character¬ 
isation of Mr. Lloyd George, implicit in tho defence of 
Klingsor mode by the musical oritia of The Daily Mail, 
indirectly confirmed his own impressions. It was true that 
the Premier did not physically resemble an Arab sheikh, 
and bis knowledge of medioine^soience or philosophy, to 


say nothing of geography, was deeidedly jejune, bat the sad 
case of President Wilson mode it all too clear that he was 
capable of exerting a hypnotic influence on his colleagues. 
Mr. Keynes did not think Mr. Lloyd George was an 
Aristotelian; he preferred to consider him an unconscious 
Pragmatist. This view he proposed to develop in his 
forthcoming volume on the Subliminal Conscience of 
Nonconformity. ...... ... 

TO JAMES (MULE) WHO HAS PLAYED ME FALSE. 

| M'.iiiy mules arc appearing upon tho streets of London and are 
showing an extraordinary and unexpected docility amidst tho traffic.} 

•James, when I note your air supremely docile, .• 

Your well-fed look of undisturbed content 
(Doubtless you find this land an adipose isle 
After lean times on active service spent), 

I do not join with thoso who hymn your praises 
For calmness mid tho turmoil of the tpwn ; 

1 find myself consigning you to blazes— 

James, you have let me down. 

l or I am ono who, after having striven, 

A boro ( vide Press) though far from bold, 

Has come back homo and, naturally, given 
Artistic touches to the tales lie’s told; 

Tho Transport was my scene of martial labours; 

That was the section where I saw it through ; 

And I have told astonied friends and neighbours 
Some lurid yarns of you. 

You aro tho theme I have been wont to brag on; 

I ’vo told how you, my now innocuous inoke, 

Would chew the tail-board oil a G.S. wagon 
By way of mere plaisuntcrie (or joko); 

Dubbed you most diabolical of ragers, 

A rampant hooligan, a fetid tough, 

A thing without respect for sergeant-majors— 

That is to say, hot stuff. 

Full many a fair young thing I 'vo seen displaying 
A sympathetic pallor on her cheek 
And wonder in her eye, when I 've been saying 
How almost every day in Saloniquo 
You jazzod with me on brinks of precipices; 

But when I talk to-day they cannot fail 
To think of you in town and murmur, “ This is 
A likely sort of tale.” 

To take, without one thought of evil plotting, 

Evon without ono last protosting kick, 

Thus kindly to somnambulistic trotting— 

OJi, James, old pal, it was a dirty trick ; 

To show the yarns I’d told of you and writlon 
(In letters home) were not entirely swank 
At very least, I think, you might have bitten 
The policeman at the Bank. 


Boat Race “ Intelligence.” 

“Tho Oxford University crow arrived at Ilonloy yesterday for a 
week’s practice. Tho Cambridge president, Mr. K. A. Berrisford, 
accompanied the crew as spare man .”—Provincial Paper. 

“Tho Government, said Mr. Bonar Law, had not received any 
intimation from tho Netherlands Government that Holland had 
decided to keep the ex-Kaiser in Curacon .”—Evening Standard. 

Good nows for Mr. Pussyfoot. 


"Essex and Sussex Borders. —To be Let, well-built Mansion, 
surrounded by fine gardens, situate in one of the finest partB of thia 
delightfuloountry ."—Daily Paper. 

But it mast be rather a nuisance to oross the Thames every 
time you want to go from the Essex to the Sussex wmg. 


»“» 
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SUZANNES BANKING ACCOUNT. 

“These want paying,” said Suzanne 
as she bounced into my nominally sac led 
den at a strictly prohibited hour. There¬ 
with sho thrust a dossier of tradesmen’s 
bills into my feebly-resisting hands, and 
bang went an idea I had been tenderly 
nursing since breakfast. 

“But I can't spend tlio lost of tho 
morning writing choquos," 1 protested. 
“ I’m ongaged just now on a most im¬ 
portant article.” 

“ With your evos shut," commented 


synopsis is attachod,” said Suzanne. 
“They're mostly small items; for in¬ 
stance,'Madame Pillby—she's the little 
d ressmaker round tho corner, you know; 
though why an' all-British spinster 
should call hcrsolf ‘ Madame' 1 can’t im¬ 
agine—fivo-and-fourpence-ha’penny.” 

“ Suzanne, I will not write a choquo 
for fivo-and-fourponco-ha’penny! Are 
thoy all like that ? ” 

“ Tho biggest is two guineas; that's 
what it cost to have my last dance-hat 
altorod to your specifications, because 
you said it tickled your noso. Thore 


morning settling your miserable little 
bills. What we 'll do is this: you shall 
have your own banking-account, and in 
future you can write your own cheques 
—as long as the Bank will stick it.” 

“ Oh, how perfectly splendid! ” cried 
Suzanne. “ I 'vo always wanted to have 
a cheque-book of my own, but Father 
thought it unsoxiug. Do lot's go and 
tako out the licence at once.”. 

Tho precious hour of fertilisation was 
already wasted, so thero and then 1 
escorted Suzanno to tho Bank. At my 
demand wo were ushered into tho 



BEHIND THE SCENES IN CINEMA-LAND. 

THU UAHK EXHIBITED BY AN AUTHOR WHILE HAVING ONE OP HIS NOVELS FILMED IS UTILISED BY 
THU INTELLIGENT MANAGER OP THE FILM COMPANY FOB A NEW “THREE-REEL COMIC,” ENTITLED "HOW 
AUTHORS WORK." 


Suzanne, stooping to a grossly unfair 
insinuation. " I must toll (look to muko 
tho breakfast eofl’co stronger in future; 
then you might manage to- 

“ Look here, Suzanne, you 'vo been 
married to mo long enough to know 
my mothods of work. I can’t bogin an 
article until I 'vo got tiie whole thing 
shaped in my mind, and to do that 1 
must 'shut out ovorything else,” 

“Especially your wifo, I suppose. 
Well, I won’t stay. You've got all tho 
bills there; but don't start writing tho 
cheques till you've got them well shaped 
iu your mind.” 

“But what on earth does all this 
mass of accounting literature repre¬ 
sent ? " I asked. 

t “ For tho benefit of new readers a 


are seventeen of them in all-bills, not 
hats; total, twelvo pounds fifteen shil¬ 
lings and olevenpenco three farthings, 
papa.” 

“ I ’ll toll you what I ’in going to do,” 
T said. “1 'in going to advortiso in the 
Porsonal Columns of the papers that 1 
will not bo responsible for paymont of 
any dobts incurred by my wifo under 
tho sum of ono pound. That 'll stop 
this half-crown cheque nuisance. Why 
don’t you go out and buy yourself a 
packet of assorted postal-orders '! ” 

“ I did once; but I got in with a nico 
long list just bofore closing-time, and 
thero was vory nearly a riot on both 
sides of the counter.” 

“ Well, anyhow, this sort of thing 
has got to stop; I can't waste all the 


Manager’s room,whore we were received 
with a courtesy only too obviously 
tempered by the suspicion that I had 
come to suggost an overdraft. On my 
explaining our errand, however, the 
Manager's features relaxed their tense¬ 
ness, and as 1 wrote tho cheque that 
brought Suzanne's account into a sordid 
world ho even attempted a vein of 
fatherly benediction. 

“ Now we shall require a specimen 
of the lady’s signature,” he said as lie 
produced an amazingly obese ledger 
and indicated where Suzanne was tp 
sign her name. “Bemovo the glove, 
please,” he added hastily. 

“Just like old times in tho vestry,” 
said Suzanne to me in a whisper. Then, 
she wrote her name—“ Suzanne D£sir£e 
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Drown. “What »iu they give old Slowcombe the O.B.E. fob?'’ 
Jones. “Tiik ‘ Other BEdOAits’ Eseugy,’ I imagine." 


Bovorloy Trumpington-Jones ”—all of “Haven’t you any other colours?” “ Lot me have a look at that cheque,’’ 
it. By the time site had finished she she asked. “ I thought a black-and- I said. 

had trespassod into several columns yellow cheque would bo rather hecom- She handed it to tne' and I examined 
reserved for entirely different uses. The mg; but don’t bother about it if it’s it carefully. 

Manager surveyed the effect with con- not in stock.” “ I see it’s signed ‘Thine, Suzanne.’ ” 

sternation. Sho ended by taking one book of bluo " But that ’show I always sign my- 

“ Rather a long name, isn't it ? ” he and one of purple cheques, and with self to Angela,” she said; “ and tho 
asked diffidently. “ I was only wonder- these and a paying-in-book (which she Manager distinctly told mo to use my 
ingif our cheque-forms would accommo- said would do so nicely for spills) we customary signature.” 
date it all.” at last departed, l'rom behind the “ Signature- not signatures,” I ox- 

“ Well, I’m not really responsible for closed door of the private office I dis- plained gently. ‘‘They’re rooted in 
it all,” she replied. “TheTrumpington- tinctly heard a prolonged sigh of relief, convention at the Bank and can’t hear 
Jones part is the more or less permanent A few days later I camo upon Suzanne the least approach to variety. And 
result of a serious accident when I was sitting at her writing-table and examin- what's this scribbled on the back of 
little more than a child. But I might ing a chequo with a mystified air. it ? ” 

shorten it a bit. 1 sometimes answer “ Anything wrong ? ” I asked. “ Oh, that’s only a noto I dashed off 

to the name of Soozles, but I suppose " I don't quite know,” she replied, to Angela tolling her what 1 was going 
that would only do for really intimate “I sent Angela this cheque the other to wear. It seemed such a pity to 
cheques. How would ‘ S. Beverley day to pay for my ticket for the Law- waste a sheet of notepapor when there 
T.-Jones 'do? I shouldn't like to lose Courts' Revel, and she says the Bank was all that space to spare." 
the ‘ Beverley' as it’s a kind of family people have returned it to her. And I gave her a quarter-of-an-liour’s 
heirloom, and I always use it, even when it's marked *R. D.’ in red ink. Who lesson in the art of drawing cheques. 

I ’m writing to the sweep.” is‘R. D.’?" Then I took up the paying-in book 

I edged away to the window and left " He’s the gentleman who censors which was lying on the table. I knew 
them to settle the signature question cheques ; and he has a way of dis- it ought to bo in a virgin state as I had 
among themselves. ' qualifying them when there’s not added nothing to the entrance-money. 

'- : *‘And what kind of oheques would enough cash to pay them. Suzanne, “ And what might all these figures por- 
you* like—’ Order ’ or ‘ Bearer ’ ? ” I what have you done with all that tend ? “ I asked, 
nextheardthe Manager asking. money I paid into your account last “Those? Oh, that’s baby’s weight- 

“Show me some patterns, please,” Monday? h chart. I’m always going to keep ft' 

commanded Suaanne. “But I’ve only paid those footling there.” 

On the trail’was a frame containing little bills. There mast bo tons of Well, well, if Suzanne looks after the 
«n«*ab«r ^different pheqae Varieties, money left, unless the Bank’s been weighing-in I can at least control the 
tfrtMhh h«? atldhtioft tras-dirclMdd; ‘ ’ speculating with it.” paymg-in. And I left it at that. 
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IF THE ARMY ADVERTISED. 

Battalion OitnKiis. 

(1) Duties, Officers ,—Orderly Officer 
for to-morrow : Second-Lieutenant \V. 
Jenlts. 

W. Jenks is prepared to undertake 
duty for any brother subaltern. Terms 
—one day's pay, plus fifty per cont. for 
Saturdays or Sundays (handsome dis¬ 
count for cash in advance). Sleepless 
activity. Guards visited courteously 
but firmly. Any .unusual occurrence 
handled with precision and despatch. 
Engage VV. Jenlis to do your duty, then 
sign your report with a cloar conscience. 
Testimonials from all ranks. , t 

(2) Parades .—0830 hours and 1130 
hours, as per routine. 

Hello 1 Hollo!! Hollo!!! Como in 
your hundreds. Amusing and health- 
giving. Bracing barrack-square; mag¬ 
nificent pedestrian exorcise. Come and 
be experimented on by Sorgt.-Major 
Whizbang, the great military spell¬ 
binder, See the Adjutant put Com¬ 
pany Commanders through the hoop. 
Soreams of laughter at every perform¬ 
ance. Best places in tbe ranks for 
those who arrive early. T-.Vioe daily 


(Sundays oxcepted) till further notice- 
Breakfast kept for those attending first 
house. 

(3) Dress, etc., Officers .—Attention is 
again drawn to recent instructions on 
these matters. 

Why invito trouble when the local 
A.P.M. is simply yearning to advise 
you on points of etiquette? A kindly 
henovolont man who never forgets that 
lie himself was onco a regimental officer. 
He will tell you whether or not you 
may arm your aged grandmother across 
a busy London street without risk¬ 
ing your commission. If you favour 
whiskers, call and seo his inimitable 
museum of perrnissiblopattorns. Always 
at your service. 

(4) Musketry .—The next party to firo 
General Musketry Course will proceed 
on the 2nd prox. 

The finest form of outdoor sport (for 
those who prefer it to any other) is 
shooting. We are making up a little 
party to procood to camp next wook. 
Will you join us? Sylvan scenery; 
country air; simple wholesome diet; 
young and cheery society. Cigars or 
oocoanuts every time you hit the bull’s- 
eye. Practice at stray dogs about Camp 


is encouraged. Secure the skin of one 
of these beautifully-marked croatures 
for your own barrack-room bodsido. 

(ii) Hair, Length of .—Tho practice 
of allowing the hair to grow beyond 
the regulation length must coaso. 

Why suffer the inconvenience of 
long hair when our own regimental 
tonsorial artist is waiting to bob it 
for you free of charge? Luxurious sa¬ 
loon ; deft workmanship; no tips. His 
speciality — memento locks. Twelvo 
such souvenirs guaranteed, from one 
crop. Bald soldiers supplied to tasto 
from surplus clippings. A delicate, 
lasting and inexpensive compliment 
to lady friends on leaving a station. 
Start collecting now. ■ 

Inns of Court Beserve Corps. 

A psychical stance of the above dis¬ 
embodied Corps will be hold on Friday 
the 26th March, in the Common Boom 
of the Law Society in Chancery Lane 
(by kind permission of tho Council), 
commencing 7.30 r.M. 

Astral members desirous of attending 
should apply to their late Platoon Ser¬ 
geants, or to Mr. H. L. Bolton, 1, The 
Sanctuary, Westminster. 
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ecedur*c ftr PARI IAIUIPNT !^' a un ®^ a ' 8noer »t “pious America," the Bolshevist Government until it is 
ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. ; tt nd wa8 himself advised “not to do- ready to adopt civilised methods, but 

Monday, February 23rd ,— Tho High- j velop moro indignation than he could in the meantime will heartily encourage 
land Fling involves, 1 understand, some contain." trade with ltussia. It would seem that 

complicated figures, hut it the practical genius of our 

is nothing to the Lowland raco * llls once moie dis- 

lleel (Coats’ variety), on f c<,vor0 d ’* a means of in- 

whieh subject Sir Auck- , —4 _j dulging sentiment without 

land Geddeh was rathor _ r rr g j¥^ y interfering with business, 

badly heckled this after- -JP | J Lord Birkenhead (not 

noon. A suggestion that t > Buokenhkad, by tho way, 

Messrs. Coats might use "|, " a9 the Cork Constitution, 

tho profits of thoir foreign . 4 inadvertently or not, calls 

trade to reduce the price ]•=: *'' ln ) chaffed Lord IIal- 

to tho homo consumer 9 %" ** O *> w £"3^ dank on his" How nappy 

drove the harassed Minis- 43 . *• o nf‘ "* ** > u could T lie with Either" 

tor into an unconscious —/- „ attitude between- Liberal- 

mot. "Suppose," ho said, |r ° « g jHH g a ism and Labour, and ad- 

“ they cut tho thread ... ^ gJSSjS o vised him definitely to bo 

. . . where should wo bo _^ I".. o off witli the old lovo and 

then ? ” ' ^ J. 1 on with the new, in ordor 

Mr. Charles Palmer, that when Labour camo 

the well-known Globc-lroi- ’ _ ^ — into its own tho Woolsack 

tor, lias just completed a ^ JVVv 'hy: might he adequately filled, 

remarkable journey. With- '—“ Kir Alfred Mono did 

in tho space of a few wcoks TILE TANK AND THE LITTLE imiCK. not allow himself to bo 

ho has traversed tho dis- (M „ ('„, ;ucuIIjl , AN „ captain Wedgwood Hens.) porturbed by tho doscrip- 

tance from the Press Gal- tion of certain pictures in 

, , ... , ,, “llio Link, weighing thirty tons, is able to pass over a brick ning oil tlio . - . 

lory to tho l'ioor of tho road without crushing it. This is a scry important point.”—J/r. Cm nemr.,.. tho Imponal War Museum 
Cliamhor, going round by as“frcaks"and“libels,"for 

tho Wrokin. During tho last stage Tuesday, February 24th. —In both ho had observed “ with some astonish- 
of the route the intrepid traveller was Houses tho now policy of tho Allies in ment" that must of tho art critics had 
accompanied by Sir Henry Dalziel regard to Soviet Jhissia was unfolded, pronounced them to bo very fino works 
and Mr. Bottomlky. Tho gist of it is that they will not of art. But when Mr. Jeremiah Mac- 

In introducing a Vote on Account of enter into diplomatic relations with Yeauh asked if some of Lheso pictures 


j | 


0 - 


TILE TANK AND THE LITTLE BHICK. 
(Mn. ('iicncniLi. Axn Captain Wedgwood Bern.) 


tho practical genius of our 
raco has once more dis- 
covered *a means of in- 
dulging sentiment without 
— iutorfering with business. 
200, Lord Birkenhead (not 
r £ Buokenhkad, by tho way, 
1 1 as tho Cork Constitution, 

. s inadvertently or not, calls 
J«:5 him) chaffed Lord Hal- 
v v'lf dank on his “ How Happy 
Stfl w could I ha with Either " 
^=*r 0 attitude between. Li hcral- 
^ 0 ism and Labour, and ad- 
g® o vised him definitely to bo 
a off with the old lovo and 
1 on with the now, in ordor 
00 that when Labour camo 
into its own tho Woolsack 
v ky: might he adequately filled. 

Sir Alfred Mono did 
not uilow himself to ho 
porturbed by tho doscrip- 


“Tlio t.inli, weighing thirty tons, is able to pass over a brick 1\ing oil tlio jj 0I1 T °^ ce *hLin pi(,tuios in 
road without crushing it. This is a very important point.”— Mr. Cm uemr.i.. the Imperial War Museum 


the Army for a trifle of seventy- 
four millions tho War Minis¬ 
ter proudly announced that 
Britain and Germany were tho 
only countries in tlio world 
that had abolished conscription 
—and Germany’s action was 
not exactly voluntary. 

Mr. Churchill’s description 
of a now tauk, so fast that it 
could outstrip a foxhound 
“ ovor a country,” so cool that 
oven in the tropics its crew 
would presorvo thoir samjfroid 
traditionnel, and so delicately 
sprung that it could run over 
a brick without hurting itself 
—or tho brick—momentarily 
oncouragod the belief that hero 
was tho weapon to mako war 
impossible. But almost in the 
same breath Mr. Churchill 
stated that simultaneously the 
War Office had invented a rifle 
grenade which would put tho 
super-tank out of action. “ As 
you were! ’’ 

Criticism was not entirely 
disarmed. Mr. Devlin of course 
talked of Ireland— "the only 
oountry with which the Em¬ 
pire is at war to-day;" and 
little Capt. Wedgwood Benn 
rebuked Mr. Churchill for 





THE LABOUR l.OIU) OUAN’CKLLOK. 
A forecast. 

Loud Haldane. 


were not portraits of Cabinet 
Ministers, “ and if so how can 
they possibly ho works of art ? ” 
tlio First Commissioner’s art¬ 
istic conscience was stirred, 
and compelled him to giro the 
questioner a little instruction 
in first principles. “ Whether 
a portrait is a work of art 
depends,” he pointed out, “ on 
tlio artist and not on the sub¬ 
ject painted.” 

Tho evening was devoted to 
drink. Sir John Beks, who 
urged tho abolition of all war¬ 
time restrictions, would have 
been more effective, perhaps, 
if ho had not striven so hard 
to ho lively. One of his sallies, 
evoked by tho impending dibut 
of Lady Abtor ns a Parlia¬ 
mentary orator, was indeed, 
as she observed, “ moro than 
polite.” 

She herself had her mo¬ 
ments of gaiety, hut was best, 
I thought, when seriously ar¬ 
guing for the continuance of 
tho restrictions on alcohol in 
the special interests of women. 

I am afraid, however, that 
tlio unrcgoncrato wore more 
intrigued by Mr. Carr's claim 
that tho Carlisle experiment 
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hful been a great success—“ it was 
the only city in the country in which 
a. man could buy a bottle of whisky 
to lake home." 

Wednesday, February itHlh. —Ques¬ 
tion-time in tiio Commons was domin¬ 
ated by the news that Mr. Asquith was 
ir> for Faisley, and Members wore more 
concerned in discussing the effect of 
his return upon the Government and 
Opposition than in listening to Minis¬ 
terial replies. Sir Donald Maclean 
was “ all smiles ” over his approach¬ 
ing release from the responsibilities pf. 
leadership; but Mr. IIooge, I thought, 
looked rather like Mrs. Gunmidtje when 
“ thinking of the old ’uu.” 

A nod from Mr. Macphkrson and 
the Government of Ireland Bill was 
formally and silently 'introduced — 
strango contrast to the long dobates and 
exciting scenes that attended the birth 
of the Bill's three predecessors in 1886, 
1893 aud 1912. 

Sir Robert Horne explained with 
his usual clarity and persuasiveness 
the now Unemployment Insurance Bill. 
Tho debate o.i it was interrupted to 
allow the discussion of a motion by Sir 
J. Remnant advocating tho increase of 
police pensions to meet the present cost 
of living. The police are, with good 
reusou, very popular with the House. 
In vain the Home Secretary pointed 
out that the Government even in this 
cause did not feel justified in “out¬ 
running the constable." Forgetting all 
their recent /cal for economy Membors 
trooped into the Bobbies’ Lobby and 
beat the Government by 123 to 57. 

The idea that Irishmen, however 
much they may dislike British rule, 
never miss ail opportunity of raiding 
the British Treasury, has received a 
rudo shock. Captain Redmond, in¬ 
quiring about tho allocation of a sum 
of a quarter-of-a-million for reconstruc¬ 
tion in Ireland, was surprised to learn 
that ton thousand pounds had been 
allotted to his own constituency, but 
not claimed. Mr. Devlin supplied the 
key to tho mystery: “The reason it 
was not asked for was becuuse wo did 
not know it was thero.” 

I learn from TWio 's Who ? that tho 
recreations of Sir Alfred Mond include 
“ golf, motoring and all forms of sport.” 
It must havo been with keen regret, 
therefore, that he felt himself compelled 
to refuse facilities for cricket in Hyde 
Park, owing to the risk to the public. 
Viscount Cubzon asked if crioket was 
more dangerous, than inflammatory 
speeches. But the First Commissioner, 
speaking no doubt from personal ex¬ 
perience, expressed the view that thero 
was considerably more danger from a 
cricket-ball. 

The Opposition hgd rather bad luck 


on the Constantinople debate. If they 
had waited till Monday, as originally 
arranged, thoy could have trained their 
big gun from Faisley on to the Govern¬ 
ment entrenchments. Through, insist¬ 
ing on the earliest possible dato, they 
had to content themselves with the far 
lighterartillery of Sir Donald Maclean. 
Much, however, was hoped from Lord 
Robert Cecil, who was believed to be 
heavily charged with high explosives. 
But before lye could come, into range 
up jumped Sir EpwARD Carson, and 
in a few brief-■ sentences pointed out 
that until the Prime Minister had told 
them, tho grounds for the decision to 
leave the Turk his capital, aud tho 
conditions under which he was to stay 
there, tho House was talking in the air. 
Members thereupon clamoured for tho 



“ Whether a portrait is n work o{ art depends 
on the artist and not on the subject painted." 

Sir A. Moxn on the Imperial War Museum 
I’irturcs. 

Prime Minister, who accordingly had 
to make his defence when he lmd heard 
only half tho indictment, and to expend 
most of the ammunition he had pre¬ 
pared for Lord Robert, including some 
remarkable specimens of the "deadly 
parallel,” before receiving his adver¬ 
sary’s firo. 

That in turn rather upset Lord 
Robert’s plan of campaign; and ho was 
not much more destructive than Sir 
Donald Maclean had been. TheHouse 
as a whole seemed satisfied that the 
Allies had done their best with a 
problem for which there is no perfect 
solution, and that there was at least a 
chanco that the Sultan would find the 
guns of an international fleet pointing 
at his palace windows a strong in¬ 
centive to good behaviour. 

Another Lady M.P. P 

“ Mr. Asquith was 'accompanied by Mrs. 
Asquith and the ■audience singing ‘ He's a 
jolly good Lady Bonham-Carter. 

; ■ , SeotchPaper. 


A FANCY BIRD. ? 

WnRN any friend of mine itp in. 
trouble I always make a.pojnk of Wilt*, 
ing and asking if there » anythimll 
can do. As a rule there isn’t, built 
is a satisfaction to me to know I. have 
made the offer. When I heard that, 
Filmer was leaving bis spacious house 
and grounds , at Hampstead, selling, 
half his furniture .aud moving into a 
third storey Hat at Battersea, i wrote, 
at once. I received in reply one of 
bis usual barely decipherable scrawls; 
“Yes, old dear, you might find a home: 
for my raven; it's ancient and a bit 
rusty, but lots of life in it yet. I'm 
parting with all my garden things." 

I busied myself about the matter at 
once. When a man you have known, 
and respected for years is driven by 
high prices and income-tax to vacate 
u, boautiful home and asks such a 
simple thing of you as to find a shelter 
for his bird, you like to do your best. 
Personally I know nothing of ravens, 
but I recognized the inadequacy of iny 
garden for the accommodation of a 
bird of any kind, therefore I could not 
think of taking it. But I had a sur- 
fuco acquaintance with the owner of a 
carriage drive, and I approached him 
without delay. He was cold in his 
manner and said with so many calls 
upon him he could not seo liis way 
to contribute towards the oxpenso of 
Filtner’s move, although lie lmd no 
doubt, from my representation, that it 
was a deserving case. 

The misunderstanding arose from my 
leading up to the object of my visit 
gradually instead of coming to the point 
at once and asking him to give a com¬ 
fortable homo to a raven. When I 
explained further lie unbent and said 
lie would think it over. 

Later he wrote:— 

Re Raven. 

“ Dear Sir, —I have consulted an 
authority on this bird and find that its 
bad character 1ms brought about its 
practical extinction in this country save 
in the mountain fastnessos of Wales 
and the craggy moors of Yorkshire. 
I also learn that its extended wings 
measure thirty-six inches on an aver¬ 
age. I must decline to provide an 
asylum for such an extensive mass of 
depravity." 

I confess I was discouraged and., 
also somewhat shocked. I felt Filmer 
should have enlightened mo more,on 
the characteristics of his prot&gi. The.; 
episode taught me to avoid preamble 
in my next quest for a domicile. Also 
I thought ft only right. to express , 
myself with absolute Frankwis*. 
addrhas o! a My. with,a ropptsafciqn fijk. 
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a love o( animals was given to me, | 
and I hastened to call upon hor. Hho 
answered the door herself. 

“Madam,” I said, “may I ask you 
of your kind heurt to give a home to 
an almost extinct bird of evil character 
about a yard across ? ” 

She looked startled for a moment 
and then quietly closed the door. 

I was still further discouraged. I 
felt bound in honour to comply, if 
possible, with Filmcr’s comparatively 
simple request. By chance I ran across 
Timberley, a man brimful of resource 
and suggestion. “ You want a brewery,” 
he said; “ that’s the milieu for a raven. 
To my mind no brewery is artistically 
complete without one. A raven hop¬ 
ping about the casks gives a je ne sais 
qwt, « cachet, to the premises: You 
Should get an. introduction to a 
manager.” • 

; Wmk some difficulty I did, and I 
waited tipdn him in his private office. 

'fes business and 
adEddUtilb tie eekied in such a brusque 


manner that I had no alternative but 
to remain standing. 

“ 1 must apologise for trespassing upon 
your valuable time, hut it has been sug¬ 
gested to mo that no brewery is com¬ 
plete without a raven-” I began, 

stammering slightly from norvousnoss. 

“ Well, we've got one. What about 
it?” he said. 

In faoe of this unlooked-for develop¬ 
ment I could do nothing but how and 
retire. 

Aftor this third failure to house the 
bird I threw convention to the winds 
and took to accosting utter strangers 
in the street with, “ Will you have a 
raven?" I wont ridos in trams and 
tubes and canvassed tho passengers. 
"Not to-day, thank you,” was tho 
response, sa've in a few instances. One 
man invited mo to ask him again and 
ho would do me in. A lady to whom 
I propounded the query as we were 
desoending the moving staiiwase side 
by side precipitated bergeM forward 
with such iitote that but for the inter¬ 


vening travellers she must have fallen 
headlong to the bottom. Tho mother 
of a family to whom I appealed shook 
her head politely and said she was 
obliged to me for the offer, but it was 
hard enough to pay for butcher's meat; 
she couldn't afford poultry. 

Tlieu at last, all my efforts having 
failod, I reluctantly took my pen and 
wrote to Filmer. In reply I received 
another of his set a.vis: — 

“ What 's this about u raven ? Don’t 
let it grow on you. The Victory Croquet 
Club is taking my Holler, £7 carriage 
forward. I gave £3 10s. for it second¬ 
hand ten years ago. 

“ N.B.—I had great difficulty in read¬ 
ing your writing. Don’t cultivate illegi¬ 
bility ; it’s tiresome for your frieuds.” 

“ Referring to charges of drunkenness tho 
Chairman said there were 13 men and five 
woman fined for drunkenness and residing art 
Chiswick ."—Local Vapor. 

• To reside at Chiswick may be an ec* 
) centrioity, but surely is not an offence. 
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AT THE PLAY. 

“John Feugijson.” 

After the unsatisfying theatre-diet 
which has fallen to mo of late I was 
doubly glad to get my tooth into Mr. 
S'r. John Ekvink’k good meaty ration 
at the Lyric Theatro, Hammersmith. 
His theme is as old and now as Job. 
John Ferguson is a saintly U later fanner, 
apostlo of the doctrino of non-resistance 
(rare typo in those parts, 1 understand) 
and eager justilior of the ways of God to 
men. Ferguson's beloved farm is mort¬ 
gaged ; foroclosuro imminent. Help is 
confidently expected from brother An¬ 
drew in America, but does not come. 
Daughter llannah, sent with a mossage 
to the brutal mortgagee, is outruged by 
him. Prospective son-in-law James, 
man of great words but littlo heart, 
rushes into the night to kill the ravisher. 
But it is silent son Andrew (destined 
for the ministry) who dooB the killing, 
because he knows James to he a craven. 

John Ferguson urges confidently the 
will of God that James, whom he be¬ 
lieves blood-guilty, should not avoid 
arrest, and refuses to hide him. But. 
when young Andrew insists on giving 
himself up to save James and his own 
peace the old man’s faith, weakened, 


falters; ho protests in his anguish, but 
rallies to accept this la3t blow from tho 
hand of God—mado none the easier to 
bear by the arrival, just a fatal fortnight 
late, of the monoy from his brother, a 
forgetful sort of man, who had mis¬ 
taken tho date of the mail. Tiro tragic 
irony of tho whole is skilfully height¬ 
ened by the fact’ that it is half-witted 
"Glutie,” with his penny whistle and 
his random words, who goads young 
Andrew to his vengeanco. 

A grim talo finely (porbaps just a 
little too diffusely) told and admirnbly 
presented. Mr. Ehvine’s most effective 
stroke was, I think, tho character of 
James Ctesar, with his pathotic yet re¬ 
volting self-condemnation, interpreted 
with a real mastery of art without 
artifice by Mr. J. M. Kebbioan, of the 
old band of “Irish Players.” Miss 
Moyna MacGill (a name new to me) 
played her Hannah with an exquisite 
sincerity and restraint. A particular 
moment when,-- from her hysterical 
laughter at the careful choice made by 
her father’s God of the moment for the 
arrival of the money, Bhe breaks into a 
passionate‘life’s^ not right 1 It’a. not 
just!" was very fine. The whole 
character was skilfully built up. The 
part by no means played itself. 


Mr. IIebhebt Maiuh all's Andrew 
was also an excellent performance. 
Was it quite right, howovor, that the 
morning after tho murder. lie should 
appear so completely unruffled ? (I 
admit I don’t know my Ulster inti¬ 
mately). I rather think that Mr. Miles 
Malleson’s well-studied "Glutie" might 
havo been a littlo loss coherent, with 
moro fawning in his manner. Ho 
seemed something tod normal for his 
purpose in tho piece. The way in which 
tho other characters staved off his 
piping was beyond all praise. I should 
guess, from specimens submitted, that 
his repertory was not extensive. 

Mr. Bea, as the father, was of course 
competent, but surely a little over- 
placid throughout. Ho acceptod the 
blow of his daughter’s dishonour with 
scarcely a sign that submission caused 
him any serious pang—a seeming indif¬ 
ference shared by Miss Maims O’Neill 
( Hannah's mother), who appeared quite 
untroubled a few minutes after the 
harrowing relation, and indeed seemed 
throughout to be playing too easily. 
Mr. Raymond Valentine had a “ fat ” 
pafefe as the villain, and well and fatly he 
played it. 

1 realise more than ever the diffi¬ 
culties of an Irish Settlement. T, 
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FAME. 

Fob a long time past I bad folt that 
something ought to bo done about it, 
and then one evening ns 1 oponed my 
paper in the Tube I came suddenly 
upon'the following paragraph :— 

“ Lunching yesterday with Jack Pop- 
piogton at the Bitz, where, by the way, 
M. Caramel treated us to a superbly 
priceless mousse a la Canadicnne, he 
told me that his Little Pests is selling 
liko wildfire and proving a real bo¬ 
nanza to the lucky publishers, Mossrs. 
Paintor and Lilley. llnd a pleasant 
chat with him about old times in the 
Army Pay Corps, in which we sorved to¬ 
gether for nearly sixteen months during 
one of the hottest periods of hostilities 
‘out yonder.’ More famous amongst 
the genoral public for his hlack-ribbonod 
tortoiseshell monoclo and invariable 
presenco at all truly semi-smart Bo¬ 
hemian functions, Poppington keeps a 
brindled bulldog, grows primulas and 
is, of courso, known to a select circle 
as the energetic Organising Secretary 
of the Nortii Battorsea Entomological 
Society." 

The letterpress which 1 have quotod 
above was headed “ Popular Pap ” and 
formed a kind of frame lor a photograph 
of Mr. Poppington, which seemed to 
show that his luncheon at the Bitz had 
not really agroed with him after all, 
and at the bottom of the column I 
noted the familiar signature of “ Mar- 
chand dn lieurre.” 

As usual when I road paragraphs 
of this kind I first of all blushed guiltily 
and glanced round to see whothor any¬ 
one had noticed how eagerly I was, 
drinking it all in. Thon I put on the 
faint superior smilo of recognition which 
I felt that the situation obviously de¬ 
manded. Good old Poppington 1. One 
of the best. What recollections it 
stirred I Marchand and he and I- 

When I left the Tube I carefully 
crumpled the paper up and throw it 
away, and in tho middle of dinner I 
took care to remark casually to Ara- 
minta, “ By tho way, I suppose you put 
Little Pests on tho library list? ” 

“ Awfully sorry,” she said, “ but I’m 
afraid I hadn’t heard of them." 

“ Poppington’s latest," I said curtly. 

“I’m afraid I haven't heard of Pop¬ 
pington either.’’ 

I gavo a sigh of desperation and 
leant back in my chair. 

“ Well, really 1 ” I protested. “ Surely 
the man himself—everybody—I mean 
—his—his eye-glass—his bulldog—of 
course only a few of us fully appreciate 
the extent of his actual research work 
—but still—” 

“ All ri^ht, I ’ll get it," she replied. 

That finished off Araminta easily 


enough, but the situation none the less 
was serious. Paragraphs exactly like 
this had been meeting my evo in almost 
overy popular paper for month aftor 
month, and, though I use two memory 
systems and havo an electric scalp 
shampoo each week, I find thorn in¬ 
creasingly difficult to cope with. Who’s 
Which already .transgresses tho es¬ 
tablished canons of literar^ art. It is 
almost as tall lying down as standing 
up, and follows liko Poppington are not 
ovon in IVho’s Which. He had not, 
you observed, even obtained an O.B.E. 
What would happen if I met him at 
some public gathering or dinner and 
by some awful mischance forgot those 
salient facts ? 

It appeared to me that a process for 
reproducing short biographies of "this 
nature..in. a slightly ^larger type on tho 
shirt-fronts of eminent personages Was 
badly needed; it should bo coupled, I 
felt, with an.arrangement of periscopos - 
to help ono when sitting beside tho great 
man or standing behind his back. Or ho 
might perhaps wear upon his sleeve 
something liko the divisional signs 
which were so useful in Franco. Old 
Poppington, for instance, might have a 
—might wear an—I mean there might 
be something or other on his coat in 
rod or green or bluo to indicate the 
nature and scopo of his secretarial 
activities and give a fellow the right 
load. And to think that every week 
dozons and dozens of new Poppingtons 
are springing up like crocuses about 
me! It was a bewildering thought. 
Thoy wore becoming perhaps the most 
numerous and influential class in the 
community. I had visions of mass 
mootings of “ well - known ” men— 
“well-known” men marching in pro- 
cossion with flags to Downing Street 
to demand State recognition, statues 
and pensions, and insisting that it 
should be made a penal offence not to 
recognise thoir woll-known features in 
the street. I made a great resolve. 
Why should I be loft out of it? I de¬ 
termined to join the crowd. 

I had got rather out of touch with old 
Marchand for some time, and had in¬ 
deed forgotten oxactly what he looked 
like, but I persuaded a mutual friend to 
point him out to me, and, selecting the 
psychological moment, cannoned into 
him heavily in the street. His spoctacles 
dropped off and his note-book fell out 
of his hand. 

“Why,- if it isn’t Du Beurret" I 
shouted, feigning an ecstatic surprise. 

“ I am sorry,” ho said rather stiffly, 
wbon he had recovered his breath, 
“ but I am afraid I haven't the 
pleasure—— ’’ 

“ I am John Smith,” I said. 

“ I am afraid I still-’’ 


“ Allow mo to tell you all about my¬ 
self,” I said. And I did. 

I was a little nervous as to how he 
would take it, but the event justified 
me. When I opened my paper next 
ovening I found tho following words:— 

“Ban across John Smith of- Bavens- 
court Park yesterday afternoon. Chat¬ 
ting with him about ono thing and 
anothor, he told mo something of the 
methods ho has employed to bring 
about his prosont celebrity in that 
salubrious suburb. He has never, it 
appears, written a book, collaborated 
in a review, appeared in a night-club, 
lunched at the Bitz, sat on a committee, 
or been summoned as a witness in a 
sensational divorco case. Ilis record, 
I fancy, must be one of the most 
thoroughly unique in Greater London.” 

There was no photograph of* John 
Smith, but, biting partly into this 
paragraph and partly into another on 
tho opposito side of tho column, was 
one of Mortimer Dospenser, the new 
film star, foatured in Scented Sin, which 
really did almost ns well. Dear old 
Du benrre! Evoe. 


MUSIC A LA MODE. 

Thebe was a young singer whose 
moans 

Struck a chill to her auditors’ hones; 
Bo she had to explain 
That she wasn't in pain, 

But was trying to sing quarter-tonos. 

There once was a basso, a swain 
Who came from tho tolling Ukraine; 
Ho could sing double D 
From breakfast till tea 
Without any symptom of strain. 

There tvas a benevolent peer 
Who wished tomak^Art loss severe, 
Bo he learned the Jazz drum 
And bids fair to become 
The black man’s most terrible fear. 

There once was a critic whose bane 
Was his dread of a style that was 
plain, 

So, resolved to refresh us, 

He strove to be precious, 

But sank to the nether inano. 


“ Amateur Snookee Pool Championship : 
S. II. Fby Deflated.” 

Provincial Paper. 

It was noticed even during the Billiard 
competition that he never really got 
the wind up. 


“The chief obstacles to the development of 
water-power is usually the question of finance, 
and if tho schomo will not hold water from 
that point of view it is not liraly to float.” 

Electrical llevieio. 

And if it holds too much water it 
certain to sink. 
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MORE ADVENTURES OF A POST-WAR SPORTSMAN. 

Irishman (discussing "roai-er" retent I y purchased l,y P.-W.S.). “Very weed known, sub was, win the Waiu> Union Sr.vo Hounds. 
The boas used to cau. heii 1 the widda,’ ton why they paid ye could always hear hub bobbin’ ahtiieh the diceu departed . 11 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Stu ff of Learned Clerks.) 

Undeniably Mr. Gabadoo Evans is the bold boy. No 
doubt you remember (since tlioy are so difficult to forget) 
the two volumes in which he dealt faithfully (and a bit over) 
with the manners of his countrymen in the land of their 
fathers. I have heard, and can well believe, that somo of 
Mr. Evans’ own peoplo woro moved by this tribute oven 
to the extent of threatening its author with personal violenco. 
And now he has turned from Welsh Wales to English Lon¬ 
don, and gives us in My Neighbours (Melrose) a further 
collection of sketches pleasantly calculated to prove that 
tho general detestability of his compatriots remains un¬ 
changed by their migration from a whitewashed cottage to 
a villa in Suburbia. Whatever you may think of Mr. 
Evans’ work, whether it attracts or violently ropels, there 
can bo no question of its devastating skill. His sketches, 
no more than a few pngos in length, contain novor an idle 
word, and the phrases bite like vitriol. Moreover he employs 
an idiom that.is (I conjecture) a direct transcription from 
native speech, which adds enormously to tho effect. U ndor- 
stand me, not for worlds would I commend those volumes 
'haphazard to the fastidious; I only say they are clever, 
arresting and violently individual. Also that, if you have 
not so far mot the work of Mr. Evans, here is your oppor¬ 
tunity in' a volume that shows it at its best, or worst. 
Half-an-hour’s reading will give you an excellent idea of it. 
At the end of that time you will probably send either to tho 


chemist for a restorative or to the bookseller for tho two 
previous volumes. Meanwhile, if 1 wore the writer, I 
should purchaso a bulldog. 

Mrs. Guo no is Wkmyss has for sometime past spocialisod 
in spinster-aunts, bachelor-uncles and charming nieces. In 
Oranges and Lemons (Constable) she introduces us pleas¬ 
antly to somo more. The plot, in fact, is chiefly concerned 
with tho violent squubblos of an undo and aunt, who belong 
to different sides of tho family, for tho good graces of Diana 
(who is nineteen, or thereabouts, and radiant), anil Shant, 
(who says so— just liko that—and is five). There are also 
soveral young men. To lest his abilities in I ho Admirable 
Crichton lino Diana maroons the most favoured of these, 
togother with three otlior aspirants to her hand, and her 
bachelor unde, on an island in a Scottish loch, hamperless, 
on a soft day. As tho affections of all the lovers remain 
undimmod, you can guess what kind of a girl Diana must 
have been. Shunt’s even more responsible job is to tumble 
off a pony and allay the temporary tartness which existed 
between her two elderly admirers, so that nothing hut 
oranges and omngo-blossoms remain. Really, of course, 
none of the story much matters. But if you want the 
sensation of having stayed with delightful people in de¬ 
lightful places, where rising prices are not oven mentioned 
or thought of; Mrs. Wemyss can give it you all the time. 

Night and Day (Duckworth) is the titlo of Virginia 
Woolf’s last book; but there is no night for the author’s 
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clarity of vision, or her cleverness in describing every 
detail she lias seen, or her delicate precision of style', 
there is only daylight, temperate, pervading, but at times, 
I am afraid, almost irritatingly calm. “ Give me one indis¬ 
cretion of sympathy or omotion on bohalf of your char¬ 
acters,” the reader is toinptcd to implore her; “ let mo feel 
that you are a little bit oxcitcd about them and I shall feel 
excited too.” The story, after all, is the simple one (to put 
it in the shudderingly crude language of former days) of a 
girl's change of heart from an unreal love to one of whose sin¬ 
cerity she eventually convinces herself. Katharine Ililhery, 
the granddaughter of a great poet, brought up by a father 
whose only interest is in literature, and a charming mother 
who wanders in Colds of Victorian romance, breaks off 
her engagement with a civil servant who has more taste 
than talent for letters, and chooses instead a man 
slightly below her in social position, but with Crmness 
and decision of character! 


' >;\-a 






and genuine skill in—what ? 
Ironmongery ? No, litera¬ 
ture. All through the book 
1 found myself wondering 
whether a mind so finely 
tempered as Katharine’s, a 
perception so acute, was 
really fitted for anything so 
commonplace as, after all, 
love is. And I longed for the 
authoress, who explained 
every mood so amazingly 
well, to explain this too. 


Mrs. Noams is evidently _ „ 

a specialist in unconvon- Mliffiff.'ft'jSjF 

tional situations, in her ulfto'. jMt-HHB 

last novel her tlietuo was 

the intrigue between a man wMWMHV' 

and his stop-mothor. In - - 

Sisters (Muuuay) it is the -1 

passion of a man for his H 

living wife’s niarriod sister, ■ - W ~W 

and in neither caso does the JB JL-u' 

author seem to bo conscious , ' 

of anything out of the ordin- i.,f/r' , ! •'//- 

ary. Not that there is any ffy/t ■ A y■/ 

air of naughtiness about .80l'VKNIR-HUNTE 

the business Peter, a rich 8l „ l8AAC Ne , 

cripple, loved Cherry, the- 

youngest and prettiest of the throe Strickland girls. But 
Martin, a casual impecunious stranger, stepped in and took 
her in one bite before Peter could quito realise she was no 
longer a child. So in dofault ho married Alix, who was, 
incidentally, worth six of her. Meeting his Cherry, disillu¬ 
sioned about an unsatisfactory und unsuccessful Martin, ho 
reachos out his hand for this forbiddon fruit. Wheroupon 
Alix, the sellless, drives herself and Martin over a cliff by 
way of making things smooth for Peter and Cherry, which 
was inconsiderate, if resourceful; for, while Alix is happily 
killed, poor Martin only breaks his back, so that all may 
end with the balance on the credit side of the Becording 
Angel’s lodger with Chary nursing her hopeless invalid. 
An unlikely story, pleasantly and competently told. 

e —— — -- - . 

My appreciation of The Ancient Allan (Cassell) may be 
measured by my koon disappointment on finding that the 
concluding pages of the book were absent in the copy 
vouchsafed to mo* and tb&t (apparently) in their place a 
double dose of pages 279—291 was offered. Nevertheless 
I can safely assert that you will find this a yam worth 


y. . ' .as, Mft.' />„.■- W&JWnz. 


reading, for here Sir Bidbb Haggard is in as goo^form as, 
ever lie was, when both be and Allan Qnatcrimin were 
younger. Lady Bagnall, who is an old friend to readers of 
The Ivory Child, reappears here, having in her possession a 
mysterious and potent herb, which she persuades Allan to I 
inhale. Then the fun lakes on a great liveliness. Allan is 
wafted back to the days when Egypt was under the 
domination of the Persians, and lie in his ancient existence 
performed some of the very doughtiest of deeds. No one 
living can tell such a tale with a greater dexterity and zest 
than Sir Bideb. And at that I will loave it, witii one more 
regret that I was not allowed to he present when Allan 
recovered from the effects of Taduki (the herb that did it).. 

I find that when the medicine of thought is wrapped up 
in the jam of ficLion I generally take both more willingly 
than eithor alone. Blit if my author, holding out tho 

"_ _ * ~~ Bpoonful. protests that the 

j am isn’t jam at all hut part 

'of the dose, then my mouth i 

does not open with quito ' 
wK its usual happy confidence. 

Miss W. M. Letts has said 
something of tlio sort about 
jB " % i ier K leatl littlo book, Cor- 
*3f*2Br’hA!ls*£.. poral’s Corner (Wells, 

Gardner, Darton), and 1 
’wisli she hadn't. It is cast 
in tho form of letters written 
by a soldier in hospital to a 
. ' nurse who lias been good 
to him and whoso lover has 
• been killed at the Front. 

Miss Letts introduces it 
with a foreword which cou- 
veys the impression that a 
,, , . real Corporal Jack wrote 

. - these letters to a roal nurso; 

.• but the letters tliemselvos 
ss 1 "Y' m convince — or very nearly 

convince—me that tho foro- 
. it. word itself is a more do- 
, ■ vice of authorship, and one 

/ f ' x ~, which defeats its own in- 

/ <,. i$&&&'& tention of adding weight to 

la the " is0 ttnd t0,lder an « 

Kb oi the i Abi. often humorous things the 

rmx^ArvLK._writer has tosay. From his 

own death-bed Corporal Jack, together with his own lovo- 
Btory and that of his chum Mac, writes what lie can of com¬ 
fort to his friend, and whether his hand or Miss Letts’s held 
the pen the book is tho work of someone who knows all 
about sorrow, and only the initiated—who must be many 
for a decade to come—will know quito how well it is done. 

Of tho late Mr. Noel Boss, who, to the infinite loss of, 
British journalism, died at the early age of twenty-seven, ’ 
Mr. Punch cannot trust himself to Bpoak with the cold 
detachment of the oritic. He saw life with the clear eye of 
happy youth and set it down with tho easy pen of a ready 
writer. Coming from New Zealand, through the War,-to 
England, his natural talents were at onoe recognised* and 
ho won a position for himself on the staff of The Times. In 
the leisure moments spared from the service of the Old 
Lady of Printing House Square, be would erack a jest, now 
and then, with the Old Sage of Bouverie Street: Mr.Eowrii 
Arnold now publishes a collection of his writings jxwtor 
the .title, Noel Boss and His Work, and Mr. Punch e<mfitt«s ; 


OF THE l’AST. 
n’s Apple. 


himself to commending the vohftae to his readers. 
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MEN AND THINGS OF THE MOMENT. 

[Mr. Punch cannot hold himself responsible 
for the views expressed in the following cor¬ 
respondence.] 

The Mallaby-Deelky Emporium. 

Dear Mr. Punch, — I want you to 
use your inlluonce with that great phil¬ 
anthropist, Mr. Mallaby-Deelky. I 
know that ho is too modest to claim to 
bo a benefactor of tho raco, but I am at 
least right in calling him “ Mr.,” for 
that is how lie describes himself on bis 
shop-window, and ho would never havo 
done that if ho had not desired to 
avoid confusion - with tho common 
tradesman. Well, I want you to enlist 
his powerful sympathy in tho cause 
of tho struggling middlo classes, to 
which body i belong. I refer parti¬ 
cularly to our crying need for dinner- 
jackets at roasonablo prices. I am one 
of thoso who spend their holidays at 
soaside hotels, where people make a 
point of dressing for dinner in tho hopo 
of giving their fellow-guests tho im¬ 
pression that this is their daily habit 
in the home circle. In view of tho 
early advent of Spring I approached 
my tailor, the other day, with inquiries 
as to the cost of an abbreviated dinner- 
suit. His priees wero as follows:— 
jackot £1010s. Od .; waistcoat £0 3s. Od .; 
trousers £4 10s, 0d.; total £18 3s. Od. 
I am old enough to recall the timo 
when the most tHite tailors of Savilo 
Row charged no more than £10 10s. 0d. 
for a comploto evening costume, un¬ 
curtailed. 

I am all for the cheap supply of “ gen¬ 
tlemen's lounge-suits " for the so-called 
working-classes to lounge in. I know 
of no surer autidoto to tho spirit of 
Bolshevism. But let us not forget the 
claims of the middlo classos, who are 
the backbone of tho Empire. If Mr. 
MaIjT.aiiy-Deri.ky cannot help us in 
the direction I have indicated, then let 
Mr. Kennedy Jones, on bohalf of the 
Middle Class Union, put a hyphen to 
his name and open a shop for tho salo 
of evening wear at domi-popular prices. 

Yours faithfully, Huruitonian. 

Dear Mr. Punch, —It would bo a thou¬ 
sand pities if Mr. Mali.aby-Deeley’s 
beneficent seheme should fail for lack 
of advertisement. Could you not per¬ 
suade your colleagues of tho Press to 
publish from day to day tho route of 
his car's progress from his private resi¬ 
dence (or the terminus from which ho 
debouches) to his place of business, as 
in the case of tho new Momber for 
Paisley ? My only fear is that the Coali¬ 
tion Government might be suspected of 
adopting the Wee Free methods of pub¬ 
licity for political ends; but this would 
surely bo an unworthy suspicion in the 


case of a movement designed for tho 
benefit not of a party, but of mankind. 

Yours faithfully, Stage Manager. 

The Decline op Learning. 

Dear Sir,—I look for your sym¬ 
pathy when I say that I regard the 
abolition of compulsory Greek at Oxford 
as tantamount to tho collapse of tho 
last bulwark of British Culture. It is 
idle for the advocates of this act of 
vandalism to protest that the spirit 
of Ancient Hellas can bo adequately 
conveyed in the form, of translations, 
and to illustrato this futile argu¬ 
ment by reference to the authorised 
version of tho Hebrew Scriptures. 
Admirable) as that version may be, is it 
for a moment to bo supposod that it 
can tako tho place of the original as 
a sourco of spiritual education? or 
that our appreciation of Holy Writ 
would not be a lmndrod-fold increased 
if it were fortified by a knowledge of 
tho first principles of Hebraic syntax 
and by an elementary acquaintance with 
Hebraic composition. It is impossible 
to estimate the iutluenco of such know¬ 
ledge in tending to endear tho Bible to 
our youth. To me indeed it has always 
been incomprehensible that our Pre¬ 
lates, who presumably have the welfare 
of tho Church at heart, havo never in¬ 
sisted on making Hebrew a compulsory 
subject for Rosponsions. 

And now Greek has gone and Oxford 
is the home of one more lost cause. 
The gods (of the gallery) may ho with 
tho winners, but it is tho losing side 
that still appeals to 

Yours incorruptibly, Cato. 

“ The Timer' Flight." 

Dear Mr. Punch, —Ilis many friends 
(among whom I tako leave to count 
myself) will heartily sympathise with 
Dr. Chalmers Mitchell on the engine 
troubles he has passed through, cul¬ 
minating in the enforced curtailment 
of his scientific expedition. It is 
gratifying to think that the pure and 
lofty spirit of research which animatod 
tho great newspaper-proprietor who 
sent him forth on this mission lias been 
vindicated by tho Doctor’s discovery of 
an unmapped volcano. Regrettably the 
conditions under which he observed it 
precluded him from making an oxpert 
survoy of it, and oven from securing 
specimens of its geological structure. 
The possibility of such an unfortunate 
contingency, which may havo cscapod 
the consideration of the promoter of 
tho expedition, was recognised by other 
scientists. But it was confidently ex¬ 
pected by his Zoological confreres that 
his voyago of exploration would add 
largely to our knowledge of the habits 
and customs of tho fauna of Africa, and 


notably of the giraffe, as coming, by the 
exceptional development of its neck, 
within closest range of his vision as he 
flew through the vast inane. 

Even better opportunities for the 
observation of animal life would, it 
was thought, occur during tho occa¬ 
sional intervals spent On terra firma 
for purposes of repose or repair. And 
indeed one is greatly intrigued by the 
following terso and airrnanlike entry in 
the log for February 20th : “ Much dis¬ 
turbed by lions.” Nothing is said of 
the actual capture of ono of these 
interesting denizens of the jungle, but 
refercpco to such a feat might well 
havo lieou omitted out of regard for 
brevity. Is it too much to hopo that 
tho enterprise of The Times may yet 
bo rewarded by ttio addition of a live 
lion tq.tho Zoological Gardens? 

In any caso, by the exceptional 
opportunities bo enjoyed for a careful 
study of leaking cylinder jackets insu¬ 
lating’tape, red-leaded joints and miss¬ 
ing engines, the intrepid Doctor must 
havo added largely to his knowledge of 
mechanical science, to say nothing of 
tho botanical discoveries be made when 
bis machine came within a fow inches of 
contact with a banana-treo. 

I, for ono, look forward eagerly to his 
return, when ho will be able to narrate 
his oxporience with a fulness and free¬ 
dom of l&nguago impossible in cabled 
despatches. 

Yours faithfully, 

Stanley Livingstone Jones. 

A “ Malade Imaginaire ” P 

"Bath-chair wanted, small lady good con¬ 
dition.”— Ladies' 1‘aper. 

A Choice of Sinecures. 

“IjADY-NunsE-iiEr.v; threo girls (12, 10, 
eight); two maids kept; month’s holiday 
(fortnightly); salary £40."— Daily Paper. 

“ Wanted, a Housemaid, wages 27s. Gd., no 
duties."— New Zealand 1‘aper. 

"Lady would like to Join jolly Family for 
Dinner every night.” —Advt. in Daily Paper. 

Yes, hut how long would they remain 
jolly ?- 

"Windsor Castle Niggers, from His Majesty’s 
Chapel Royal, gave an excellent programme.” 

Local Paper. 

Tho programme merely announced 
them as “ Windsor Castle Singers,” but 
this no doubt was to give the audience 
a greater surprise. 

"’Hie revival of tho Hunt Ball, aud the 
intelligence that the Raco Ball is also to be 
rc-introduccd next month, has restored tho 

-dance season to its pre-war brilliance.' 

Tho Hunt event passed off with eclair." 

Local Paper. 

Supper seems to have been all right, 

anyhow. 





























Mayfair Copper. “Now then, get a move on, Tauzan. Tjiis ain’t a monkey neighbourhood.” 


WON ON THE POSTS. 

{With the British Army in France.) 

The decisive victory of the Racing 
Club de Petiteville—late the deuxiime 
iquipage of the Sportif Club de 
Petiteville—over the troisiime iquipage 
of the Soci6t6 Athletique de Pont Neuf 
would not appear to have any bearing 
on the washing of Percival's collars 
and pyjamas; but, according to Elfred 
Fry, there was a poignant connection 
between the two. 

When the Sportif Club received the 
challenge they doubted whether to 
accept it, os the Society Athletique was 
rumoured to include several veterans 
approaching fifteen years of ago and of 
tremendous pliysiquo. On being con¬ 
ceded the choice of ground, however, 
they took up the gage and trained and 
practised with such vigour that two 
days before the date of the match 
Georges Darr6, right back, punted his 
toe through a previously suspected 
weak spot in the ball and irreparably 
ruined it. The Soci£t6 Athletique was 
informed of the disaster and asked to 
ly f ball, but they answered that 
n authority or precedent existed 


for visiting teams providing the acces¬ 
sories. There was ulso an insinuation 
that the story of the burst ball was a 
fabrication, designed to give the Sportif 
Club a loophole of escape from a con¬ 
test that spelt certain defeat. 

Stung to the quick, the deuxiime 
iquipage made an urgent appeal to the 
premier iquipage of the Sportif Club, 
who replied that this was the first inti¬ 
mation they had had of the existence of 
a detixiime iquipage, and roeomrnended 
a tourney ut marbles or a combat of 
peg-tops as being more suitable to their 
tondor years. 

Naturally this insult could not be 
brooked, and it was decided to break 
away from the parent body and re¬ 
organise under the title of the Racing 
Club de Petiteville; but this did not 
help them to solve the question of a new 
ball. Then it was that Th6o Navet, 
left half, and son of the blanchisseusc in 
the rue Napoleon, had an inspiration, 
and Percival's pyjamas became linked 
up with the destinies of the club. 

v v _ # *1* 

“ It wouldn’t surprise me, Sir," said 
Elfred on the evening whon Petiteville 
was ringing with the news of the 


Racing Club's victory by 4 bats to 2, 
“if you are the only orficer in Moss 
to-night with a reelly clean collar." 

“And why am I singled out for so 
much honour?” asked Porcival,taking 
the slacks which Elfred produced from 
between the mattresses. “ Has the 
Washer-women's Union handed in 
notices and made a complimentary ex¬ 
ception in my case ? ” 

“ Woll, Sir, you ’ave been favoured, 
but it weren't a strike,” explained 
Elfred. “ You know, Sir, there's been 
an alarming short ration of coal an’ 
fuel down in the village for a loug 
time, an’ two days ago Madame Navet, 
who doos the orficers’ washing, came 
up an' suid she was bokoo fash ay but 
the washing was napood for the week, 
becos she couldn't buy, beg, borrer nor 
steal enough fuel to keep her ooppor 
biling ... Do wo wear the yaller bouts ■ 
to-night, Sir, or the very yaller ones ? " 

"The light pair,” said Peroivul, "to 
give tone to the clean collar. But go on.” 

“Well, I put it to Maiam. as mj . 
orficer was a very partiokler gtn.5,' ah’ i 
she'd gotter do our washing even if 
rfbe 'ad to light 'er fira with tfie.4aittii!y 
dresser.,She said she was dei^atJj&i ; 
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she ’adn’t sufficient coal to take the 
chill off a mouchoir. I thought of 
trying to borrer a sack for 'or from the 
quarter bloke, but our relations 'avo 
never been the same since the time I 
took my weekly ration of ‘ Pink Prin¬ 
cesses ' back an' arsked 'im to change 
’em for cigarettes with a bit o'tobacco in, 
" After she'd gono I took a kit inven¬ 
tory ’an found we was down to bur last 
clean collar, an’ we looked like bein’ a 
bit grubby in the matter of pyjamas. I 
went a walk to the canteen to think it 
over, an’ on my way Madame’s lad 
came up an’ said ’is team ’ad an im¬ 
portant match for two days later an’ 
could I possibly, oblige ’em with a foot¬ 
ball. 13oiug a sportsman—I take a 
franc chanco in the camp football 
swoep overy week—I said 1 ’d try what 
I could do, knowin’ of a ball which me 
an’ the other batmen punt nbout in 
our raro hintervals of leisure. But 
then the thought of that washing that 
wasn’t washed came into my mind. 

Soo ’ere, Meredith,’ I says. ‘Je 
voo donneray a ball si votro mere doos 
our washing toot sweet.’ ” 

“ ’E looked blue at this an’ said they 
couldn’t got fuel nohow’. 

“ ‘ Comprco scrounge?' says I. 

“ It seems ’o did. It seems scroung¬ 
ing for fuel ’ad roached such a pitch in 
the village that people took their back¬ 
yard fonces in at night, ’an they ’ad 
posted a policeman on the station to 
provent 'cm sawing away tho waiting- 
room. But our washing 'ad to lift done, 
'an I thought if I got the wholo of this 
football toam scrounging they might 
find something as ovcryonoclso ’ad over¬ 
looked. So I pretended to be indifforink. 

“ ‘ Very well,' says I. * San fairy 
ann. Napoo washing—napoo ball.’ 

“That set ’em to work. Next day 
littlo boys wore scraping tho village 
ovor like fowls in a farmyard, getting 
a chip 'ere an’ a shaving thero, an’ 
making themselves such a nuisance 
that there was talk of calling the geu- 
darmerio out. Thoy would ’avo done, 
too, only he’d laid down for a nap an’ 
left strict orders ’o wasn’t to be dis¬ 
turbed. Then they slipped into tho 
Camp, trying to lay nefarious 'ands on 
empty ration boxes, but tho Camp 

? olice spotted ’em an’ chivied them off. 

never seen our police so exhausted as 
they were at the end of that day. 

" ‘ I can't think what's taken the 
little varmints,’ said the Provost-Ser¬ 
geant. ' It ain’t the Fifth of November.' 

" On the whole it wasn’t a good day’s 
’unting, but this morning I was waited 
on by a deputation wearing striped 
jerseys, which they appeared to 'ave 

8 ut on at early dawn. They said the 
re was lit under the copper, ’an oould 
they ’ave the ball?’ 



‘“Doucomong ! ’ says I. ‘Allay 
along, an’ let's see tho tire first.’ 

“ Yes, it were lit, but only just. The 
water was lukowurm an' the fuel ’ad 
nearly all burned away, an’ Madame 
was standing looking at it hopelessly. 

“ ‘ Pas bong,’ says 1 to the lads. ‘ Pas 
assay chaud. Voo scroungeroz ongcoro.’ 

“They was frantic, becos it was 
nearly match time. I felt inclined to 
give ’em tho ball, but tho thought of 
you, Sir, in a dirty collar-” 

“ You may keep the pair of old riding- 
breeches you borrowed without per¬ 
mission,” interrupted Percy. 

“ Thank you, Sir. Then all at once 
the lads 'ad a confab an' wont away, 
an’ in a few minutes they was back 
with some lovely straight planed props 


of timber, an’ they chopped ’em up in 
a jiffy ’an got tho fire roaring 'ot, an’ I 
gave 'em the ball, an' your collars is 
done an’ tho rest of your things is out 
drying an’ will be finished to-morrow.” 

“ Of cotuso I ’in grateful,” said Per- 
cival. “You might tell your young 
friends l ’in willing to be a vice-presi¬ 
dent of their club—on tho usual terms. 
What's tho name of it ? ” 

“They toll me it's called ‘The Racing 
Club,’ ” said Elfrod. “ But I think, Sir, 
you’d better give your subscription to 
tho other club in the village—‘The 
Sportif Club.’ You soo, Sir, they ’ad a 
match on to-day as well, an’ when 
they arrived on the ground they found 
someone 'ad boon and scrounged their 
goal-posts 1 ” 





















































Blues in Homku's timo ?—cannot com¬ 
pote with John Low ct hoc genus omne, 
Cantabs confessed, in tho prestidigita¬ 
tion of numerals and weird signs of 
values) — to thoso, then, few, but of 
many parts appreciative, who followed 
a certain foursome at Addington last 
week, my protniss should bo intrinsi¬ 
cally incontrovertible. Partner, whom 
I had “ mado ” with a drive well and 
truly apportioned —ex came ictim — 
partner, after much self-searching and 
mental recursion to the maxims of 
To m Mourns and La Rochefoucauld, 
took his ball on the —0 horribile dictn 
(or shall I say liorresco referent ?)— well, 
to be meticulously exact, partner 
shanked it. And it is just here that 


given to all men always to remember. 
Non cuivis, in fact. 

Of Imi'ACt. 

It was at tho ensuing consumption of 
Bohoa, or of its substitute as provided 
by a patornal Government, that one 
of tho party, with tho rashness of a 
d’Artagnan, reverted to tho question 
of weight of clubs. Abe Mitchell’s 
driver, of course, gave him a handle; 
but himself he, unaided, gave away. 
For it is not to bo boasted by every 
man that he has been blessed with an 
Alma Mater, and that consequently 
logic is to him even as hair and teeth— 
save only that these twain be not false. 
For, said this unhappy wight, increase 


Then tho man of letters ilicked it 
across the room with finger and thumb. 
And tho original theorist bocame tho 
poorer by tho commercial estimate of 
four teas and jam. 

Putting. 

It has been said elsewhere, yet may 
not therefore he wholly lacking in 
elemental veracity, that putting is tho 
devil. Systems more numerous than 
dactyls aud spondees in Classic verse, 
patont putters outnumbered only by 
howlers in Oxford responsions, bear 
witness to this graceless statement. 
Quite lately in these columns have I 
confessed— pulverc cineribusque —that 
our side had twice failed at the incon- 
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sidorable distance of two yards, even 
after discarding the small thirty-two. 
But that further confession will be 
forthcoming is now wildly and pre¬ 
posterously problematical. For I have 
discovered tho true exorcism for de¬ 
moniac intiuonce in putting. It is this: 
First catoh your putter. Put the 
whole length of tho shaft up your 
sleeve. Then—but I must retain some¬ 
thing for next Saturday’s note3, and, 
besides, I fancy the secretary of tho 
Club where I am inditing these words 
has his frugal eye on the consumption 
of the note-paper. But what I have 
written I have written. Litera scripta 
Vianet. - 

THE COALITION OF 1950. 

" Aren’t you being rather badly hit 
by the price of tobacco?” I asked 
Charles, whose pipe is a kind of extra 
limb to him. 

“ I have just been composing the plot 
of a novel,” he replied with apparent 
irrelevance. “ It begins something like 
this:— 

Slowly and softly the violet dusk 
set in. The beautiful young Premiere 
stood at the window of her yellow-and- 
blaok boudoir, gazing a little wistfully 
at the almost deserted pavements of 
Dlbwnintf Stfbet. A white pigeon 


"They aren’t white,” I said; “ they ’re 
a sort of purply p nky grey." 

" All right,” said Charles, unmoved, 
“ only it rather spoils the sentenco. * A 
sort of purply pinky grey pigeon perched 
pompously-’ ’’ 

“ Never mind the pigeon,” I said, 
“ tell me what was the troublo with 
the B.Y.P.” 

“ A change in tho leadership of the 
Opposition. The old loaderess had just 
retired and her place had been taken 
by a now one, a man this time, young 
and handsomo as Apollo, who had 
thrown up the Chair of Cinemato¬ 
graphy at tho London University to 
plunge on to a polit cal platform.” 

“ What was the programme,” I in¬ 
quired, “of this — er — furniture-re¬ 
mover? ’’ 

"He was a reactionary,” said Charles. 
“ Tho Premiere’s party had won a not 
too sweeping victory at the polls on 
prohibition (not of alcohol, of course— 
that had been dona long ago—but of 
tobacco)." 

“ How on earth did aho do it ? " 

“ National economy, mostly," an¬ 
swered Charles. "She had the wives’ 
vote solid, and they carried the more 
docile of the husbauds with them. She 
bad to throw out bribes to the un¬ 
married electorate of both sexes, of 
coarse, bribes, which she had since 


been attempting to pay. Powder and 
chocolates had been made cheaper. 
There was the Endowment of Cinemas 
Act of 1918, and the Subsidized Foot¬ 
ball Bill of ’49. But all these exLa- 
vaganecs hud largely ruined the effect 
of tho abolition of tobacco. At the 
beginnitig of that year she had been 
obliged to cancel the State holiday on 
Mondays-" 

“ Why Mondays?” I inquired. 

“ Everyone feels beastly on Monday.” 

"But I don’t see why they should 
feel any better on Tuesday.” 

"It was twenty-four hours nearer 
Saturday,” he replied, " and Saturday 
was also a State holiday. Labour, of 
course, was infuriated, and unrest was 
every day becoming more apparent. 
The hy-olections were going against the 
Premiere. And now this new handsome 
young hero had arisen not only to crys¬ 
tallise the support of his own sex, but 
capture the hearts of all the female 
electorate under twenty.” 

“ Twenty 1" I gasped. 

“ Everyone over fifteen had tho fran¬ 
chise,” said Charles culmly. "Now mark 
you, tho programme of tho Opposition 
was very cunning. They only proposed 
to reintroduce cigar and cigarette smok¬ 
ing. Edward Oburn, the young leader, 
being a filth actor, naturally smoked 
nothing but exquisite Havanas. In 
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this lib had the support of the wealthier 
employers,'but the enormous army of 
cigarette-suckers, male and female, was 
with him. 

“ But 1 don't seo how ho proposed to 
cut down expenses,” I objected. 

“ Ho was going to tax the printing of 
all words over two syllables in length,” 
roplied Charles. “The Press of thoso 
days was not affected by the proposal, 
but a considerable revenue was expected 
from scientific books, high-brow novels 
and Socialistic publications. Well, the 
Premiere, as I say, was a prey to sad 
reflections, whon suddenly tho chur- 

chur of a taxi-" 

“ Aren't you thinking of night-jars?” 
1 said. 

“Possibly I am,” bo admittod; “it 
may have been a chug-chug. Anyway, 
it threw a wido arc of light into the 
gloom and Btopped at the door of No. 10. 
A few moments later the door of the 
boudoir was flung open and the Chan¬ 
cellor of the Exchoquor was announced. ” 
“ What did she want? ” 

“She was a he this time, and had 
come to announce tiie inevitable—the 
very thing that the Premibro was think¬ 


ing about and fearing. • Wo must have 
tho Bachelor Tax,’ ” ho said. 

“ Now, tho Bachelor Tax had boen 
tried some twenty years before, but bad 
failed, partly owing to tho number..of 
passive rosisters who bad bad to be 
forcibly fed, and partly owing to tho 
number of men who bad shown sub¬ 
stantial proof of recurrent rejections. 
How were they to bring in a reason¬ 
able and sutisfactory'Bill ? After a long 
consultation, lasting several hours be¬ 
yond midnight- 

“Did tho taxi go on chugging?” 
I asked. 

“ Shut up. They decided eventually 
that if a bachelor made a writton pro¬ 
posal and was rejected be was entitled 
to liavo bis caso tried before a jury of 
women, who should decide whother it 
was a reasonable offer and one that 
should normally have been accepted. 
If they found that it was, be was to be 
exempt from further efforts. Tho Bill 
was accordingly drafted, and carried 
easily, and the sequel no doubt you have 
guessed. On the day after it became 
law the beautiful young Premiere re¬ 
ceived a neatly-typed offer of marriage 


from Edward Oburn. They met; there 
was a scene of the utmost boauty and 
pathos ; they became engaged, and the 
Coalition Government of the middio of 
1950 began.” 

■ “How long did it go on ? ” I inquired. 

“Until the day. of. revolution,” said 
Charles pleasantly, refilling his foul old 
briar—“the great day wlion Fleot Street 
ran witli blood and tho pipe-smokers 
put up barricades in the Strand, and 
Piccadilly became a reeking shambles. 
Havo you got a match ? ” Evoe. 

“Tho chauffeur, who sprang into the vehicle 
as it started oil, was injured whon it collidod 
with a lamppost. Both wero removed to hos¬ 
pital.”— Daily Paper. 

It is hoped that whon tho lamp-post 
has recovered it may throw some light 
on tho accident. 

“ ‘ In a few more fleeting yoars ’ 

Tho-will still bo Knrning Money for its 

owner when other cars havo caused thoir 
owners to bocomo but a memory.” 

Provincial Paper .. 

The advertiser ought not, we think, to 
have suppressed tho names of these 
murderous machines. . i 



















































































March 10, 1920.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


pini iamcmt pound for his benefit the moral of Paisley as a pacificist who conducts a persist- 
ESoENCc Or PAHLIAMcNT. I am afraid he hao but a poor success, ent offensive. Ho accused the War Min- 
. Monday,'March 1st .—Calendar note for in tho ensuing debate on food-control ister of having made a false statement 
(extracted from The 1 Yce Free Alma - the Member for Govnn shocked his about Conscription in America, and later 
nack): “ Asquith comes in liko a lion.” Liberal hearers by declaring that “ tho on made an allusion to General Denikin 
Everybody wanted to soo tho victor Manchester School is dead and there is which Mr. Churchill, to tlya satisfac- 


of Paisley make his rentrde. 
The PecrB’ Gallery was so 
crowded with his former 
colleagues that Lord Hotii- 
ermeric had scarcely room 
for tho big stick which 
typifies his present atti¬ 
tude towards tho Govern¬ 
ment. Poor Lord Bkaveu- 
buook was quite in tho 
background; but I am told 
that on historic occasions 
ho always prefers, with 
characteristic modesty, to 
bo behind the scenes. 

As tho hero of tho hour 
walked up tho floor, es¬ 
corted by Sir Donat, d 
Maclean and Mi\Thounh, 
his supportors did their 
best to givo him a rousing 
welcome. But they were 
too fow to produco much 
effect, and a momont or 
two later, when Mr. Lloyd 
George loft tho Treasury 
Bench to greet his old chief 
behind the Speakeh’s 
Chair, they wero compelled 
to hoar tho young bloods 
of the Coal.tion “givo a 
louder roar." 




Cs 



S IT I’PLK M E NT ARY QUESTIONS ON THE CLOTHING 
DIFFICULTY. 


tion of tho House, which 
doos not exactly love the 
Central Llullahalloonist, 
described as “a singularly 
ill-conditioned sneer." 

L>rd Wintehton, once 
tho “ baby "of the House, 
is still one of its most popu¬ 
lar figures. Mombers woro 
quite interested as ho pro¬ 
ceeded to explain, with an 
engaging blush, that a 
“liard case ” which ho had 
brought to the notice of 
tho War Minister was his 
own, and sorry when tho 
Breaker brought the nar¬ 
rative to a sudden stop by 
observing, “This is not 
tho moment for autobio¬ 
graphy." 

Tho First Commissioner 
of Works was roundly 
abused for having spent 
&V250 on tapestry for 
1 lampion Court Palace. 
But when it turned out 
that the panel in question 
was tho long - missing 
numhor of a sot belonging 
to Cardinal Wolskv, anil 
f hat its recovery was largo- 


ij- Mu. G. K. Tiiornr to ask Mb. Mai.i.ary-Deei.ky (Con nni.i.wt of ,i.„ 

lmd.ng the traditional SumK( . a) WIIvr I8 , raB MICT OF ms latest cut. 1 luo to .,. lho « ut ° r P™° 

seat of the Leader of tho t,t.-Col. Will Thorne to ask whether any reduction is juju: in mumfioonco of the 

Opposition still in tho oc- proportion to quantity op cloth i*uitciiAsi:r». ri^lit lion, gontlnman him- 

eupation of Mr. Adamson, self, tho Houso agreed that 

Mr. Asquith bestowed himself between | no going back to it.” In opposing his completion of “ Seven Deadly Sins ” 
tho Labour Leader and Mr. Neii, Mac- the continuance of D.O.It.A. Captain was a vonial offenco. 


lean, with whom lie ontcred into con- Elliot was again in good form. His 
versation. If ho was endeavouring to ox- best mot, " With tho Cabinet a thing is 

alwaj's either sub jiulicc or chose jugde," 
r - _ will take a good deal of boating as a 

summary of tho Ministerial method of 
answering Questions. 

I understand that Mr. Mallary- 
Deeley disclaims hoing tho eustomor 
to whom tho Disposals Board sold 
577,030 suits of Government clothing. 
Ho makes a point of never being over¬ 
dressed. 

A suggestion that in view of the 
difficulty of filling diplomatic vacancies 
1 tho Government should appoint suit¬ 
able women to some of these posts was 
declined by tho Prime Minister on 
tho ground that it was not practicable 
at present. I doubt if lie would have had 
the hardihood to make this avowal but 

MB. ASQUITH SITS UP AND TAKES ‘ hat Lftd y Astor had boon ousted from 
NOTICE. her usual seat by Mr. Pkmmerton 

“Tim Manchester Sonoou ov ror.moa „ , T • l n 

is dead and THERE is no ooino back to luesday, March ~nd. —Lieut.-Com- 
n.”—Mr. Nsn Maclkau. mander Kenworthy might be described 



Other Estimates evoked moro hoalthv 


ft/ 



THE HULLAUA1 LOONIST. 
Lieut.-Commander Kenworthy. 









Hawker (to lady who is in bitter need of fuel ). “Eager as I am, Madam, to explain the merits of 'ihk»m logs at fourteen 

Hill LUNGS A HUNDRED, I CANNOT ION >BE THE NOTICE EMBLAZONED ON YOUR GATE, AND THIBET BE WISH YOU A VERY GOOD DAY.” 


criticism; Sir Frederic k Banbury was 
eloquent upon wlmt he called a “ hotel 
for gardeners” at Kow. Mr. IIouge 
was for rooting up the Royal Botanical 
Gardens, since they were hardly over 
visited by Scotsmen, and Captain Stan¬ 
ley Wilson inveighed against the ex¬ 
travagance with which the British dele¬ 
gates were housed in Paris. Sir Alfred 
Mond admitted that they “did thorn- 
sol ves very well,” but pleaded that thoy 
could hardly he expected to go to Mont¬ 
martre—at least not collectively —and 
pointed out that some of the criticisms 
should be addressed to other Depart¬ 
ments. He was not responsible, for 
example, for “ clothes of typists." 

Wednesday, March 3rd .—Among the 
things that they do better in Franco, 
according to Lord Sitdelf.y, is the 
popularisation of picture-galleries and 
museums. He instanced the pictures 
oil French match-boxes. But were 
they always confined to reproductions 
of Louvre masterpieces? My recollec¬ 
tion is that at one time thoy took a 
wider range and were distinctly more 
striking than the matches. 

One was reminded of Praed'b linos— 

“Hume,- no doubt, will be taking the Reuse 
Of the Houso on a question of thirlcen- 
penee ”— 

when the Government very nearly 
came to grief to-night over a question 
of five pounds for the Inland Revenue 
offices in Manchester. Ia - vain Mr. 
Baldwin pointed out the desirability 


of giving proper accommodation to the 
gentlemen who pick our pockets iu the 
interest of the State. The Houso was 
still obstinate, until Mr. Bonar Law 
declared that the Government would 
resign if t'<ey did not get their “fiver." 
As he undertook, howevor, not to spend 
it without further leave, the vote at 
last went through. 

'Ihursday, March 4tli .—Lord Buck- 
master’s scheme for preventing the 
bankruptcy of the Stateisto make every¬ 
body iuvest a portion of his capital in 
Government securities and to withhold 
the interest until such time as the 
State should find it convenient to pay. 
This, he explained to his own satisfac¬ 
tion, was quite different from that 
dangerous expedient, a lovy on capital. 
Lord Peel took a more cheerful view 
of the situation, and indicated that it 
was quite unnecessary for noble lords to 
get the wind up, since the Govern¬ 
ment would have no dilliculty in 
raising it. 

Even the most rigid economists will 
not cavil at the latest addition to our 
financial burdens. The Pensions Min¬ 
ister announced an addition of close 
on two millions a year to the annual 
charge. The increase is chiefly for a 
much-needed improvement in the allow¬ 
ances made to disabled officers, who 
havo hitherto been but sourvily treated. 

Mr. Hiqham objected to receiving an 
answer about the telephones from Mr. 
Pike Prase. He demanded a reply 


from the Prime Minister, not from 
a representative of tho department 
impugned. The Breaker, however, 
pointed out that there were limits to 
the Premier’s responsibilities: "He 
does not run the whole show." After 
this descent into the vernacular 1 half- 
expected that Mr. Lowthf.h would dam 
the stream of Supplomentaries that fol¬ 
lowed with, “ Oh, ring off! ” hut he con¬ 
tented himself with calling tho next 
Question. 

The debate on the Third Reading of 
the War Emergency Laws (Continu¬ 
ance) Bill was chicily devoted fo Ireland. 
Captain Wedgwood Penn, after spend¬ 
ing a whole week in that country, is 
convinced that all the trouble is due 
to the Government’s reliance upsn 
D.O.R.A., and declared that the only 
people who were not in gaol were the 
murderers. That would mean that 
there are some four million assassins in 
Ireland; which I feel sure is au exagger¬ 
ation. The two hundred thousand 
mentioned by the Chief Secretary 
would seem to be ample for any country 
save Russia. 

Scarcely was this gloomy episode 
over than the House was called upon 
to pass a Supplementary Estimate of 
£860 for “Peace Celebrations in Ire¬ 
land." As £600 of this sum was for • 
flags and decorations, which, in Mr. 
Baldwin’s phrase, “ remain for future 
use," the Irish outlook may. after ‘all, - 
be not quite so blaok as.it is,painted.- - 
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, ;i; A BUY ^ELECTION. 

[The excellent precodent set by Mr. 
MaixabyiDkbley in supplying needed goods 
at cheap rates may prove a little awkward 
it adopted, by Parlianftntary Candidates, as 
shown m the following anticipatory report.] 

Quiet confidence reigned in the 
ranks of the Muddleboro Labour Party. 
The action of their Candidate, Mr. 
Dulham, in arranging for a co-operative 
milk supply at sixpence per quart, was 
supposed to have won the hearts of 
all householders. They had no fear of 
Mr. Coddem, the representative of the 
great Bottohley party, it was true 
that Mr. Coddem had taken over a 
local brewery and was supplying beer 
at threepence per pint. But the Labour 
stalwart s argued that, in the first place, 
this would lose him the women's and 
temperance voto, and, in 1 he second 
pluoe.theelectois would drink the brew¬ 
ery dry in double-quick time. All those 
who failed to got cheap beer would 
revenge themselves on the Candidate 
who h id tailed to keep his promiso. 

The Wee Free cause was nearly hope¬ 
less. Iheir candi. ate, Mr. Guff, had 
made a desperate hid for popularity by 
offering, in conjunction with The Daily 
News, cocoa at reduced rates. But the 
Labour Candidate had put ihe pointed 
question, “ Who made cocoa clear in 
the first place?" and Mr. Guff had 
evaded the question. 

When Mr. Stilts, the National Party 
Candidate, promised the public cheaper 
honours—urging that, if he were re¬ 
turned, it would I e unnecessary to sub 
scribe to party funds to get a title—the 
voters wore quite unmoved. Perhaps 
they knew that they could get the 
0.13.13. for nothing, anyhow, and had 
no higher ambitious. 

The Coalition Candidate, Mr. Jenkins, 
alone said nothing. The Slur, that 
famous organ of the Anti-Gambling 
Party, proclaimed triumphantly that 
the odds offered in the constituency 
were ten to one against Jenkins. But 
Mr. Jenkins lay low and said nothing 
Or rather he achieved the not impos¬ 
sible feat in a Parliamentary contest of 
saying nothing and saying a good deal. 

But the day before the poll Mr. 
Jenkins's polling cards were delivered. 
They were headed, '* Vote for Jenkins 
and Kill Profiteering. Give up this 
card at your polling-station for free 
samples of silks in my great blouse 
offer. 1 sell for 9s. llfcf. a blouse 
usually priced at two guineas. Not 
more than six sold to any one voter! 
Out Sizes mo Extra Charge.” 
f A jUarter-mile queue of lady-voters 
wrtMrfkadingoutside the polling booths 
at eighta'Clook. Hundreds of them had 
their husbands im-watody with them. 
.In vain Were representations of the 




Full Milk Jug and tho Flowing Pint 
Pot paraded belore them. Tho Wee 
Free procession, headed by a Brimming 
Cocoa Cup, was recoived with jeers. 

When the poll was declared tho 
figures ran— 

Jenkins (Coalition) .... 20 428 
Coddem (Bottomlcy) . . . 9,344 
Dulham (Labour) .... 9 028 
Guff (Wee b rec) ..... 2,008 
Stilts (National tarty). . . 49 

And The Daily News’ headline the 
next day was— 

" Corrupt Minority Candidate 
: Cabbies Muddleboro." 


Commercial Candour. 

From a poultry-breeder’s advertise¬ 
ment :— 

“ My strains of Rhodes aro only too well 
known." - 

“Miss Winnie -, tho charming and 

talented actress, writes:—‘I am quitapositive 

I owo my presont health and spirits to-” 

Adi t, in Bail;/ Paper. 

“Poor Miss Winnio- has had to rctiro 

suddenly from tho revue—doctor’s orders.” 

Same paper, same day 

We should have liked to hear tho 
Advertisement Manager's viow of tho 
News Editor. 
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FREUD AND JUNG. 

[A reviowor in a recent is.^uc of The Times Literary Supplement 
asl;s, “ Why should the characters in the psychological novel he in¬ 
variably horrid '! ” and is inclined to explain this stato of affairs hy the 
undiscriminating study of “ tlio theories of two very estimable gentle¬ 
men, the sound <>f whoso names one is beginning to dislike— Messrs 
Freud and Jnug.'’J 

In Queen Victoria's placid reign, the novelists of nofo 
In one respect, at any into, were all in the same boat; 

Alike in llichard Fevered and in Aurora Floytl 

You ’ll seek in vain for any truco of Messrs. Juno and Fiieud. 

They did not fail in colour, for they had their Peacock's 
tales; 

Their heroines, I must admit, ran soldom off the rails : 
They had their apes and angels, but they never once 
employed 

The psycho-analytic rules devised by Juxu and Freud. 

They ran a tilt at fraud mid guilt, at snobbery and shams ; 
Thoy had no lack of Mcrodithyrambio epigrams; 

Tho typos that most appoalod to them wore not neuras- 
thonoid; 

Thoy lived, you seo, beforo tho day of Mossrs. Juno and 
Fit nun." 

(I ’vo searched the last edition of tho famous Eney. Brit. 
And neither of this noble pair is even named in it; 

Only the men since Ninotoen-Ten have proporly enjoyed 
Tho privilege of studying tho works of Juno and Fmeud.) 

Their characters, I grieve to say, were never moro unclean 
Than those of ordinary life, in morals or in mien; 


They had not slummed or fully plumbed with rapture 
unalloyed 

Tho unconscious mind as now defiued by Messrs. Jung 
and Fueud. 

Tho spiritual shell-shock which these scientists impart 

Hud not enlarged or cleared tho dim horizons of thoir art; 

They had not learned that mutual love by wedlock is 
destroyed, 

As proved by tho disciples of the school of Juno and Fiieud, 

Tho hierophants of puro romance, ev’n in its recent mood, 

From Stevenson to Coniiad, such excesses havo eschowed; 

But the psycho-pathologic route was neither mapped nor 
buoyed 

Until the now discoveries of Mossrs. Juno and Fueud. 

That fiction should be tonic all may readily agree; 

That its function is ometic I, for one, could never seo; 

And so 1 'm glad to find The Times Lit. Supp. has grown 
annoyed 

At tho undiscriminating cult of Messrs. Jung and Fbeud. 

Lot earnest “ educationists ” assiduously proacli 

The value of psychology in training those who teach; 

Let publicists who speak of Mr. George, without the 
Lloyd, 

Confound him with quotations from the works of Juno and 
Fbeud- 

But I, were I a despot, quite benevolent, of course, 

Armed with the last developments of high-explosive force, 

I’d build a bigger" Bertha,” and discharge it in the void 

Crammed with the novelists who brood on Messrs. Juno 
and Fbeud, 
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OPERATICS. 

It has been suggested before now 
that Opera might be improved if the 
singing were done behind the scoties 
and the performance on the stage were 
earned out in dumb show by compe¬ 
tent a tors who looked their parts. 
But the idea that the movements on 
the stage would correspond with the 
utterances off it is not encouraged by 
the present lack of collusion between 
singers and orchestra—I refer to ousos 
where a performer is required to simu¬ 
late music on a dummy instrument. 

This reflection was forced upon me 
at a recent performance of Tannkduser. 
It is true that Miss Lillian Stanford 
as the Shepherd tinguod her pipe in 
precise accord with the gentleman who 
played the music for her. But Mr. 
MuLLINGS, as Tannhduser, took the 
greatest liberties with his harp. He 
just slapped it whenever he liked, with¬ 
out any regard to the motions of his 
collaborator. As for Mr. Michael, 
who played Wolfram, he was content 
to fill in the vocal pauses with a little 
suitable strumming; but when he sang 
He was 'so distracted by his own voioe 
th&t he left bis harp to play the accom- 
baftiment without visible assistance 
from bis hand. 


For the tine performance which Mr. 
Alufiu’ Coates conducted I have no 
word but of praiso, oxcept that 1 could 
have wished that Miss Elsa Stralia 
had borne a closer resemblance to what 
is expected of Elisabeth. She seemed 
to want to look as much as possible 
liko Venus, whoso very opposite she 
should have been in typo a-i in nature. 
Her colouring upset the whole scheme 
of conti ast, and one never began to 
holieve in the sincerity of her spiritual 
ideals or that her death from a broken 
heart was anything but an affectation. 

0. S. 

A LEONINE REVIVAL. 
Amongst the doad lions of tho past, 
some of us have piematurely reckoned 
those of Peterborough Court. Matt. 
Arnold was supposed to have adminis¬ 
tered, if not the coup de grace, at any 
rate a serious blow to thoir gam boilings 
in Friendship's Garland. 

It is therefore a matter for unfoignod 
rejoicing to tind that they are not only 
alive but rampant, with all their old 
splendid command of polysyllabic peu- 
phrasis. One need only turn to the 
notice of “The John Exhibition" in 
last Thursday’s Daily Telegraph, from 
which we select the following page:— 
“ It [the exhibition] is a display of 


purposeful portraituie that helps one to 
realise the effect which Thcotokupoulos 
produced upon his watchful contempo¬ 
raries, and to understand why the Cre¬ 
tan continued to walk alone on his way. 
if some insist on finding modem El 
Greco versions of Inspectors and In- 
quisitors-goneral in this John gather¬ 
ing, compounded of comparatively in¬ 
nocuous personalities, the privilege is, 
of course, permissible, and incidentally 
brightens conversation in irresponsible 
circlos." 

But a higher level of full-throated 
bravuia is attained later on:— 

“ If reiteration may also ho tho mark 
of tho bes» portraiture, pace Lord 
Fisher, commendation should be given 
to Mr. John for continuing to visuali/.e 
the greut seaman as Jupiter Tonans 
dashing in gold lace." 

How delightful it is, after the arid 
methods of the modern critics, bred 
up on Benedetto Croce, to hear 
tho old authentic leonine ecstasy of 
Svla, “monarch of tho florid quill!” 
Mr. Punch, once hailed by tho D.T. as 
“ the Democritus of Fleet Street," on 
the strength of his " memorable mono- 
syllabio monition,” in turn salutes the 
immortal protagonist of the purple 
polysyllable. 
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WITCHCRAFT. 

(A Medieval Tragedy.) 

“ I want," said tlie maidon, glancing 
round hor with tremulous distaste at 
the stulTed crocodilo, tlie hlack cat and 
the cauldron simmering on the hearth, 
“ to soo some of your complexion speci¬ 
alities.” 

“ You want nothing of the kind,” 
retorted the witch. “ Why prevaricuto ? 
A maid with your colour hath small 
tiood oven of my triple extract of toads' 
livers. What you have roally come foi¬ 
ls either a love-potion—” she paused 
and glanced keenly at her visitor—“or 
the means to avenge love unrequited." 

The maiden had flushed crimson. “ I 
wish he wore dead I ” sho whispered. 

“ Now you are talking. That wish 
is, of course, tho simplest thing in the 
world to grntiiy, ii only you are pre¬ 
pared to pay for it. I presumo Moddam 
would not desire anything too easy ? ” 

“He had promised,”'broko out tho 
maiden uncontrollably, “ to take me to 
tlie charity bear-baiting malint'o in aid 
of unemployed ex-Crusaders. Tho whole 
thing was urrunged. And then at tho 
last motnont— ; —”• 

“ Precisely as I had supposed. A case 
for one of our superior wax images, 
made to model, with pins complete. 
Melted’before a slow fire .ensures tlie 
gradual wasting of tho original with 
pangs corresponding to tho insertion of 
eucli pin.” 

Tho customer’s fine oyes gleamed. 
“ Give mo one.” 

“ I will sell you one," corrected tho 
witch. “ But I should warn you. They 
are not cheap.” 

“ No matter.” 

“ Good. I was about to observe that 
since our sovereign liege Kino Kiciiaud 
granted penco to tho Saracen the cost 
both of material and labour hath so 
parlously risen that I am unable to 
supply a really reliable article undor 
fifty golden angels.” 

“ I have them here.” 

“ With special pins, of course, oxtra.” 

“ Tako what you will." Tho maiden 
flung down a leathern' wallet that 
chinked pleasingly. Tho witch, having 
transferred tho contents of' this to her 
own pockot, proceeded to fashion the 
required chann, watched by her client 
with half-repelled oagernoss. , 

“ Hawk's oye, falcon's nose, ravon’s 
lock, peacock’s clothes," chanted tho 
crone, following tho words with her 
cunning Angers. . 

“ How—how know you him? ” Panic 
was in tho voice. 

The other laughed unpleasantly. 
“Doth not tho whole district know the 
Lord CEil-de-Veau by reputation ?" 
She held out tho image. Handle him 


carefully and use a fresh pin for each 
record.” 

Tho maid snatched it from her hands 
and was turning towards the door of the 
hut when a low tap on its outer surface 
caused her to shrink back alarmed. 
Tho witch had again been watching her 
witli an ambiguous smile. “ Should 
Moddam wish to avoid observation,” 
sho suggested, “tho side exit behind 

yonder curtain-” In an instant 

sho was alone. Flinging tho empty 
wullot into the darkest comer tho witch 
(not without sundry chuckles) slowly 
unbarred tiio entrance. 

On tho threshold stood a slim fomalo 
iiguro enveloped in a cloak. “ Tho love 
potion I had bore last week," begun a 
timid voice, “seems hardly satisfac¬ 
tory. If you stock a stronger quality, 
no matter how expensive-" 

“ Step inside,” said tho witch, 
w ■ >? # * 

Some couple of months later the 
ladies of the houso-party assembled at 
Saugazure Castle for tho Victory jousts 
were gathered in tho groat hall, ex¬ 
changing gossip and serf-stories in tho 
firelight while awaiting tho return of 
their menkind. 

“ Hath any heard,” lisped one fair 
young thing,how faroth the Lord 
(Eil-dc-Veau ? They tell mo that some 
mysterious ailment bath him in thrall.” 

At the words tho Lady Yolande 
Sangazuro (whom wo have met before) 
was aware of a crimson flood mounting 
swiftly to herexquisite temples. Strange 
to add, tho same phenomenon might 
have bonn observed in a score of 
datnosels belonging to the best families 
in tho district. Tho hall scorned suf¬ 
fused in a ruddy glow that was certainly 
not reflected from the oxiguous pilo of 
post-Crusading fuel smouldering on the 
great hearth. 

“ Tush! ” broke in tho cracked voico 
of a wilhered old dame, "your news is 
old. Not only hath tho so-called fever 
vanished hut my lord himsolf hath 
followed it.” 

“Gone!” Tho cry was ecliood by 
twenty voices ; Iwonty embroidery- 
frames fell from forty arrested hands, 
whilo uino-and-thirty dismayed oyos 
fixod themselves upon tho maliciously- 
amused countenance of the speaker. 
Only ono, belonging to tho Lady Boau- 
regarde, who squin ted slightly,remained 
as though unmoved by tlie genoral 
commotion. 

“ Moreover," continued tho old dame, 
“report saith that with him wont his 
leuian, who, having some art in necro¬ 
mancy, transformed her beauty to the 
semblance of a witch and providod her 
own dowry by the sale, to certain addle- 

f iatod wenchos, of charms for which her 
over himself prepared the market.” 


“But—his fever?” an impetuous 
voice broke in. 

“ Cozening, no doubt. Of coursS the 
tale may be but idle babble; still, if 
true, one would admit that such 
credulous fools got no more than they 
deserved.” 

She ceased, well satisfied. “ I fancy,” 
obsorved tho Lady Yolande coldly, “that 
I hear our lords returning.” And in 
the eloquent silence a score of fair 
young minds slowly assimilated tho 
profound truth (as fresh to-day as 
eight hundred years ago) that Satan 
finds sonm mischief still for the impe¬ 
cunious demobilised. 


TO JESSIE 

(“ one of the Zoo's most popular 
elephants," now deceased). 

Jessio of the melting oye, 

Wreathed trunk and horny tegum- 
Ent, whom I liavo joyed to ply 
With the fugitivo mince-pio 
And the seasonable legume, 

Youth has loft mo; fortune too 
Flounls my efforts to annex it; 
Still, I occupy the view, 

Bored but loath to leave, whilo you 
Make tlie inevitable exit. 

No ’or again for blissful rides 

Shall our shouting offspring clam¬ 
ber 

Up your broad and beetling sides; 
No’or again, when eventido's 
Coming turns the skies to amber 
And tho fluting blackbirds call. 

Poised above a bale of fodder 
In your well-appointed stall 
Will you muso upon it all, 

Patient introspective plodder. 

Onco, an anxious mother’s care, 

* Day .by day you roamed the jungle, 
Felt tho sunshine, sniffed the air; 
Life, mothinks, was passing fair; 

But of that no mortal tongue’ll 
Toll. Perhaps you never thought 
If it bored you or enraptured 
Till the wily hunter caught 
You and all your friends and brought 
Homo to England, bound and cap- 
- tured, 

Jessio, fairest of your race, 

Now you 're gone and few will miss 
you ; 

There will come to tako your place 
Creatures loss replete with graco; 

Elephants of grosser tissue 
Will intrigue the public sight; 

That, old girl, 's the common atti¬ 
tude. 

Still, these few poor lines I write 
May preserve your memory bright, 
Since the pen is dipped in gratitudb. 

AnaoL. 
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shake-up. I had no complaint; either with the trans- Maida Vale, victims of all those petty, sordid, bat deadly 
formation that developed John Baltazar from the only troubles known only to the middle olass. Without warrant, 
outsidor to apparently the big boss of the War; while the oxplanation or excuse ho introduces into their routine a 
scones between him and the son of whose existence ho sudden touch of magic; the tired City man,Jthe acid foster- 
liad been unaware (a situation not precisely new to fiction) mother, the children (mercifully devoid of any priggishness), 
are presented with a sincere and moving simplicity. So far and the pre-eminently human housemaid and cook are 
so good, oven if hardly equal to tho author’s best. But the transplanted for a moment into the ago of the knights- 
catastrophe and the molodramntics about War-Office secrets, errant. Thither also are transplanted their special friends 
preposterously put on paper, and still more preposterously and enemies, all retaining their modern identities and their 
preserved, simply knocked the wind of reality out of tho current troubles, and all getting unpleasantly involved in 
whole affair. A pity, since Mr. Loukk (though I prefer the troubles of the ancients, to boot. Eventually the 
him in moro fantastic vein) has clearly spent much care interlude is found to have provided the solution of the difli- 
upon a tale that, till its final plunge, is at least lively and culties, pecuniary and other, of tho home in Maida Vale; and 


ontortaining. 

The amateur of lace, whe¬ 
ther as export or owner, 
will bo pleasantly stirred by 
learning that another book 
has been added to. tho al¬ 
ready large bibliography of 
a fascinating subject in The 
llomancc of the Lace Pillow 
(if. II. Armstrong), pub¬ 
lished at Olnoy from the 
pen of Mr. Thomas Witioirr. 
Olney, of course, has two 
claims on our regard — 
Cowi’EU and Lace, and it 
is now evident that Mr. 
Wright has kept as atten¬ 
tive an eye on the one as 
on the other. His book 
makoB no pretence to he 
more than a brief and 
frankly popular survey of 
the art of lace - making 
chiofly in Northampton¬ 
shire and Bucks, and to 
it ho has brought a wealth 
of various information 
(which the average reader 
must take on trust) and an 
enthusiasm that can be 
judged by his opening state¬ 
ment that “ lace ... is tho 
expression of the most rap¬ 
turous moments of whole 
dynasties of men of genius.” 
So now you know. Even 
those of us who regard it 
with a calmer pulse can take 
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*- ••-hac'Hbu fraua— 

Tramp. “Yus, Mum, I’m an oij> hoi.dieu; fought in thk——" 
Mm. Tommy Atkina. “ D' you s'rir.i, rf.memuer Tin: Army training?” 
Tramp. "That I CO, MUM. Haven’t FORGOTTEN A BINUI.E WORD 
O’ COMMAND." 

Mra. T.A. "Then, About-turn! Quick—march 1" 


I will say no more than 
that a very telling story 
ends woll and naturally. 
No reader should imagine 
ho has read all this before; 
tho adrnixturo of fairy ima¬ 
gination with the intensely 
practical things of life is 
something new, and there 
is a definite purpose in it 
all. Tho hook may be 
labelled intellectual, but tho 
characters always remain 
very human; thus George, 
finding himself hack in tho 
timos of a thousand years 
ago, says critically, “ It 
looks old, but it feels just 
the same ; ” and his father, 
seeing him engaged in an 
assaulton the castle,shouts, 
“ George! put that sword 
down instantly.” M r. Corn- 
ford malms bis points with 
such discretion and under¬ 
standing that oven the 
most solid materialist must, 
after roading, feel a little 
less suro of himsolf. 

I rather think that if I 
had tho opportunity of dis¬ 
cussing with Er.iNOK Mon- 
daunt her Old Wine in New 
Bottles (Hutchinson) and 
had the courage to say what 
was in my mind: "Don’t 
you think perhaps that 
your vigorous and nnex- 


pleasure in the many excellent photographs of lace-work of pected characters are out of story-land rather than out 
different periods and schools that adorn Mr. Wright’s of life?” and if she riposted, “But is it necessary they 
volume. As for tho letter-press, though I will not call the should be like life if thoy are life-like ? " I should be loft with 

writer’s stylo wholly equal to his zeal, his chapters are full no more effective retort than “ Quite,” or something just 

of interesting gossip, ranging from the late Eathf.hine of as futile. For there's no doubt that these queer villains, 
Araqon (the originator, according to one theory, of English Chinese dealers, bold sailormen, travellers, rapt lovers, do 
lace-making), to some jolly stuff on the literature of Bob- get over the footlights in an effective way. Thoy do the 
bins and the old Tells, or working-songs, sung by " the things that are only dono in magazines, but they do them 
spinners and the knitters in the sun, and the free maids with a gusto which engages the attention. Perhaps indeed 
that weave their threads with bones.” I have a fancy that’s what the author meant by her ingenious title; 
that the whole volume has been more or less a labour of though I suppose her device of setting before each story 
love (never certainly did I meet an author with such a list a longer or shorter, more or less relevant, passage from the 
of helpers to thank), so I am glad to think that its Old Testament gives a clearer clue to the precise way in 
reward in one sense is already assured. which she interprets " nothing new under the sun," 

- I cheerfully prescribe of this old wine one or two bot- 

In The Fairy Man (Dent), a most engrossing phantasy, ties at bedtime. Better not, I think, the whole ease at 
Mr. L. Cope Cobnfobd takes for raw material a family of a sitting. 






UNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


v CHAR IVARIA. 

Poingb AtBEBT Joachim, it appoars, 
did not takp part in the attack on a 
French officer at the. Hotel Adlon. hut 
only gave the signal. Always tho little 
Hononzollern 1 ^ 


It eaems that at the last moment 
Mr. 0. B. Cochran broke off negotia¬ 
tions for the exclusive right to organise 
the Carpentier wedding. 

“Will Scotland go dry?” asks The 
Dally Express. Not on purpose, we 

imagino. ... * 

* - 

A new method of stopping an Ut 
omnibus by a foot-lover has been II I 
patented. This is much bettor | 
than tho old plan of slinking one's | 
umbrella at them. I 

$ m || 

Mr. Lr.ovn George, we road, j: 
makes a study of handwriting. 

The only objection that The. Times 
has to this habit is that he posi¬ 
tively refuses to notice the writing 

on the wall. ... 

' *' 

It is rumourod that tho Govern¬ 
ment will construct an experi¬ 
mental tunnel between England 
and the Unitod States in order (1) 
to cement Anglo-American friend- /, 
ship, and (2) to ascertain if the /M 
Channel Tunnel is practicable. Ill 


With reference to the pending ipfcire- 
ment of Mr. Bobeiit Smillie from the 
Presidency of the Miners’ Federation, it 
appears that there is talk of arranging 
a farewell strike. 

* * 

The Berlin Vorwaeris states that ex- 
Emperor Care has been discovered in 
Hungary under an assumed name. The 
Hungarian authorities sny that unless 
lie is claimed within three days he will 
be sold to defray expenses. 

Wo understand that Mr. Justice 
Darliso’s weekly denial of the reports 
of his retirement will in future be issued 


■i 





ference cost two million pounds. Tho 
latest suggestion is that, bofore the 
next war starts, tenders for a Peace 
Conference shall ho asked for and tho 
lowest estimate accepted. 

$ 

A Walsall carter has summoned a 
fellow-worker because during a quarrel 
ho stepped on his face. It was not so 
much that he had stepped on his face, 
we understand, as tho fact that he had 
loitered about on it. 

A painful mistako is reported from 
North London. It appears that a 
young lady who went to a fancy-dross 
| ball as “The Silont Wifo" was 
awarded the first prize for her 

| clever impersonation of a telephone 

| 8>rl. * 

We aro glad to learu that the 
thoughtless tradesman who, in 
[ ^ spite of the notice, “ Please ring 
g* the bell,” deliberately knocked at 
ftJ, tho front-door of a woodon house, 
J H lias now had to pay the full cost of 
SjJ rebuilding. ... * 

W After loading in her morning 
|k paper that humping races were 
Ef hold recently at Cambridge, a dear 
j| old lady expressed sorrow that tho 
gM disgraceful scones witnessed in 
K| many dance-rooms in London hod 
llU spread to one of our older univer- 
W' , r sities. 


Dr. C. W. Coi.itv, head of the fjmmgTJ/ WB 11 v Tyrolese hats have reappeared 

Department of History, has taken flmrj cT»” ' W j \ in London aftor an interval of 

Sir Auckland Geodes’ place as fr *- 1/ nearly five years. Wo understand 

Principal of McGill University. yx .1 ' . . that tho yodel waistcoat will also 

The report that Sir Auckland will j \ }-j r . be hoard this spring 

reciprocate by taking a place in / j ^ *,J % 

history awaits confirmation. / A Welshman was fined fifteen 

‘V" “Well, anyhow, no onk could ir.it, that this pounds last week for fishing for 

“ It is quite usual nowadays," a was once a Human wahw." salmon with a lamp. Defendant's 

well-known auctioneer states, “ for--—-pica, that he was merely invest- 

mill hands to keep a few orchids. Wo on Tuesdays, instead of Wednesdays, igating tho scientific question of 
understand that by way of a counter- as hitherto. ... # whether salmon yawn in their sleep, 

stroke a number of noblemen aro * was not accepted, 

threatening to go in for runner ducks. When hit by a bullet a tiger roars —*ttt 

:; V : until dead, says a weekly papor, hut a More Boat-Race “ Intelligence." 

A Rotherham couplo who have just tigress dies quietly. Nervous people ‘-The Oxford crew had a hard training for 


“Well, asvhow, no onk coir.n tkii. iiiat this 
was once a Human waiim." 


was not accepted. 

More Boat-Race “ Intelligence." 

'• Tho Oxford crew had a hard training for 


celebrated their diamond wedding have who suffer from headaches should an hour and a-half under the direction of sir. 


never tasted medicine. Wo ourselves therefore only shoot tigresses. lIarcourt,^i<.ld. who is to catch them at 

have always maintained that the taste V .But* will''they catch' Cambridge at 

is an acquired ono. Two out of ten housos being built at p |ivnc3 •> 

Guildford are now complete. Builders , ' . ., 

A Greenland falcon has been shot in in other parts of the country are asking n S( . ull “ v ith" tulmla^iiuikor Modul' ° m 
the Orkneys. The view is widely taken who gave the word “ Go." “ Oxford are using these sculls, too." 

•tha^ the wretched bird, which must *>* Keening Vajw. 

have known it wasn’t in Greenland, “ Marvellous to relate,” says a Sun- Wo have a silly old-fashioned preference 
brought the trouble on itself. day paper, “ a horso has just died at for the uso of oars in this competition. 

. ... Ingatestono at the ago of thirty-six.” —- 

■ An alleged anarchist arrested in Surely it is more marvellous that it did “ On st. David’s Pay, Welshmen wear a leak 

Munich Was identified as a poet and not die before. in tlicir hats."— Provincial Paper. 

,'^^ No40tdltyrrrOot guilty, that'is to ... * * Lest they should suffor from swelled 

myf:mlbeiQg’fth.sin»rohiBt. It is said that the Paris Peaoe Con- head? 
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THE "NEW” WORLD. 

[“Direct Action,” which was regarded ns a 
novelty suitable for an age of reconstruction, 
has now, hy the good sense of the Trades Union 
Congress, been relegated to its proper place in 
the old and discredited order of things.J 
In these, the young Millennium’s years, 
Whereof they loudly boomed tho 
birth, 

Promising hy the lips of seers 

New Heavens and a brand-now Earth, 
Wo find tho advertised attraction 
In point of novolty is small, 

And argument hy forco of action 
Would seem the oldest wheeze of all. 

Wlion Prehistoric Man desired 
Communion with his maid olcct, 

And arts of .suasion left him tired, 

He took to action more direct; 
Scaring her with a' savage whoop or 
Putting his club across her head, 

He boro her in a state of stupor 
Home to his stony bridal bed. 

In ages rather more refined, 

Gentlemen oE the King’s highway. 
Whose democratic tastes inclined 
To easy hours and ample pay, 

Would hardly ever hold their victim 
Engaged in academic strife, 

But raised their blunderbuss and ticked 
him 

Off with “ Your money or your life.” 

So when your miners, swift to scout 
The uso of reason’s slow appeal, 
Threaten to starve our children out 
And bring tho country in to heel, 
Thero's nothing, us I understand it, 

So vory new in this to show; 

The cavo-man and tho cross-roads 
bandit 

Were thero before them long ago. 
______ O. S. 

FAIR WEAR AND TEAR. 

In a short timo now wo shall havo 
to return this fiat to its proper tenants 
and arrive at some assessment of tho 
damage dono to their effects. With 
regard to the other rooms, even tho 
room which Richard and Priscilla con¬ 
descend to uso as a nursery, I shall 
accopt tho owners’ ostimate cheerfully 
enough, I think; hut tho case of the 
drawing-room furniture is different. 
About the nurseiy I have only heard 
vague rumours, but in the drawing¬ 
room I have been an eye-witness of tho 
facts. 

The proper tenant is a bachelor who 
lived hero with his sister; he will 
scarcoly roaliso, therefore, what happens 
at 5 r.M. every day, when there comos, 
as the satirio poet, Lonqi'KLlow, has 
so finely sung— 

“ A pause in tho clay’s occupations, 

Which is known as tho olnMrcn’s hour.” 

Drawing-room furniture indeed 1 When | 


one considers the buildings and muni¬ 
tion dumps, the live and rolling stock, 
tho jungles and forests in that half- 
charted territory ; when ono considers 
that even tho mere wastepapor basket 
by the writing-desk (and it does look a 
hit battered, that waslcpaper basket) is 
sometimes tho tin helmet under which 
Richard defies the frightfulness of 
Laus Pousena, and sometimes a neces¬ 
sary stage property for Priscilla’s two 
favourite dramatic recitations 

"lie plunged with a delighted sneenm 
Into a howl of clo!tod eweani,” 

and 

“ This is Mr. Piggy Woo, 

With tail so pink ami onrlv, 

Anil when 1 say, * Good mornin’, pig,’ 
llo answers rewv'y surly, 

‘ Oomph ! Oomph ! ’ ” 

and sometimes the hutch that harbours 
a cotton-wool creation supposed to he a 
white rabbit, and stated by the owner to 
be “ niunsin’ and uiunsin’ and immsiu’ a 
carrot ” — when, 1 say, I consider all 
these things 1 anticipate that the pro¬ 
ceedings of tho Reparation Commission 
will be something like this:— 
lie (looking a little ruefully at the 
round music-stool). I suppose your wife 
plays the piano a good deal ? 

I (brightly). Jf you mean tho detach¬ 
able steering-wheel, it is only fair to 
remember that a part interchangeable 
between tho motor-omnibus and the 

steam-roller- 

lie. I don’t understand. 

I. Permit mo to reussetnkle the mech¬ 
anism. 

lie. You mean that when you put 
that armchair at the end of tho sofa 
and tho music-stool in front of it——- 
1. 1 moan that the motor-omnibus 
driver, sitting as ho does in front of his 
vehicle and manipulating his steering- 
wheel like this, can do little or no harm 
to the appaiutus. On the other hand, 
tho steam - roller mechanic, standing 
inside the body of the vehiclo, and 
having tho steering - wheel in this 

position- 

lie. On tho sofa ? 

I. Naturally. Well, supposing he 
happens to havo a slight difference of 
opinion with his niato as to which of 
them ought to do the driving, the wheel 
is quite likely to be pushed off on to tho 
macadam, where it gets a trifle frayed 
round tho edges. 

He. 1 seo. How awfully stupid of 
mo! And this pouffe, or whatever they 
call it? 

/. Week in and week out, boy and 
girl, I have seen that dromedary ridden 
over more miles of desert than I can 
tell you, and never once have I known 
it under-fed or under-watered, or struck 
with anything harder than the human 
fist. Of course the hump does get a| 


little floppy with frequent use, but con¬ 
sidering how barren your Sahara- 

He. Quito, quite. I was just looking 
at that armchair. Arcn’fc there a lot 
of scratches on tho legs? 

I. Have you over kept panthers ? 
Do you realiso how impatiently they 
chafe at times against the bars of their 
cage ? Of course, if you haven’t . . . 

Finally, I imagine ho will seo how 
reasonable my attitude is and how 
liltlo ho has to complain of. He will 
recognise that ono cannot deal with 
complicated properties of this sort 
without a certain amount of inevitable 
dilapidation and loss. 

As a matter of fact I havo an ovon 
stronger lino of argument if I choose 
to take it. I can put in a counter¬ 
claim. Ono of the principal attractions 
of old furniture, after all, is historic 
association. Thero is tho armchair, 
you know, that Dr. Johnson sat in, 
and the inkpot, or whatever it was, 
that Makv, Queen of Scots, threw at 
John Runyan or somebody, and I have 
also seen garden-seats carved out of 
famous battleships. And then again, 
if you go to Euston, or it may bo Dar¬ 
lington, you will find on tho platform 
tho original tea-kettle out of which 
Geohgk Washington constructed the 
first steam-engine. Tho drawing-room 
furniture that wo are relinquishing 
combines the interest of all these things. 
If I like I can put a placard on the 
sofa, before I take its owner to seo it, 
worded something like this:— 

“Puffing Billy, tho original steam¬ 
roller out of which this ologant piece 
was carved, held the 1920 record for 
fourteen trips to Brighton and back 
within half-an-hour.” And after ho has 
seen that I can lead him gently on to 
Roaring Rupert, the arm-chair. Really, 
therefore, when one comos to consider 
it, tho man owes me a considerable 
sum of money for tho enhanced senti¬ 
mental valuo that has been given to his 
commonplace property. 

Mind you, I have no wish to bo too 
hard on him. 1 shall be content with 
a quite moderate claim, or even with 
no claim at all. Possibly, now I come 
to think of it, I shall simply say, 

“You know what it is to havo a 
couple of bally kids about the place. 
What shall I give you to call it squavo? ” 

And ho will name a sum and offer 
me a cigarette, and we shall talk a 
little about putting or politics. 

But it doesn't much matter. What¬ 
ever he asks he cun only put it down 
in tho receipts' column of liis account- 
book under the heading of ' Deprecia¬ 
tion of Furpiture,” whereas in my ex¬ 
penses it will stand as “ Richard and 
Priscilla: for Adventures, Travel, and 
Romance.” , Evoe. 
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WINTER SPORT IN THE LOWER ALPS. 

About two months ago, after a courso 
of travel literature and some back num¬ 
bers of The Badminton Magazine, I 
became infected with a desiro to spend 
a winter in the Alps, skating, sliding, 
curling and yodelling in the intervals of 
ski-ing, skijoring, skilacking and ski- 
handlung. The very names of the pas¬ 
times conjured up a picture of swift 
and healthy activity. As the pamphlets 
assured mo, I should return a now man; 
and, though I am greatly attached to 
the old one, I recognised that improve¬ 
ment was possible. . 

I don’t remember liow it came about 
that I finally chose Freidegg among 
the multiplicity of winter-sport stations 
whose descriptions approximated to 
those pf Heaven. I oxpoct Frederick 
forced tho choice upon mo; Frederick 
had been to Switzerland every winter 
from 1906 to 1913 and knew the ropes. 
1 somehow gathered that the ropes 
were of unusual complexity. 

The entire journey was passed among 
wihter-sporters of a certain type. From 
their conversation I Wai able to learn 
that Badeloden was formerly overrun 


by Germans; that Franzheim was ex¬ 
cellent if you stayed at the Grand, but 
at the Kurhaus tho guests were unso¬ 
ciable, while at the Oberalp you were 
not done well and the contral-heating 
was inefficient. 

I ventured a few questions about the 
sport available, but was gently rebuked 
by the silenoe which followed before 
conversation was resumed in a further 
discussion of comforts and social am¬ 
enities. 

On arrival at the hotel I took out my 
skates, but, on Frederick’s advice, hid 
them again. " Don’t let people see that 
you aro a newcomer; there won’t be any 
skating for some weeks yet,” said he. 

“But why not?” I objected. “The 
ice must be at least six inches thick.” 

“ Well, it isn’t done,” he replied. 
“ One’s first week is spent in settling 
down; you can’t go straight on the ice 
without preparation.” 

On the third day a Sports' Meeting 
was held, as the result of which a pro¬ 
gramme of the season was published. 
It was announced that there would bei 
weekly, three dances and one bridge 
tournament ;a theatrical ^performance 
would be given once a fortnight, and 


the blank evenings filled with either 
a concert or an entertainment. 1 begun ' 
to wonder how I could squeeze in time, 
for sleep. 

In order that boredom might not 
overtake the guests before evening 
came, a magnificent tea was served 
from four to six. During the afternoon 
one could visit the other hotels of the 
place and usually found some function 
in progress. Wo were not expected to 
breakfast before ten, and the short time 
that remained before lunch was spent, 
in a walk to the rink, where we would 
solemnly take a few steps on the ice, 
murmur, “Not in condition yet,” and 
return to the hotel. 

After about a fortnight of this I an¬ 
nounced to Frederick that 1 was going 
to skate, no matter how far from per-: 
fection the ice proved to be. 

Frederick was indignant. 

“ You 'll make yourself both Conspic-: 
uous and unpopular. The two Martfotjtsi 
are giving an exhibition to-morraw: ifc 


“Very well, then,” said-I, <r Fw$llj 
borrow stfmfc fti and nutfs abbutddtiie( 
snow.” •• 
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•' You can’t do that," he replied, hor¬ 
rified; “the professionals are coming 
next week for the open competition, and 
if they don’t find clean snow-” 

" All right; I'll get one of those grid¬ 
irons and course down the ice-run. I 
suppose that‘s what the ice-run is for,” 
said 1 bitterly. 

“ And spoil the Alpine Derby, which 
you know is fixed for the tenth ? ” 
Frederick addressed me with some se¬ 
verity. “ Look here—you must choose 
your sport and stick to it. 1 am a 
ski-er; you don't find mo skating or 
bobbing or curling.” 

" Or ski-ing,” I added. 

"Before ski-ing,” he informed mo, 
“one must have one’s ski in perfect con¬ 
dition. Mino are improving daily.” 

Ffoderick in fact spent his short 
mornings in giving instructions as to 
bow bis ski were to bo oiled and rubbed. 
All the most complicated operations 
of unction and massage wero performed 
upon them, and all the time Frederick 
watched over them as over a sick child. 

- Next I was told that the height of 
the season had arrived. The round of 
indoor entertainments went on and 
almost daily the guests walked to some 
noar point to witness performances by 
professionals who seemed to tour the 
country for that purposo. 

Just when there appeurod to bo a 
slight prospect of some general outdoor 
activity (and Frederick’s ski were pro¬ 
nounced perfect) a thaw occurred. I 
am bound to say that the event was 
rccoived philosophically. Not a single 
member of the company made any 
complaint; they facod adversity like 
true Britons and boldly sat in the warm 
hotel to save themselves for the evening. 
Nor did their distress put them off their 
food; they punished the tea unmerci¬ 
fully, showing scarcely a sign of tho 
aching sorrow which devourod thorn. 

Soon it froze again. The daily visit 
to the ice was made and Frederick’s 
ski wero once moro put into training. 

As for me I began to believe that 
there was something sh&moful or dis¬ 
graceful in my desire to skate. So I left 
secretly for Sicily. Here I can enjoy 
passive entertainment without being 
unpleasantly chilled. 

Well, a few days ago I received from 
Frederick a letter, from which the 
following is a quotation: " Tho final 
thaw has now occurred and the season 
is ended. It has been one of the most 
successful oa record. The full pro- 

f amme was carried out to the letter; 

wish you had been here for the last 
Fonoy Dress. My ski were really fit 
and I was looking forward to some 
great days on the snow. I think I 
.made A bit of a hit too, playing Lord 
Twinkles in The Qatf Life.” 



"ANOTHER BLOW FOR THE COALITION." 

Sombre Jleveller. “Is this Paddington?” 

Porter. “Paddington ? No! It ’s Mehstham. War, you ain’t even ox the bioht 
railway. This is SoLTii-F.ASTF.nN and Chatham.” 

Jleveller. “Them: y’are, y* see. That’s what comks or Gov’mekt control of 

RAILWAYS." 


The ski will no doubt miss Frederick’s 
affectionate attention; ho was very 
fond of them. 

Yesterday, by tho purest accident I 
came across Claudia, like myself en¬ 
joying the warmth and sunshine. 

“ Oh, you’ve been to Freidegg; how 
lovely! 1 went to Kestaag this year and 
w&b very glad to leave. Nothing to 


do in the evening but sit round a fire. 
All day the hotel was like a wilderness 
and outside nothing but a lot of men 
falling about in the snow. Tlioy were 
too tired to do anything during the 
evening. It was horrid. Next time I 
shall be more careful and choose a nice 
bright place like Freidegg.” 

Next time I too shall be more careful. 
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HOUND-FOXES. 

It was really Isabel's idea. But it 
must be admitted that the Foxes took 
it up with remarkable promptitude. 
How it reached them is uncertain, but 
maybe the little bird that nests outside 
her nursery window knows more than 
we do. 

The idea owed its inception to my 
attempt at explaining the pink-coated 
horsemen depicted on an old Christmas 
card. I did my best, right up to and 
including the “ worry,” in which Isabel 
joined with enthusiasm. Then she 
went to bed. 

But not to sleep. As I passed by 
the open door I heard a small excited 
voice expounding to a lymphatic dolly 
the whole mystery of fox-hunting:— 

“And there was a wood, and there 
was a smell. And all the peoploos 
on ‘normous huge high horses. And 
nen all the hound-foxes runned after 
the smoll and eated it all up.” 

A fortnight later, taking a short cut 
through tho Squire’s coverts, I sat 
down to enjoy the glory of woodland 
springtime. “There was a wood and 
there was a smell." There certainly 
was; in fact I was all but sitting upon 
an earth. 

All tliis is credible onough. Now 1 
hope you will believe the rest of the 
story. j 

A dirty sheet of paper lay near 
Reynard’s front doorstep. Idly curious, 
1 picked it up. Strange paper, a form 
of print that I had never seen before; 
marked too with dirty pads. 

It was a newspaper of sorts. Pro¬ 
minent notices adjured the reader to 
“ Write to John For about it.” The 
leading article was headed 
“Ah Appeal.” 

“Foxes of Britain ! ” it began ; “op¬ 
posed though wo have always been to 
revolutionary politics, a clear lino is 
indicated to us out of the throes of the 
Re-birth. Tho old feudal relations be¬ 
tween Foxes and Men havo had their 
day. The England that has been the 
paradise of the wealthy, of the pink- 
coated, of tho doubly second-horsod, 
must become that of the oppressed, tho 
hunted, the hand-to-mouth liver. In a 
word, we have had enough of Fox- 
IIounds; henceforth we will have 
Hound-Foxes.” 

Then the policy was outlined. Foxes 
could not hunt hounds—no; but they 
could lead them a dog's life. They had 
boon in the past too sporting; thought 
too little of their own safety, too much, 
of the pleasure of the Hunt and of the 
reputation of its country. 

Henceforth the League of Hound- 
Foxes would dispense justice to the 
oppressors. No more forty • minute 


bursts over the best line in the country; 
no more grass and easy fences; no more 
favourable orossing points at the Whis- 
sendine Brook; no more rhapsodies in 
The Field over “a game and gallant 
fox." 

A Hound-Fox would be game, but 
not gallant. He would carry with him 
a large-scale specially-marked map, 
showing where bullfinches were un- 
stormable; where tho only gaps har¬ 
boured on tho far side a slimy ditch; 
where woods wore ridoless; whore 
wire was unmarked; where railways 
lured to destruction—over and through 
each and every point would the Hound- 
Fox entico tho cursing Hunt. 

As for the Hounds, they feared no 
obstacles, but they liatod mockery. 
They should he led on to the promises 
of sausage factories; through villages, 
to bo greeted as brothors-in-tbe-chaso 
by forty yelping curs; into infant- 
schools (that old joko), where the de¬ 
lighted babes would throw arms around 
their necks and call them “ Doggie,” 
until both men and hounds would begin 
to question whether tho gamo’ were 
worth tho candle. 

Therefore let every eligible vulpine 
onroll himself to-day as a Hound-Fox. 
They must bo dog-foxos, rising tlirco or 
over, of good stamina, with plenty of 
scent, intelligent and preferably unmar¬ 
ried. The Loaguc Secretary was- 

(here followed the name, earth and 
covert of a well-known veteran). 

There was other matter, of course. 
A “ Grand Prize Competition—A Tur¬ 
key a Week for Life! ” was announced. 
A humorous article on Earth-Stoppers 
and, on the “ Vixens’ Page,” a discus¬ 
sion as to the edibility of Pekinese. 

Absent-mindedly I crumpled up the 
astounding rag and thrust it down the 
hole. 

* * * * * 

I arose stiff, bemused. The hot March 
sunshine and the song of birds had left 
mo drowsy. A glance at my watch 
showed mo, to myastonishment, that 
it was tea-time. So I made my way 
home. 

The reception of my story was as 
cold as the tea. They weren’t such 
fools, they said, as to believe it. So, 
knowing your larger charity, dear Mr. 
Punch, I send it to you. 

And I shall await that retrospective 
article in some Maytimo Field, entitled 

A Season of Disasters.” 


A Critical Problem. 

“ The Admirable Crichton in still ono of the 
most captivating of modern plays, rich in 
humour, scenically ‘ telling ’ and close-packed 
with Barrieisms."— Times. 

“ ‘ Crichton ’ is one of tlio' most agreeable 
Barrie plays, because it is so free from Barric- 
isms."+- ManchesterGuardian. 


SURMISES AND SURPRISE^ 

Tan appearance of the Dean of 
Paul’s at a recent Bocial gathering noK 
in the character of a wet blanket, but 
as a toller of jocund tales and a retailer 
of humorous anecdotes, must not be 
taken as an isolated and transient trans¬ 
formation, but as foreshadowing a gen¬ 
eral conversion of writers and publicists 
hitherto associated with utteranoes of 
a mordant, hitter, sardonic and pessi¬ 
mistic tone. 

It is rumoured at Cambridge that. 
Mr. Maynard Keynes, mollified by the 
reception of his momentous work, lias 
plunged into an orgy of optimism, the 
first-fruits of which will he a treatise 
on The Gastronomic Consequences of 
I the Peace. Those who have been for¬ 
tunate enough to see the MS. declare 
that the personal sketches of Mr. 
Clynes, Mr. G. II. Roberts, Mr. Hoor 
ver and M. Esoopkier are marked by 
a coruscating wit unparalleled in the 
annals of Dietetics. The account of a 
dinner at tho “ White Horse ” is per¬ 
haps tho clou of an exceptionally ex¬ 
hilarating entortainment. 

This agreeable swing of the pendulum 
is further illustrated by the report that 
Mr. Philip Gibbs, by way of counter¬ 
acting the depression caused by his last 
book, is contemplating a palliative under 
tho title of Humours of the Home Front. 
It is hoped that the book will come 
out serially in the pages of The Hibberl 
Journal. 

Very welcome too is the report, not 
yet officially confirmed, that Sir E. 
Ray Lankester is engaged on a genial 
biography of Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, 
with special reference te his achieve¬ 
ments in the domain of psychical re¬ 
search. 

Other similar rumours are flying 
about in Fleet Street, but wo give them 
with necessary reserve. One of them 
credits Mr. Lytton Straciiky with the 
rosolve to indite a panegyric of the 
Archbishop of Canterbury. Another 
ascribes to Lord Fisher the preparation 
of a treatise on The Evils of Egotism. 

The Week’s Great Thought. 

“Wo arc at a crisis, and a critical one at 
that .”—Sir Aurimur.i> S.u.riDuu in “The 
Sunday Chronicle." 

In a Good Cause. 

A special matinAe is to be given by 
Mr. Charles Gulliver at the Pal¬ 
ladium, on Friday, March 19th, for the 
N atioual. Children’s Adoption Associa¬ 
tion. Mrs. Lloyd George, who malms 
a stroug appeal for this good work* 
will receive applications for tickets at 
10, Downing,Street, S.W., and ahefues 
should be mode.pihyable to, her* 
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THE BOAT-tiACE AGAIN. 

In June, 1914,1 took a house on the 
Thames, in order to make sure of a 
good viow of the Boat-Race; then a 
man threw a bomb at Sorujevo and 
ruined my plans. But now. it is going 
to happen again. And instead of fight¬ 
ing with a vast crowd at Hammersmith 
Bridge I shall.simply walk up into the 
bathroom and look out of the window'. 
It is wonderful. 

Yet meanwhile I have lost somo of 
my illusions about this race. I have a 
boat myself; I myself have rowed all 


the crowd would get a good look at 
them, instead of seeing them for ten 
seconds. The race ought to be rowed 
against the tide. Then it really would 
be a feat of strength; then it really 
would take ten years off their livos— 
perhaps more. Then perhaps small hoys 
would drop things on them from the 
bridges, as they do on mo. I wonder 
they don't try to do that now. Thoro 
is a cortain quiet satisfaction in drop¬ 
ping things on people, especially if 
they are labouring under Hammor- 
smith Bridge against the tide, and I 
should imagine that the temptation to 


rudder moving at high speed through a * 
horse's legs. If the race were rowed 1 
against the tide we should all get 
our money’s worth; and the oars¬ 
men could then put more realism 
into their H After - the • Finish ” atti¬ 
tudes. As it is, they roll about in the 
boat with a praiseworthy suggestion of 
fatigue, but nobody really belioves they 
are tired — nobody at least who has 
rowed on the Thames with the.tido. 

No, I am afraid the actual race is a 
sad hypocrisy. But the training must 
bo terrible. Think of it. They started 
practising in the second week in Jan- 



BEHIND THE SCENES IN CINEMA-LAND. 

“Hand over yoch money 1” 

“CeRTAINI.V, MV GOOD MAN. NOW I DON'T WANT TO BE PERSONAL, BUT YOU 'VE GOT THE VERY FACE I WANT FOR MY NEW FILM, 

‘Thu Bad Man of Crimson Cheek.’ I 'll give you fifty founds a week for an exclusive contract. Can 1 tempt you?” 


over the course in my boat. It is only 
ten feet long, but it is very, very heavy. 
Still, I have rowed in it all over the 
course—with ease. Yet pooplo talk as 
if it was a marvellous thing for eight 
men to row a light boat over the same 
water. Why is that? It is because 
the ignorant land-lubbor regards the 
river Thames as a pond; or else he 
regards it as a rivor llowing always to 
the sea. He forgets about the tide. 
The Boat-Race is rowed with the tide; 
they deliberately choose a moment 
when the tide is coming in, and hope 
nobody will notice; and nobody does 
notice. The tide runs about three 
miles an hour, sometimes more; if 
they just Bat still in the boat they 
would reach Mortlake eventually, and 


drop things on a University crow would 
be almost irresistible. It is not evory- 
ono who can look back and say, “ In 
1890 I hit the Oxford stroke in the 
stomach with a stone.” As it is, 
though, I supposo they go too fast for 
that kind of thing. 

But apart from the small boys on the 
bridges, tlio present system is most un¬ 
satisfactory for people who know “a 
man in the boat.” Even in a football 
match it is possible for an aunt occa¬ 
sionally to distinguish her nephew and 
say, “ Look, there is Edward.” But if 
she says, “Look, there is Edward,” 
meaning No. 5 in the Cambridge boat, 
you know she is imagining. All she 
sees is a vague splashing between two 
bowler-hats, or possibly tbe Oxford 


uary: they vow the raco in the fourth 
week in March. For ten weeks and 
more they have been “getting those 
hands away" and driving with those 
legs and not washing-out. For ton 
weeks horrible men with huge calves 
have shouted at thorn and cursed them 
and told them their sins, like u monk tell¬ 
ing his beads—“Bow, you ’relate; Two, 
you 're early; Three, you 're hueketing; 
Four, you’re not bucketing enough.” 
I listen painfully, hoping against heps 
that at least one of the crew may be 
left out of the catalogue, that Stroke 
at least may be rowing properly. But 
no, Stroke is not forgotten, and even 
Cox doesn’t always give complete satis¬ 
faction. 

Sometimes I feel that X ought to 
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row out in my little boat and offer to 
tow the incompetents back to Putney. 
Yet tliey seem somehow to travel very 
easily and well. But, however harmoni¬ 
ously they swing past “ Tho Doves " or 
quicken to thirty-five at Chiswick Eyot, 
1 know that in their hearts they aro 
hating each other. Goodness, how they 
must hate each other! For ten weeks 
they liavo beon rowing together in the 
same boring boat, behind the same bor¬ 
ing back. 1 read with grim intorest about 
the periodical shiftings of the orow, how 
Stroke has moved to the Bow thwart, 
and Bow has replaced Number Three, 
and Number Three lias shifted to the 
Stroke position. They may pretend 
that all this is a scientific matter of 
adjustment, of balance and weight and 
so forth. I know better. I know that 
Stroke is fed up with the face of Cox, 
and that the mole on Number Two's 
neck has got thoroughly on Bow's 
nerveSi and that if Number Three has 
to Bit any longer behind Number Four’s 
expanse of baok he will go mad. That 
,is the secret of it all. But 1 suppose 
they each of them hate the coach, and 
that keeps, them together. 

'f^.’-Of all these sufferers perhaps Cox is 
^hftst. to be pitied- They all have to 
eat what they're told, no doubt, yards 
jtwbywd* ofbeefsteak, and so on. In 


the old days rowing men had to drink 
beer at breakfast; I can't think of any¬ 
thing worse, except, perhaps, stout. 
But Cox doesn't eat anything at all. 
He has to get thinner and thinner. 
And if thero is one thing worse than 
eating beefsteak at breakfast it must 
be watching eight rowing men eating 
beefsteak at breakfast and not eating 
anything yourself. 

Yes, beyond question Cox is the real 
hero. I watch him dwindling, day by 
day, from nine stone to eight stone, 
from eight stone to seven stone twelve, 
and my heart goos out to tho little 
fellow. And what a job it is! If any¬ 
thing goes wrong, Cox did it. Ho kept 
too far out or he kept too far in, or too 
much in tho middle. But who ever 
hoard of Cox doing a brilliant picco of 
steering, or saving the situation, 01 - 
even rising to the occasion ? Ilis high¬ 
est ambition is for The Times to say 
that he did his work “ adequately ”— 
like the Second Muidercrin Shakbpeare. 

And at the finish he can’t even pre¬ 
tend that he's tired, like tho other men; 
even if there was any spectacular way 
of showing that he was half-frozen he 
couldn’t do it, because he alone is re¬ 
sponsible if one of the steamers runs 
over them and they are all drowned. 
We ought to take off our hats to Cox; 


though, of course, if we did, Stroko 
would think it was intended for him. 

But indeed I take off my hat to all 
of them; not because of the race, which, 
as I say, is a pioco of hypocrisy,.being 
rowed with the tide, but because of 
the torriblo preparation for tho race. 
I wonder if it is worth it. It is 
true that they have lady adorers on 
the towing-path at Putney, and it is 
even rumoured that they receive anony¬ 
mous presents of chocolates. But pre¬ 
sumably they are not allowed to eat 
them, so that those can do little to 
alleviate their sufferings. It is truo 
also that for ever after (if their wives 
allow it) they can hang an onormous 
oar on tiio wall and contemplate it 
after dinner. But, after all, I can do 
that loo, if I like; for I too have rowed 
over the course. 

And I shall have a free view of tho 
race. But none of them will see it at 
all. They will all bo looking at tho 
back of the man in front, except Stroke, 
whoso oye will be riveted on the second 
button of Cox’s blazer. What a lifo! 

. _A. P. II. 

“To Lot, permanent, Furnished Sitting- 
Boots (sizo G); 20s .”—Local Pajxr. 

No, thanks; wo already havo a pair 
that are no good for walking. 
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Enthusiastic Lady (at Musical At Home). “l)o von rkmemfiku wiiat this tvnk is oct of, Docroa? Used to be Ar.r. hie 

HAGE WHEN'WE WEUE IN OF II 'TEENS. TlIM— TUM—TUM—TUM—TUM - Til M — TVS!—TUM ? ” 

Eminent Dyspepsia Specialist. "The words are famu.iab." 


Maud, it occurs to mo you shunned a maniugo 
Because that function, otherwise “quite nice,” 
Involved tho facing of a friendly “ barrago ” 
Mainly composed of valedictory rice, 

Stinging the cliook and nestling in the clothing; 

If that was so, I share the feeling, sweot; 

For rice in puddings I’ve no special loathing, 
But I detest it neat. 

If such your reason was, tbore's no material 
Objection to our union to-day; 

No risk remains of that offensive cereal 
Boing employed in such a reckless way; 

You can say “ Yos ” without one apprehensive 
Thought that your brother is a deadly shot; 
Rice as a missile now is too expensive. 

Anything doing—what? 


“According to a Paris report, an Anglo-Britisli force of 50,000 aro 
on tlioir way to occupy Constantinople."— Daily Paper. 

It is, no doubt, the peculiar composition of this force that 
has aroused the apprehensions of French chauvinists. 


“ Denikin's troops are fleeing partly in steamers, partly along the. 
coast, loaving a large booby.” 

“Dlanterssmd Commercial Gazette" (Mauritius). 

“ A Bolshevist wireless nays tho Reds captured Tngonrog, Denikin’s 
former headquarters, taking a huge booby .”—Same Paper. 

The booby prize has apparently been awarded to the &eds,' 
but we feel that our contemporary might hate putfnsolaini; 


TIIE SECOND TIME OF ASKING. 

(The advancing price of rice has occupied much space in the 
papers of Idle.) 

Maud, whon you turned me down (a year to-morrow), 
Bidding me rise from off.my Buppliatit knee, 

And, while regretful if you caused mo sorrow, 
Murmured, “ Sebastian, it can never be,” 

I did not lay aside my fond ambition ; 

I told myself, in spite of what occurred, 

“This is her luneh or threo o’clook edition, 

And not her final word.” 

I merely marvelled at your eccentricity, 

Feeling convinced amid my blank amaze 
1 That, though you might “absent you from felicity 
Awhile,” ’twas but a temporary phase; 

Convinced the mood impelling you to stifle 
The aspirations that I’d dared outline 
Was simply due to some extraneous triile, 

Not any flaw of mine. 

A chill or toothache might have vexed you greatly; 

Perhaps you had a corn inclined to shoot, 

Or possibly the sugar shortage lately 
Had proved itself abnormally acute; 

In short, I felt that, though unkindly treated, 

A happier time to me would surely come, 

When my request (impassioned) would be greeted 
With no down-pointing thumb. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

"Do the British people," asks Mr. 
Blatchfoeb, “ understand the nature 
of the monster modern military science 
has created?Wo hope to hear later 
what name Mr. Winston Churchill 
has found for Mr. Blatchford. 

Agitation for a Federal Divorce Law 
is being revived in the United States. 
It appears that there are still some 
backward States where the expenses 
of a divorce suit mount up to some¬ 
thing like ton dollars and tho parties 
often have to wait as long as three 
weeks before the knot is untied. 


" It has now been decided definitely,” 
says The Daily Express, ' 

" that Sir Auckland \ i 
Geodes will leave Eng- 
land on April 10th." This 
disposes finally of the 
rumour that ho intended 
taking it with him. 

* , * 

Tho natives of the An¬ 
daman Islands averago 
about seventy pounds each 
in weight. They aro so 
short in stature that their 
foet only just reach tho 
ground in time. 

•I 5 

M. Loucheur suggosts 
that Franco should build 
houses similar to those 
which are not fcoing built 
in England. 


stupendous figures without any human 
help at all. A correspondent writes to 
say that in his house he has the identi¬ 
cal gas meter which gaVo the inventor 
his idea. * 

The contemporary which refers to the 
discovery of a gold ring inside a cod¬ 
fish as extraordinary evidently cannot 
be aware that many profiteers who go 
in for fishing are nowadays using such 
articles as bait. ... ... 

A purse containing nearly a hundred 
pounds in treasury notes, picked up by 
a policeman in South Wales, has not 
yet been claimed. It is now thought 
probable that a local minor may havo 
dropped his week’s wages whilst enter- 



“ Sorgoant R. Pernotte,” 
savs a student of human UNLIKELY scene at a labour exchange: or 
„i„ Qf l’OET PASSING THE INSPIRATION TEST BEFORE 

endeavour, last week VIS1Ntt offic -i A l of the hoard of trade. 

punched a ball for fifty- 

hours without a break.” It is pre- ing his car and that his secretary has 
sumed that the ball must have done not yet called his attention to tho 
something to annoy him. deficit. ... * 


much more trustworthy than those 
being built at the present time. Wo 
await, fearfully, the comments of L6rd 
Fisher. „ 

Dutch wasps, says a nows item, are 
very much liko British. Only the fin¬ 
ished expert can toll tho diflorenco on 
bofng stung. . 4 .... 

It is said that tho Dutch are the most 
religious race of to-day. Of course it 
is woll known that the Chinese pray 
more than tho Dutch, but then nobody 
understands what they are saying. 

The Ascot Fire Brigado went on 
strike lust week and sovoral important 
fires had to bo postponed at the last 

. U)01nen f. 


Tho Bolsheviks, it ap¬ 
pears, may not, after all, 
bo as black as they arc 
painted. It is reported 
that Trotsky lias caused 
one of his Chinose guards 
to ho executed for calling 
auothor an Irishman. 

* , 

Senator Borah recently 
informod tho American 
Press that tho President¬ 
ial election campaign was 
becoming a Saturnalia of 
public corruption. In one 
ilagraut case it appears 
that a man who was givon 
tho money to buy ton 
dollars’ worth of Irish 
Republic went and bought 
u 1 ) 0 x of cigars instead. 


T OF WORK 
A SlTKlt- 


Thirty thousand years ago, says a 
weekly journal, thoseas around England 
were at a higher level than at present. 
It is difficult to know what can bo 
done about it, but it is just as well that 
the matter should be mentioned. 

*4*. * 

$ 

According to Mr. M. T. Simm, M.P., 
there are many wayside inns of a pass¬ 
able nature. The trouble, of course, is 
that so many people have a difficulty in 
passing them. * 

Ws understand that Mr. Justice-'s 

S uestion," Who is Mr. Lloyd Georue ? ” 
as been postponed to a date to be 
fixed later. * + 

" ’ ’ ♦ 

7 a . * 

■ A trade journal advertises a new 
calculating machine which will total up 


“ The way some nowsboys dodge in 
and out of tho moving traffic is most 
dangerous and a serious accident is 
sure to result beforo vory long,” com¬ 
plains a writer in an ovotiing papor. 
For ourselves we cannot but admire 
this attempt on tho boys’ part to make 
history while in the act of soiling it. 

*4! * 

* 

We learn from an evening papor that 
a largo woollen warehouse in London 
was completely destroyed by tiro tho 
other day. We cannot understand why 
some people use suoh inflammable 
material for building purposes. 

Vr >:* 

An old pleasure-boat proprietor at 
Yarmouth has stated in an interview 
that, although all his skiffs and dinghies 
are ten to fifteen years old, they are 


A SI 1 EH- „rp 0 k ee p ca ^ s 0 pf t,| 10 

_ seod beds," says Home 

Clint, " bury a small bottle up to the 
neck and fill it with liquid ammonia." 
Tho old practico of burying tho cat up 
to tho nock in tho seod bedding and 
keeping tho ammonia for subsequent 
use is considered obsolete. 

* # 

* 

During the past year in London 2,88li 
persons wero knocked down by horsed 
vehicles, as compared with 8,388 who 
wero knocked down by motor vehicles. 
Tho popularity of tho latter, it seems, 
is still unchallenged. 

* S: 

* 

A weekly paper has an article on 
“ Bad Manners Among Fish." Wo have 
ourselves noticed a tendency to ignore 
the old adage that fish, like little 
children, should be seen and not heard. 


“ Young lady requires daily work as Cook- 
general ; work not objected to ’’ 

Provincial Pax'tr. 

Very obliging of her. 
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TOOLS OF TRADE. 

I am sorry for the man who took hfe 
typewriter on the Underground and was 
mode to buy a bioycle-ticket for it. But 
1 Imre no doubt he desorved it. I am 
sure that he did it in spiritual pride. 
He was trying to make himself equal 
to tho manual labourer who carries 
largo bags of tools on tho Tube and 
sighs heavily as he lays them on your 
foot. I am sure that lie was tired of 
being scornfully regardod by manual 
labourers, and was determined to make 
it quite clear that ho too had done, or 
was about to do, a day's labour, and 
manual labour at that. It was a sinful 
motive and it dcservod to bo punished; 
but it was natural. Nowadays we all 
feel like that. We caught it from tho 
War, when the great thing was to show 
that you were doing more work than 
anybody else. 

1 take from a recent copy of Hansard* 
the following brisk anil dolicato piece 
of dialogue:— 

“ Mr. Macquisten : You Labour men 
have forgotten what sweat is. 

Mr. W. Thorne : I have novor seen 
many lawyers sweat, anyhow. 

Mr. Speaker : This discussion is be* 
coming intemperate. 


* February S4lb, col, 1688. 


An IIon. Member: Tho Hon. Member 
for Spriugburn never sweated in his lite. 

Mr. Macquisten : Yes, I have labourod 
in the docks.” 

That is it, you see. Sweating is the 
great criterion of usefulness to-day. If 
you cannot show that you have sweated 
in the past, you must at least show 
that you are sweating now, or have 
every intention of sweating in a mo¬ 
ment or two. Personally, as a private 
secretary, I find it very difficult, though 
1 do my best. As a private secretary I 
labour in a rich bouse in the notori¬ 
ously idle neighbourhood of South Ken¬ 
sington, where nobody would believe 
that anybody laboured, much less per- 
spired over it. So when I pass, on 
tho way to my rich house, a builder’s 
labourer or a milkman or a dustman, I 
have to oxhibit as clearly as I can all 
the signs of a harsh employment and 
industrial fatigue. I take great pains 
about this; I walk much faster; I frown 
heavily and I look as palo as possible. 
In the Tube I close my oyes. I hope 
all this is effective, but as far as I can 
see the milkman never looks at me, 
and the builder is always saying to 
another builder, “-’E says to me, 1 Wot 
abaht it?' 'e says, and I says to 'im, 
1 Yus, wot abaht it?' I says." But it is 
worth the effort... .. . . 

Well; that is why that poor man was 


carrying a typewriter. I woudor why 
everybody else in the Tube carries an 
“ attacbfs-caso.” It lias been calculated 
that if all the attaohd-cases which get 
on to the train at Hammersmith at 
9 a.m. were left on the platform, six 
men or twelve women or three horsos 
could tako their place in every car. 
Tiiat means about ninety more men or 
one-liundred-and-eighty more women 
or forty-five more horsos could leave 
Hammersmith between 9 a.m. and 9.30. 
So that if attache-cases were forbidden 
the traffic problem would be practically 
solved. 

Why shouldn’t they be forbidden? 
It deponds, of course, on what is inside 
tho cases; and nobody knows that for 
certain. But one can guess. I have 
been guessing for a long time. At first 
I thought they were full of very con¬ 
fidential papers. In tiie old days thtf 
attache-case was tho peculiar trade¬ 
mark of private secretaries and diplo¬ 
mats and high-up people like that: 
Even attaches carried them sometimes. 
The very lowest a man with an attache- 
case could be was a First-Glass Civil 
Servant; and one was justified in 
imagining confidential papers urtMd, ot i , 
at any rate, home-work of tberffr^t 
importance. But nowadays Karb ari 
too many ot them <®lfe 

attaobd-easO bfiS beeni 
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universal. This might be because there 
is practically no male person alive just 
now who has not been an adjutant at 
one time or another, and pinched at 
least one attach^ case from the orderly- 
rooin. But most of the cases in the 
Tube are carried by females, so that 
theory is no good. 

Well, then, I imagined sandwiches 
or knitting or powder-puffs or tea; 
but those also are rotten hypotheses. 
I have too much faith in the good sense 
of my fellow-countrywomen to believe 
that they would cart a horrible thing 
like a cheap attach6-caso about simply 
in order to convey a sandwich or a 
powder-puff from one ond of London 
to the other. So 1 had to fall back on 
my own experience. 

I know, at any rate, what is inside 
mine. There are some rather grubby 
onvelopos which I borrowed from tlio 
House of Commons, and sorno very 
grubby blotting-papor from the same 
source, and either a roam of foolscap 
or a quiro of foolscap, whichever is 
which; somo pipe-cleaners and a few 
pieces of milk-chocolate; and a letter 
from the Amalgamated Association of 
Fish-Friers which ought to havo been 
answorod a long time ago; and a memor¬ 
andum on nog-Irnporting which I am 
always going to read while waiting at the 
station; and a nice pioco of thick string 
with which I have tied a bowlitio on 
a bight; and two broken pencils and 
somo more envelopes; and a Parlia¬ 
mentary Whip of last year and a 
stationery bill of tho year before; and 
several bills of my employer, not to 
mention a cheque for ninety-seven 
pounds which I suppose ho would like 
me to send to tho bank; and a great 
deal of fluff and a pipe or two and four 
or five stamped letters which it is now 
too lute to post. That is all there is in 
my caso. 

But I carry it backwards and for¬ 
wards, in and out, to and fro, day after 
day; and the only timo it is ever 
opened at either end of the journey is 
when, in addition to the articles pre¬ 
viously mentioned, it contains bottles. 
But I do not carry it for tho sake of 
bottles; far from it. I am one of those 
men who do not mind going about with 
a comparatively naked bottle. I carry 
it simply because it is the tool of my 
trade, and because, if you don’t carry a 
tool of some kind on the Underground, 
at any moment you may be taken for 
an idle rich, if not actually a parasite, 
who never sweated in his life. 

And that, I am persuaded, is why 
i everybody else oarries theirs. 

But this is a very serious conclusion. 
It will be a terrible thing if everyone 
is going to carry the tools of his trade 
about with him to show that he has a 



___ 


Butler (in service of the Karl of Kylbes). “Is that yoc, mi r.oiiD?” 
Burglar (full of guile). “Yus, matey.” 


trade; the barrister his briefs, the 
doctor his stethoscope or his shiny 
black bag; the butcher his chopper; 
the dentist—but no, we cannot have 
that. There must be other ways. Wo 
might wear badges, as we did in tho 
War, only they would be office badges 
and trade badges, instead of regimental 
badges or discharged badges. Then 
we should have again the doar old war- 
game of trying to read what was on 
them without boing rude. That is what 
one really misses in public places in 
these days of Peace—that and the 
uniforms. 

It was easy to make conversation in 
a restaurant in the old days, when 

S le kept on coming in in curious 
irms, and the ladies wondered 
what they were and the men pretended 


they know all about them. Hut all 
thut is dead now, and I think these 
sweat-badges would supply a serious 
want. 

But what will tho author wear? 
And who will boliovo that he ever 
breaks into beads of porspiration at his 
labour ? _A. P. H. 

“CAN EUROPE BE SAVED? 

By Lovat Phaser.” 

Daily Mail. 

Wo don’t know; but there can be no 
harm in his trying. 


Commercial Candour. 

“ Your Soil needs n tonic. Send 2s. Gd. tot 
401b. Ground Lime in a Oovornmont twill 
bag, worth half the money .”—Local Paper. 

“Antiquo Copiier Fire-irons and Dogs, 
almost now .”—Local Paper. 
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THE PACKET RAT. 


“ An’ if I took an’ died out there my seal *d never stay 
In them sunny Southern latitudes to wait the JudgmeotlW, 


“ When I leave this Western Ocean, to the South’ard For acrosb the seas from England, oh, I’d bear the old life 


I will steer, —, 

In a tall Colonial clipper far an’ far enough from here. An’ the bloomin' Western Ocean it'd get me after all. . 
Down the Channel on a bowline, through the Tropics a . ,... .. ,, , •. 

runnin* free " I d go flyin like a seagull, as they say old shellbacks do. 

When I’m done witli this ’ore ocean ... an’ when it ’b For see tlie ships I sailed in an’ the shipmates that I 

done with me. An’ the tough old North Atlantic where the roarin’ gales 

“ An’ I ’ll run my ship in Sydney, an' then I ’ll work my do blow, 

way An’ the Western Ocean packets all a-plyin’ to an’ fro. 

To them smilin’ South Seas Islands whore there's sunshine 

all the day, “ An’ I'd leave the trades behind me an’ I’d leave the 

An’ I ’ll soil my chost an’ gear there as soon's I hit the Southern Cross, 

shore, An’ the mollyniuwks an’ ilyin'-fish an’ stately albatross, 

An’ sling my last discharge away, an’ go to sea no more. An’ I d come through wind an’ wouthcr an’ the fogs as 
T , , . • , , . . , . , white as wool, 

“ II lives P - ° llSaUk tlm0 t >ey iaVG l,iere ~ thoy v0 oasy quiet Till I sighted old Point T.ynas an’ tlio Tort o’ Liverpool. 

They wear no clothes to speak on; they've a hunch of “ An’ I’d fly to soiuo flash packet when tlio hands was 

Kfrtiwmr W'tUAU ■ Konkin' mil 


To them smilin’ South Seas Islands whore tliere 's sunshine 
all the day, 

An’ I ’ll soil my chost an’ gear there as soon's I hit the 
shore, 

An’ sling my last discharge away, an’ go to sea no more. 


browny wives; 


bendin’ sail, 


They 're bathin' all the day long or baskin’ on tlie sand, An’ I ’d set up on tho main-truck doin’ out my wings an’ 
With the jolly brown Kauakas as naked as your hand. tail, 


,, ... , , . , . , An’ I’d soo tho tug alongside an’ the Peter flyin’ free, 

all dly ay h01 ’ 0 m ° Pttl ‘"' 8 m ’ ^ ° U ’ y eaS ° A "’ tlj0 I )ilot come aboard her for to take her out to sc 

An' look across tho harbour at the shippin’ in the bay, .. An’ I'd follow down to Fastnefc light, an’ then I’d 
An’ vvatcii the workin’ sailormen—the bloomin’ same as mo around 

In the workin’ Western Ocean afore 1 left tho sea. There to watch ’em out to westward an’ to meet tlie h 


“ I ’ll hear them at the capstan, a-beavin’ good an' hard; 
1 ’ll hoar them tallyin' on tho fall or sweatin’ up the yard; 


“ An’ I'd follow down to Fastnefc light, an’ then I'd hang 
around 

There to vvatcii ’em out to westward an’ to meet the home¬ 
ward bound, 

For I know it’s easy talkin’, an’ I know when all is said 


Hoar them lift a halliard shanty, hoar tlio bosun swear ^ s the blooniin Western Ocean what 11 get me When I m 
and shout, dead! ======= C.F.8. 

An’ the thrashin’ o’ the headsheets as the vessel goes about. ETIQUETTE FOE PIPES 

“ An’, if the fanoy takes mo, as it’s like enough it may, I T goen]S that Mr. A. E. Dtek, the Chief Offieer of the 

For to smell the old ship-smells again an’ taste the salt an’ London Fire Brigade, has issued a booklet giving hints 

ertrav _ si __ _ ji i _ j _ 11 n.. t?:... n_? ^ _ 


1 can take a spell o' pearlin' or a tradin’ cruise or two 


on fire protection and also how to call tlio Fire Brigade. 
We have pleasure in giving a few points which wo are 


Where there’s none but golden weather an' a sky that's sure are not includod in this interesting and usoful pub- 
always blue. lication. 

“ But I’ll do no sailorisiu’jobs—I'll walk or lay at ease, " ' * * 

Like a blessed packet-captain, just as lordly as you please, Before sending for the Fire Brigade it is advisable to 
With a steward for my tablo an’ a boy to bring my beer, ™ ake 9 « 10 that Y 011 hav0 afire in the houso to offer 
An’ a sooro or so Kanakas for to roof an’ haul an’ steer. th e m - B , u * do n ° fc ad °Pt the old plan of waiting until it 

reaches tho second-floor; This is rather apt to discolour 
“ An’ when I’m tired o' cruisin’, up an’ dovvii an’ here an’ the wall-paper. 


there, 

There’ll ho kind Kanaka women wi’ the red flowers in 
their hair 


:.t 

Above all the householder who intends to have a fire in 
his houso must keep calm. Immediately the maid rushes 


All a-waiting for to moot mo there a-comin' in from sea, into tho room to say that tho kitchen is on fire, place the 
When I’m through with this here ocean . . . au’ that'll (xiok you are reading on the table, remove your slippers 
never be! and put on a thick pair of heavy boots and a Harris tweed 


••For I’d hoar tho parrots screamin’ an’ tho palm-trees’ shooting coat. Your next duty is to call the Firo Brigade, 
drowsy tuno and not to meddlo with tho fire yourself, for very often an 

But I’d want the Banks in winter an’ tlio smell of ice iu amateur completely spoils a fire before the Brigade arrives. 

Tune ' * * * * * 

An’ tlio hard-case males a-bawlm’, an’ the strikin’o’tho . When you see the Brigade engine dashing along the 


bell . ■ . 


road don’t stop it and offer to show the driver a short oat. 


God! I ’Ve cursed it oft an’ cruel . . . but I’d miss it all And when they start work do no fc worry tlie firemen by 
liko He fl. • telling them how to do it hotter. Aftor all, while it may h§ 

’ your house, it is their fire. 

“Yos, I’d miss tho Western Ocean where tlie paokets . — 

Ai,’ vvhnnll.V ollm’ an’ «rrov nlrv “To SKVEau. iktbbkstkd.—O ur editor, Mr.ia Uot att Bag. 

Au the grey gulls w lieelni, callin, an tlie grey sky Ushiuan kis namo j g a pseudonime.—English ortogrutai. Our 


bangin’ low, 


setters do not yet speak English at all, bo assured that wo will do sue 


An’ the blessed lights o’ Liverpool a-winkin’ through the 1 best to escape the errata in the nearest future.” 

vain t ) Thi Vorld’M Trad* (Stoigfw*#! 

To welcome us poor pocket-rats cogio book to port again, { Wo take their word, for it bttfc ere hot sanguine. ■ 
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PARTY TACTICS. 

It began with my reading an article 
on " How to be a Succoss at an Even¬ 
ing Party.” I was rather surprised to 
know that, for one thing, some know¬ 
ledge of Spiritualism is necessary to 
enable one to bo a popular ontertainer 
nowadays. It has novor struck me 
beforo that spiritualists were such a 
genial cluss, full of bonhomie, and great 
joy; but then, although I road the 
Sunday papers, I ’in afraid I don’t know 
enough about the subject. 

Even if wo haven’t got the rollick¬ 
ing boistorous temperament of the 


the occult and all that sort of thing,” 
I remarked carelessly, "isn't choiro- 
raancy an interesting study ? ” 

"Nasty sort of study, I should call 
it,” murmured one of tho company, evi¬ 
dently under a vague impression that it 
had something to do with feet. My 
hostess lookod up sharply. “Cheiro¬ 
mancy,’’ she repeated; “ can you read 
tho hand?” 

“Only a litllo," I confessed modostly. 

•'Just onough to- 

I don’t quite know how it happened. 
Thoro was a sort of flank and roar 
movement and the entire company, ex¬ 
cepting, of course, the dank spiritualist, 


istry yoil soon find out when reading 
hands that it’s no use telling people tho 
truth. They want a version wnioh I 
can only describe as "garbled.” 

Accordingly I bent over the repressed 
female’s hand with an air of profundity 
and said, “Tliero being a total absence 
of tho mounts of Mercury and tho Sun, 
a calm and evon naturo is indicated.” 
(You’re nearly always safe in saying 
this.) “ Your senso of order and of tho 
fitness of things would not allow you to 
see any fun in the joke of, say, pulling 
away a chair from anyono about to sit 
down, in fact you would not see a 
joko in anything—like that,” I added 





MR.-, THK GREAT CINEMA ACTOR, WHILE STAYING IN THE COUNTRY INCOGNITO, IS ASKED BY THE 

MANAGER OF THE PU&IPLEFIELD FILM COMPANY TO HELP MAKE A CROWD. 


born spiritualist, however, there aro, it 
scorns, othor ways of winning a mild 
popularity. " If you confess to only a 
slight knowledge of palmistry,” tho 
article continued, “it is often enough 
to make you tho centro of intorcst at 
once." 

This appoaled to me strongly. I like 
to bo tho contro of interest. So I 
bought a handbook on palmistry and, 
having absorbed it, sot out for my 
next party full of confidence. 

Surely enough, tho first thing I saw 
on arrival was a dank looking man hold¬ 
ing forth on Spiritualism, and enjoying 
what I should call a chastened vogue 
wtih most of tho company gathered 
about him. 

I took up my position on the fringe 
of the group. “Talking.of psyohics, 


precipitated itself on mo. Voices clam¬ 
oured for me to foretell destinies. Hands 
woro thrust before mo. They eddied, 
surged and swirled about mo. I never 
saw such a massod quantity of hands. 
It was like leaving a Swiss hotel in the 
height of the season. 

“ One at a time, please," I said limply. 

I seized a palm, followed it up, aud 
found that it belonged to a pinched 
sour-looking fomalc. Her character 
was stamped on hor face as well as on 
hor hand. If, however, I had said to 
her, “ Yours is a flaccid repressed dis¬ 
position ; you bave a lack of imagina¬ 
tion and a total absence of humour; 
your life is too narrow and self-eentred 
to be of the least interest to anyone," 
she might not bave liked it. You see, 
with even a slight knowledge of palm- 


hastily, and gave her hand hack, feel¬ 
ing 1 had made the best of a bad job. 

But she still lingered. 

" Does it show if I shall-?” She 

paused in embarrassment. 

“Get marriod?” I asked, knowing 
human nature better than palmistry. 

She looked so fiorcely eager, with 
such a vivid light of hope in her oye, 
that I decided to award her a husband 
on tho spot. 

“ The llepatica line, being allied to the 
line of Fate,” I said impressively "signi¬ 
fies that you will marry—late in life." 

The press around me at once grew 
terrifio. All the girls said, " Tell me if 
I’m going to get married; ” and all the 
men remarked, “Of course it's utter 
rubbish,” and were more eager about 
it than the girls. I became reekless. 















I worked my way steadily through the 
crowd, doling out husbands with an un¬ 
sparing hand. And it was just when I 
was beginning to feel a little tirod of 
Iho game that my enemy was delivered 
into my hands. 

We were not on visiting or even 
speaking terms; wo were indeed the 
most implacable foes. But that did 
not prevent the woman from shame- 
It ssly thrusting herself before mo and 
saying gushingly, “Do toll me what 
you see in my hand." 

I looked at her, and before my search¬ 
ing glance even her brazen face fell. 
Six months previously that creature 
had stolen Wilkins, (he best cook I ever 
had. Mere man may not understand 
the enormity of this offence ; but every 
woman knows there is no crime more 
heinous, more despicable, more unfor¬ 
givable, She might find it in her heart 
to condone larceny, think lightly of 
arson, or even excuse murder; but there 
is sot one who would extend even a 
deathbed pardon to the person who hod 
Sobbed her of a treasured servant. 

1 ‘ And Wilkins hod been a treasure in- 
djtad; It brought the tears to my 

S whar I thought of her exquisite 
U&&W WptotSt • her saladsj her 
rtfo bib' : pl4e, her wide' 'diversity 


of knowledge regarding entries and sav¬ 
ouries. With a hard uud hitter smile 
I settled down to interpret the hand of 
tho woman before mo. 

Tlio company gathered closer round 
us and I noticed that Mrs. B., the par¬ 
ticular friend of my enemy, bent affec¬ 
tionately over her with truly feminiuo 
expectation of "rovolations.’^ And from 
under tho scarf which my onomy wore 
about her arms and shouldors she 
seemed, I thought, to project her hand 
rather timidly. Perhaps she realised 
too lato what was in store for her. 

I was quite dignified about it; I want 
you to understand that. Many another, 
seeing that creature so plump and well- 
fed and knowing the reason, would have 
brokon out into vituperation. But my 
tactics wero more subtle. My manner, 
as I studied her palm, was ut first 
nonchalant, even urbane. Then I gave 
a start and faltered, “ 1—I supposo you 
wish me to tell you tho truth ? " 

A frightened look came into her eyes 
which, I noted with satisfaction, wero 
beginning to show tinges of yellow 
(Wilkins' only fault is that in some of 
her dishes she is over-liberal with the 
salad oil and high seasonings). "Of 
aoune I want to Know the truth," said 
my victim faintly. 


With an apparent air of diflidenco I 
began my recital. I did not sparo her 
in the smallest degree. I ascribed to 
tier all those sinister characteristics I 
had read about in tho handbook; and, 
when I suddenly remembered a delici¬ 
ous vol au - rent upon which I had doted, 
I added a few of my own. 

It was a terrible indictment. When 
I had finished an awed sileuce fell 
upon the gathering. Everybody waited 
breathlessly for tho victim to spoak. 

“That was most interesting,” sho 
said with a sinister laugh. “But por- 
haps you will read my palm now. You 
sec, it was Mrs. B.’s that you have just 
road. She slipped her hand through 
under my scan.” 

Tliero was a hurst of laughter from 
everybody. Idiotic kind of joke, I call it. 

I can ussuro tho writer of tho Sunday 
articles that a knowledge of palmistry 
does not necessarily make one popular., 

I am now wondering where you can 
buy hand-books on spiritualism. 

“ It is proposed tliat the family man shall be 
dealt with on a flat rate. Every wife will con¬ 
fer exemption on £100 of iucoino.”— Spectator. 

Surely our revered contemporary does 
not imply that the new Income Tax 
proposals will encourage polygamy. 
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THE LEAGUE OF NATIONS UNION. 

An appeal to all men of good will. 


The League of Nations Union is engaged in a campaign 
for tho purpose of making the objects of tho League of 
Nations better understood in tho country at large. The 
chief danger that threatens tho League is to bo found in 
the apathy or unconsidered scepticism of the public; almost 
the solo active opposition comes from those who would 
substitute for it a proletarian Internationale devoted to the 
interests of one class only in tho world, and from certain re¬ 
actionaries who favour a return to tho system of imperialism 
which was tho cause of the War. In the words of Ills 
Maiesty the Kino, “ We fought to gain a lasting Peaco 
and it is our supreme duty to take every moasuro to secure 
it. For that nothing is more essential than a strong and 
enduring League of Nations. The Covenant of Paris is a 
good foundation, well and truly laid. But it is and can bo 
no more than a foundation. The naturo and strength of 
tho structure to bo built upon it must depend on the 
earnestness and sincerity of popular support.” 

To those, if any, who contend that the Government should 
be left to carry out its own propaganda for the League of 
Nations the obvious answer is that it is necessary for this 
•"work to be done by an independent body which can bring 
public pressure to bear upon the Government of tho day 
and urge such amendments in tho machinery and consti¬ 
tution of the Leaguo as time and experience may show to 
be desirable. The Union, in fact, bears to the League, of 
Nations the same relation that the Navy Leaguo bearB to 
the Senior Service; it is an independent body organised to 
educate opinion hi the needs of a national cause. 

Since its inception in January of this year the activities 


of the Leaguo have covered a wide range, which embraces 
organisation for tho administering of territory under its 
trusteeship, and for tho consideration of international 
questions relating to transit, finance, labour and health. 
America’s repudiation (only temporary, it may bo hoped) 
of the pledges of her own President, the original and chief 
advocate of the Loaguo of Nations, has meanwhile thrown 
upon Great Britaiu the main burden of responsibility in 
the Councils of the League, a fact that constitutes an over¬ 
whelming claim upon the patriotism of British citizens. 
The duty of bringing this claim home to tho public has been 
taken up by the League of Nations Union, under the Presi¬ 
dency of Lord Gbey of Fallodon. It has alroady estab¬ 
lished a headquarters and a staff of exports; organised hun¬ 
dreds of meetings throughout the country, and inaugurated 
nearly two hundred branches. It publishes two periodicals 
and many pamphlets and is preparing educational text-books; 
it is taking part in an international conference with similar 
voluntary societies in other countries. 

Clearly such work cannot be carried on without generous 
support. Tho sum for which the League of Nations Union 
appeals—a million pounds—may sound.largo, but.it repre¬ 
sents only tho cost of four hours of the War, and is not 
much to ask as an insurance against another and yet more 
terrible war. 

Mr. Punch very earnestly begs bis roaders to send con¬ 
tributions in aid of this great and necessary work to the 
Hon. Treasurer of the Fund (Sir Bbikn Cokayke, late 
Governor of the Bank of England), addressed to The 
League of Nations Union, 22, Buckingham Gate, S.W. 
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r _ i a mp iyit only recently bogun liia researches into force. He hoped,that Southern Ireland 
ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. Irish history and Irish character, and is would recover its sanity, accepttho Bill 
Monday, March 20th. —During a brief working backwards. Ilis proscription and set itself to persuade Ulster into an 
sitting the Lords got through a good was to ceaso governing Ireland by All-Ireland Parliament vid tho golden 
deal of business. Tho Silver Coinage forco and lcavo her to frunto her own bridge of the Irish Council. 

Bill awakened Lord Chaplin's remiuis- constitution. Captain Chaio could not imagine 

cences of his bimetallic days, when ho Lord Robert Cecil agreed with Mr. that happening in his lifetime. To his 
was accused by Sir William IIarcourt Clynics in regarding it as a vory bad mind tho only morit of tho Bill was 
of trying to stir up mutiny in India. Bill, but there parted company with that it safeguarded Ulster against 
Undeterred by this warning, however, him. In his view tho deterioration of Dublin domination, 
the Peers gave u Second Reading to Ireland began in 1906, when the era of Tuesday, March 20th. —Someone—I 
the measure and also to the Coal Mines “firm government ” camo to an end. suspect a midshipman—has been toll- 


Emergency Bill, which is less 
up-to-date than it sounds, 
and deals not with the present 
emergency but with tho last , r 
emergency but one. They / 
also passed tho Importation \ 
of Plumage Bill, at tho in- J 
stance of Lord Aberdeen, who A 
pleaded that beautiful birds, 

" tlio result of myriads of 
years of evolution," should >■/. 
not bo exterminated to make AA 
a British matron’s picture- A 
hat. I 

A few noble lords toro 7, 
them solves away from these A 
entrancing topics to attend At 
tho opening of tho debate in A 
tho Commons on tho Govern- A 
incut of Ireland Bill. They jj| 
were ill-rowardcd for their 
pains, for novor has a Homo - 
Rule debate produced fewer 
interesting momonts. Tho 
Chief Secretary was so 
studiously restrained in ex¬ 
plaining tho morits of tho Bill 
that the “ yawning chasm ” 
which, according to its- op¬ 
ponents, tho mcasuro is going 
to create botvveen Southern 
and Northern Ireland was to 
bo observed in advance on tho 
countenances of many of his 
listeners. Years ago Mr. Bal¬ 
four told the Irish National¬ 
ists that Groat Britain was 
not to bo borod into accept- 
ance of Homo Rule; but I 
am boginning to doubt now 
whether ho was right. If the 
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Mr. M.tcpiihitsox. “With all thf.sk chf.hchs going for my kite. 
1-TLI. nr,ART IT LOOKS AS IF I MIGHT KEE1> 1UK THING FLYING." 

I.OKI) HOUKUT CKCU,. CAPTAIN KKDMOND. 

MICSSBS. CIjYNKS AND ASQUITH. 


ing Mr. Bromfibld that five 
British Admirals have been 
sent to Vienna to superviso 
- tho In-caking up of tho Aus- 
" - trian Fleet-, and that tho said 
^ ' Fleot now consists of three 

■ motor-boats, lie was much 

relieved to hear from Mr. 
II vrmsworth that only one 
Admiral had boon sent, and 
that tho disposal of a Dread- 
x nought, several pre-Droad- 

nouglds and sundry smaller 
craftvvillgivohimplontytodo. 
I hero appears to bo a short- 

( '-lif \ !l go ' co ' a Ik * 9 SU P' 

|V '1%\ posodthat theMomborfortho 
Goutral Division (Liout.-Com- 
\\ \ \) mandor Kf.nwortiiy) has not 

\| ' cut so much as ho oxpocted. 

\) Tho dohato on tho Homo 

Kulo Bill was rosumod in a 
much higher tomporaturo 
than that of yostorday. M r. 
^ Asquith, as ho thundered in 

Jm carefully - polished phrases 

<7 iigainsttho “cumbrous, costly, 

uuworkahlo scheme,” earned 
many choors from his fol¬ 
lowers, and tho even groator 
Wg tribute of interruptions from 

liisoppononts. For a moment 
, ) iU , .<*'. ho was pulled up, when to his 

f rhetorical quo^tion, “ What 

hasHomoRulomcanttous?" 
some graceless Coalitionist 
g ioumv Km: l )r ou»ptlyanswored, 11 Votos! 
g flying." but ho soon got going again. 

Ireland, ho doclured, was a 
unit. Tho Bill gave her dual¬ 
ism “with a shadowy back- 


Governmont got the Bill through it will Drop coercion by all means, but “ lot ground of remote and potential unity." 
bo duo moro to John Bull’s weariness the murderers begin.” As for forcing Tho vaunted Council was “a floshless 
of tho eternal Irish Quostion than to self-government on a country that rc- and bloodless skeleton." Ho remarked 
any enthusiastic belief in tho morits of jected it, that was nonsense. upon “ tho sombre acquiescence of tho 

this particular scheme. Hardly anyone As “a citizen of tho world,” and Ulstermen,” and wondered why they 
off the Treasury Bench had a good not merely an Irishman, Mr. T. P. had accepted the Bill at all. “Because 
word to say for it, but fortunately for O’Connor denounced the Bill vrbi ct we don’t trust you,” came tho swift 
its chances their criticisms were often orbi. Nobody in Ireland wanted it reply from Sir Edward Carson. 
mutually destructive. unloss it was the place-hunters of tho Mr. Asquith’s own remedy for Irish 

Mr.CLYNES moved its rejection. From Bar and tho Press, for whom it would unrest was to tako tho Act of 1914 
his remark that Irish respect for the provido rich pickings. and transform it into something like 

law was destroyed in 1913, and that The House was brought back from Dominion Home Rule. Any county— 
the present Administration was re- rhetoric to plain fact by theCnANCELLOR Ulster or Sinn Fein—that voted against 
gardecl as " the most abominable form of the Exchequer’s reminder that if coming under tho Dublin Parliament 
of government that bad ever ruled in the Bill were not passed the Home should be left under the present ad- 
Ireland,” I should gather that he has Rule Aet of 1914 would come into ministration. 






Mr. Bonar Law did not fail to point 
out tho inconsistency of condemning 
tiie Government sebomo for its com¬ 
plexity and then immediately proposing 
another which would involve not one 
hut a dozen partitions and make tho 
political map of Ireland look liko a 
crazy quilt. He advised the House to 
reject Mr. Asquith's advice and pass 
the Bill, oven though it should have 
the paradoxical result, for the moment, 
of leaving Nationalist Ireland under 
British administration while providing 
Unionist Ulster with a Homo Rule Par¬ 
liament for which it has never asked. 

I supposo Mr. Devlin is not liko the 
Sinu Feiuers, who, according to “ T. P.,” 
are so contemptuous of tho Bill that 
they have never road a lino of it. Parts 
of his speech, and particularly his 
peroration, seemed far moro suitable 
to a Coercion Bill than to a measure 
which is designed, however imperfectly, 
to grant Home linlo to Ireland. The 
Nationalist leador may he forgiven a 
great deal, however, for his inimitable 
description of Lord Robert Cecil as 
“ painfully straggling into the light 
with one foot in the Middle Ages." 

Wvdmesday, March 31st .—The third 
and last Act of the Home Buie drama 
was the heat. Nothing in the previous 
two days' debate—-not even^r. Bonar 
Law’s ruthless analysis of the Paisley 


policy for Iioland—gripped Ihoaudionce 
so intensely as Sir Edward Carson’s 
explanation of tho Ulster attitude. IIo 
declared that the Union had not failed 
in Ulster, and would not liavo failed 
anywhoro if British politicians could 
have rofrainod from bidding for Irish 
votes. Thero was no alternative to it 
but complete separation, and that was 
what Homo Rule would lead to. Ulster 
did not want tho Bill, and would not 
voto for it; but, as tho only alter¬ 
native was the Act of 1914, she was 
prepared to accept it as a pis alter, and 
to work her new Parliament for all it 
was worth. At least it would enable her 
to find schools for Hie thirty thousand 
Belfast children now debarred from 
education. More than that, ho was 
prepared to oo-operato with any men 
from Southern Ireland who wevo will¬ 
ing to work their Parliament in a 
similar spirit; and ho paid a personal 
tribute to Mr. Devlin, whose courage 
lie admired though ho detested his 
politics. | 

Thus there wore gleams of hopo evon 
in his otherwise gloomy outlook, as the 
Prime Minister gladly acknowledged 
in winding up the debate; and they 
probably had some infinenoe in swelling | 
the majority for the Bill, the figures 
being 348 for the Second Reading, 94 
against. 


POISSON D’AVllIL. 

For the tragedy of which I am about 
to tell I consider that; Brenda Scott is 
ontirely to blame. You shall judge. 

Thero is a vacancy in my doinostio 
staff, and the rush to fill it has been 
less enthusiastic than I could wish. 
My housewifely heart leapt, therefore, 
when, last Thursday morning, I espied 
coming up the drive one whom I classod 
at once as an applicant for the post of 
housemaid. Nor was I deceived. She 
gave tho name of Eliza Smudge, and 
said she came from my friend, Mrs. 
Copplestone. 

My suspicions were first aroused by bor 
extraordinary solicitude for my comfort. 
“Outings” were ontirely according to' 
my convenience. And when she added 
that she liked to have plenty to do, and 
that she always rose by 6 a.m. , I began 
to look at her closely. 

She wore a thick veil, and her eyes 
wore further obscured by large specta¬ 
cles, but I could discern a wisp of rather 
artificial-looking hair drawn across her 
forehead. And she Was smiling.' 

Now why was she smiling ? l eeulft 
certainly see nothing to smile At k 
rising at six o'clock every morning. P 

“ I shall be tree on 61 fefl*’ 
ma’am," she was saying. 
to-day is the let bf April—*'* 
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MlltU«<<. “TOO MANY MFIDi, WllTHM."’ 

Will nun. “Lit ’i \r him;, Mam. Nothing r.iKr when*. 10 -not, v.ln it anti 'o\\ m < how ” 


The 1st of Api il! It cams to mo then 
in a flash—in one of tlioso moments 
of intuition of which even the mind of 
the harassed housewife occasionally is 
capable. It was Brenda Scott mas¬ 
querading as a housemaid 1 

Our conversation of a fortnight oar- 
liev came back to mo —Brenda’s desire 
to disguise herself and apply to Lady 
Lupin for the post of kitchenmaid, her 
confidence in her ability to carry it 
off successfully, my ridicule of tho 
possibility that &ho could pass un¬ 
recognised. So uow’, on the 1st of April, 
she was for proving, me wrong. 

The disguise was certainly masterly. 
Had it not been for that unaccountable 

smile, and the hair- 

I did not lose my head. I continued 
to carry on the conversation on orthodox 
linee. Then I said, '‘Do you know 
Miss Brenda Scott, who liros noar 
Mrs. Ooppiestone ? ” 

*' Ob,, yos, I've known her since she 
was ft little girl,” was the answer, 
“tweet young lady she is.” 

Kaia. " A little too fond 
■»t practloal jokes, perhaps,.” 


The eyebrows went up almost to the 
artificial-looking hair, which 1 had now 
decided was horse-hair. 

“ Indocd,” she said. 

“ Yes, my dear Brenda, it is your 
besetting sin. You should pi ay against 
it,” l said bluntly. 

Sho stood up with an opposing air of 
surprise and alarm. But I was not to 
bo deceived. 

“ Your assumed name, Eliza Smudge,” 
I said, “ gave you away at tho start. And 
that hair—it is the tail of y our nophow’s 
rocking-horse, isn’t it? And— ” 

But she had fled fiom tho room and 
was scudding down the drivo, heedless 
of my cries of “ Brenda, you idiot, como 
back! ” 

■f ♦ + v 

As I watched from tho front*door| 
I saw that “Eliza Smudgo” had mot 
another woman in tho lane and had 
engaged hor in conversation. 

Then they parted, and tho other 
woman camo in at the galo and up the 
drive. 

" My dear Elfvida,” said a woll-known 
voice, “what have you been up to-? 


You seem to lime thoroughly upset 
that nice woman who was with tho 
Copplostoncs so long. She told me you 
wore a rery^tmnge lady; in fact she 
thought you must bo suffering from a 
nervous breakdown." 

I loaned for suppoit against tho 
door-post, feeling a little faint. 

“Brenda? Yon V ” 1 gasped. “I 
thought-” 

“Such a splendid maid she is,” 
Brenda wont on. “You’ll never find 
her oqual if you tiy for ten yc.us." 

Eccentric Behaviour of a Cuckoo. j 

“The siunim i lil.o weather wlm-li set in 
timing Hit- week end has been marked by the 
lumal of tlio eucl.oo, which was hoard at 
Sli.inl.lm on Saturday and on Sunday morning 
at Staplvm, lnusting into full ftowm of plain 
and pear trois, and general activity m the 
guldens and fitlds.” - l.ocal I'npci. 

“He (Mr. Asquith) could only say ‘O 
Sauetas Simplicitas.’ (Laughter.) " 

h nh J’upiir. 

“ 1 can only say . ‘ 0 bAnclus simiilicitus 1 1 " 
Ymlskiie Paper. 

Neither version scents to us quito wor¬ 
thy of au eX-Cravcn Scholar. 
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AT THE PLAY. 

“Uncle Ned.” 

As the final curtain fell on tho Fourth 
Act there was talk of celebrating the 
conversion of tho villain in a bottle of 
tho best (1906;. But this did not moan 
that the good wine of the play had been 
kept to the end. Indeed it hud been 
practically exhausted about tho middle 
of the Third Act, and tho rest was bar- 
ley-wator, sweet but relatively insipid. 
So long as Mr. Henry Ainley was just 
allowed to sparkle, with beaded bubbles 
winking all round the brim of him, 
everything wont woll and more than 
well ; the trouble began when tho 
author, Mr. Douglas Murray, remem¬ 
bered that no British audionco would 
be contented with more irresponsible 
badinago, howovor fresh and delicate; 
that somehow ho must provide an end¬ 
ing where virtue prevailed and senti¬ 
ment was satisfied. 

So, whon Unr.lr. Neil's humour had 
failed to movo tho brutal egoism of iiis 
brother, boating upon it like the light¬ 
est of soa-fonin on a rock of basalt, he 
was made to fall back upon tho alterna¬ 
tive of heavy denunciation. And it was 
significant that this commonplace tirade 
drew moro applauso than all the pretty 
wit that had gono before it. Seldom 
have I been so profoundly impressed 
with tho difficulties of an art which 
deponds for its success (financial, that 
is to say) on the satisfaction of tastes 
that havo nothing in common beyond 
the crudest elements of human naturo. 

Mr. Ainley had things all his own 
way. Between him, the romancer of the 
light heart and the free faticy, and 
his brother, the millionaire tradesman 
of the tough hide, thoro was the clash 
of temperaments hut never the clash of 
intellects. ("Nobody with a senso of 
humour,” says Uncle Ned, " ovor mado 
a million pounds.”) That tho man with 
the iron will should be beaten at tho 
last with his own weapons, and brought 
to see tho lifelong error of his ways by 
a violent philippic that must havo sur¬ 
prised the speaker hardly less than his 
audience, was the most incredible thing 
in the play. Indeed the author was 
reduced to showing us tho results of tho 
bad man's change of heart and leaving 
us to imagino tho processes, these being 
worked out in tho interval botwoon two 
Acts by means of a fortnight's physi¬ 
cal collapse, from which ho emerges 
unrecognisably reformed. 

I cannot praise too warmly the de¬ 
lightfully fantastic and inconsequent 
humour of the first half of the play. 
Often it was the things that Mr. Ainley 
was given to say; but even more often, 
I think, it was the incomparable way 
he said them, with thoso astonishingly 


swift and unforeseen turns of gesture 
and glance and movement which are 
his peculiar gift. Now and then, to re¬ 
mind us of his versatility, he may turn 
to sentiment or even tragedy, but light 
comedy remains his natural vif.lier. 

If I havo a complaint to make it is 
that Uncle Tail's studied refusal to 
understand from an intimate woman- 
friend why it was that bis older nicco, 
who had been privily married, "could 
no longer hide her f-ecret" (tho reticence 
of his friend was the sort of silly thing 
that you got in books and plays, but 
never in life) was perhaps a little 
wanton and caused needless embarrass¬ 
ment both to tho young wife and to us. 



Sir Robert Graham (Mr. Ranm.k A rums). 
“Maks VOUnSHLUAT ROME. DON’T MIND ME.” 

Edward Graham (Mr. Unsnr Aiwt i;r). "I 
DON’T.” 

And one need not be very squeamish to 
feel that it was a pity to put into the 
lips of a mere child, a younger sister, 
tho rathor precocious comment that she 
makos on tho inconvenionce of a secret 
marriago. Tho humour of tho play 
was loo good to need assistance from 
this sort of titillation. 

Mr. Handle Ayrton, as tho pluto¬ 
cratic pachyderm, kept up his thankless 
end with a fino imperviousness; and 
Miss Irene Hooke, in the part of his 
secretary, played, as always, with a very 
gracious serenity, though I wish this 
charming actress would pronounce her 
words with not quite so nice a pre¬ 
cision. Miss Edna Best was an admir¬ 
able flapper, with just the right note 
of gaucherie. 

As Mears, Mr. Claude Bains was not 
to be hampered by the methods dear to 
the detective of convention; he looked 


like an apache and behaved, rather 
effectively, like nothing in particular.' 

The Dan-kins of Mr. G. W. Anson knew 
well the first duty of a stage-butler, to 
keep coming on whenever a stop-gap 
is wanted; but he had also great per¬ 
sonal qualities, to say nothing of his 
astounding record of forty years’ ser¬ 
vice in a house where strong liquor 
was only permitted for "medicinal” 
purposes. O. S. 

“The Young Person in Pink.” 

Wlmt tho chair-man said about The 
Young Person in Pink who had been 
banging about the Park every morning 
for a week was that nowadays you 
couldn’t reolly tell. Ho thought on the 
wholo she was all right. Tho balloon- 
woman was certain that with boots 
like that she must be a ’ussy; but thon 
she had refused to buy a balloon. As 
a matter of fact she couldn't, being 
broko to the world. And worse. For 
she bad arrived at Victoria Station un¬ 
able to remember who aho was or whore 
she came from, tickotloss, a few shil¬ 
lings in her purse. She had murmured 
“ Season ” at the barrier and had taken 
rooms at the Carlton bocause she had 
a queer feeling she had been there be- 
foro. Her things had a coronet on 
them. The rest was a blank. 

Of course nobody believod her; the 
women woro scornful, the men not quito 
nieo, till very young Lord Stevenage, 
tho one that was engaged to a notori¬ 
ous baby-snatcher, Lady Tonbridge — 
in a high fovor ho’d unfortunately said 
“ Yes "—meets hor, and you guoss the 
rest. No, you don’t. You couldn’t 
possibly guoss Mrs. Badger, relict of an 
undertaker and now in the old-clothes 
lino, who has social ambitions. (I must 
here say in parenthesis that Mrs. Badger 
is a douhlo stroko of gonius on the part 
both of Miss Jennings the author and 
of Miss Sydney Fairdrothkh. You 
don't know which to admire most, tho 
things she says [Miss .1.] or the way 
she says them [Miss S. B.]. Honours 
divided and high honours at that.) 

Lady Tonbridge had advertised for a 
clergyman’s widow to render some 
secretarial service, and the ambitious 
Mrs. Badger had applied, duly weeded. 
Meanwhile the elderly Lady T. had 
scon hor fiance and with the young 
person in pink, and it was a brilliant 
and base afterthought to bribe the 
clergyman’s widow to claim the girl as 
her long-missing daughter (invented). 
Both the young Lord and the young 
person, too much in lovo perhaps to be 
critical, accept the situation; but you 
haven't quite got Mrs. Badger if you 
think she’s Ahe sort of person one 
would precisely jump at for a mother- 
in-law. . 
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At the supremo moment when Mrs, B., degrees. I hopo I don’t irretrievably 
after an interview with the whisky damage Miss Joyce Carey’s reputation 
bottle, forgets her part and, lapsing into as a modem when I say that she looked 
the more widow of the undertaker, gives so pretty and innocent that I don’t be- 
it to the intriguing Lady Tonbridge in li'ovooven sour old spinsters would have 
the neck with a wealth of imagery, a doubtod her. A charming and capable 
command of slightly slurred invective performance. Mr. Donald Calthrop 
and a range of facial expression beyondi made love quito admirably on tin lighter 
adequate description, she is perhaps note; a little awkwardly, perhaps, on 
less attractive in the capacity of mother- the more sorious. Miss Sybil Carlisle 
by-marriage than over, oven if the inter- handled an unpromising part with great 
lade prove the goodness of her heart, skill. Miss Ellis Jeffreys as tho in- 
But it is just at that moment that tho offable Lady Tonbridge was as compe- 
yoUng person is recognised by her maid, tent as ever, and had a coat and skirt 
The daughter of tho Duchess of Hamp- in tho Third Act which filled the female 
shire, no less!. So all iB well. breast with envy. Looks like a long run. 

Not that Miss Jennings’ plot matters. ,___ T. 

“Art - Washing—with economy.-!,.lies 
iter bizarre outline demands, but doesn t desirillg „ oraona i attention are invited to apply 

TJhirk the pains to make her situations to-Laundry.’’—Daily Paper. 

possible within the pleasantly impos- «i m perfccfc ablutioner " (vide “ Tho 
What is all-important is Mikado ") should miss thi 3 opportunity, 
tnat 'dhe does shake the bouse with ' _ J 

erosive humour. “Pun undiluted and rippling is tho main 

'jm they* were Miss Jennings’ bombs, feature of The Little Visiters, and not a single 
EHmc '-THB8 threw the most and feature of the author’s hook is lost in the pro- 
« pfetfajt &ita. The «•» «* dMunatlsatfan.’'--- Paper. 

WsOkot thepi&toon helped in Varying! Except, apparently, the title. 


Tho Boat-Race. 

Advantages Enjoyed by Cambridge. 

In complimenting the Light Blues 
we cannot help calling attention to two 
curious facts which may have contri¬ 
buted to their victory, and seem to 
have escapod the notice of the Oxford 
crew. According to The Weekly Dis¬ 
patch Mr. Swann rowed “ No. 9 in tho 
Cambridge boat ”; and a photograph 
in The Illustrated Sunday Ilcrald 
(“the camera caunot lie”) distinctly 
shows tho Cambridge crew lowing with 
as many as eight oars on the stroke 
side. How many they were using on 
the bow side is not rovoaled. 

“ WANTED IMMEDIATELY I 
Medical Docion 

for .Too Batt's Anu and vicinity. Salary t'vo 
thousand dollars guaranteed. Alt specials ad¬ 
ditional. Address communication to 
Alex. Coffin, 

See. Doctor's CommilLco.” 

Newfoundland Paper. 

Even tho serious condition of Joe Batto’s 
Arm hardly interests us so much as 
tho challenge to the world’s humourists 
implied in. the Committee’s selection of 
their secretary. 
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MY ONE ADMIRER. 

Of couvso my wife bad made mo go 
to the bazaar. All inoti go to bazaars 
either because their wives send them, 
or in search of possible wives. The 
men who are nover at bazaars are 
those with humane wives, or the true 
bachelors. 

I did not mind the young lady who 
grabbed my walking-stick and presented 
me with a shilling cloakroom ticket, 
or tho other who placed a buttonhole 
in my coat (two-and-sixponce), or the 
third who sprayod me with scent (ono 
shilling, hut had 1 known of the 
throatenod attack 1 would have paid 
two shillings for immunity), or tho 
fourth, who snatchod my rather elderly 
silk hat and ronovatod it, not before its 
time, with some mysterious fluid (ono- 
and-ninopcnco). These are tho things 
ono expects. 

liut whon I faced tho stalls I must 
admit that I trembled. In pre-war 
days it was occasionally hinted that 
bazaar prices were a trifle high. What 
would they ho now ? IIow could 1 faco 
the Bazaar profitoor ? Sums, reminding 
me of schooldays, ran in my lioad, “If 
milk ho a shilling a quart what will bo 
tho price of a sofa-cushion? " 

As I stood in tho contre of tho hall 
I could see that the eyes of the stall¬ 
holders were upon me—cold, horrid, 
calculating eyos. I could read in thorn, 
“How much has this man got?” I 
felt that it would ho a proper punish¬ 
ment for war-profiteers if they wore 
sentoncod to purchase all their require¬ 
ments at bazaars for six months. 

Glancing round tho hall in search 
of a place of refugo 1 saw a sign, 
“Autograph Exhibition—Admission one 
shilling.” A shilling! Why, such a 
comfortable hiding-place would havo 
been cheap at half-a-crown. I bolted 
for the Autograph Exhibition before a 
piratical lady, bearing down on me 
with velvet smoking caps, could reduce 
me to pulp. 

A smiling elderly gentleman was 
in oharge. “ Hah, you would liko to 
see my little collection? Certainly, 
certainly." 

I am not interested in autographs. 
Most bygone celebrities wrote unde¬ 
cipherable hands. I havo boon equally 
puzzled in trying to read the hand¬ 
writing of Guy Fawkes and Mr. 
Gladstone. J3ut this collection was 
different. It had lettors from noarly 
every one distinguished in the world 
to-day — good, lengthy, interesting, 
readable letters. 

“How did you contrive to get all 
these ? ” I asked the exhibitor. 

“Toot, foresight and flattery, my 
dear Sir. It would- be no use writing 


to these people to-day. You’d get 
ignored, or at best two linos type¬ 
written by a secretary. Now look at 
that long letter from Lloyd Georoe 
about Wolsh nationality and that other 
from Hilaire Belloc concerning tho 
adulteration of modem beer. You 
couldn’t get them now. My idea is to 
catch your celebrity young. Whon a 
man produces his first play or novel 
or book of poems l writo him an ad¬ 
miring letter. You can’t lay it on too 
thick. Ask him some quostion on a 
topic that interests him. It always 
draws. They are unused to praiso and 
you catch them bofore tho public lias 
spoilt them. I card-index all the 
replies I get. Of course nino out of 
ten of tho pooplo turn out of no 
account, but some are sure to come off. 
You just throw out tho failures and 
put the successes in your collection." 

At this point I heard our Archdeacon 
afar off. Our Archdeacon booms—not 
like trade, hut like the bittorn. I hoard 
him booming outside, “ My doar lady, 
I cannot miss tho chance of seoing dear 
Mr. Fletterhy’s collection.” 

Flotlerby! The name was familiar. 
Long years ago I published something 
—don't inquire into the details of my 
crimo—and the sole response I had 
from an unapprcciativo world was a 
highly eulogistic lottcr from one Samuel 
Fletterby. I romemborod the time I 
had spent in writing him alongthy and 
courteous reply. I romombered that 
often in my darkor days I had drawn 
out tho lotter of Fletterby to encourage 
mo. 

And now! I looked at tho collection. 
It was arranged alphabetically. As 
I turned to tho initial of my name 1 
framod a dramatic revelation for my 
frioml Fletterby: “ That writing is 
familiar to mo. In fact, Mr. Fletterby, 
I am its unworthy writer.” 

But my letter was not included in 
the collection. 

“Throw out tho failures," Mr. Flot- 
torby had said. 

I threw myself out instantly from 
the Autograph Exhibition. Better, far 
better buy things I didn’t want at 
prices 1 couldn’t afford than stay in tho 
company of that faithless one, my sole 
erstwhile (as the papers say) admirer. 


There was a great atldote named Budd 
Who was bom with a Bluo in his blood; 
Stout-hearted, spring-hoolod, 

He achieved on tho field 
What his Varsity lost on tho flood. 

But when ho had breasted the tape 
A cynic emitted this jape: 

“ Pray notice, old son, 

’Tisn’t Oxford that’s won, 

Bat Utah, Bpwdoia and the Gape." 


EASTER IN WILD WALES.. 

The recent discovery (duly noted in 
The Daily Graphic of the 30th ult.) of 
“ seven pearls of excellent quality ” by 
an Aboravon labourer in a mussel 
stranded by tho tide has led to an 
extraordinary influx of visitors to that 
quiet seaside resort. Costers have boon 
arriving at the rate of several hundreds' 
a day, attracted by the prospect of 
finding the raw materials for the indis¬ 
pensable docoration of their costumes, 
and the local authorities are at their 
wits’ end to provide adoquato accom¬ 
modation. Amongst tho latest arrivals 
is the groat architect, Sir Martin Con- 
xv ay, who has bean consulted with 
regard to tho erection of a number of 
bungalow skyscrapers, and an urgent 
message has beon despatched to Sir 
Edwin Lutyens at Delhi, begging him 
to supplydesignsof a suitablo character. 
Moanwhilo pearl-diving goes on day and 
night on tho soa-front, with tho assist¬ 
ance of a flock of oyster-catchers, whose 
brilliant plumage adds greatly to the 
picturesqueness of the sceno. 

Though the special good fortune of 
Aberuvon has excited a certain amount 
of natural jealousy in the breasts of 
hotel and boarding-house proprietors at 
other Wolsh seasido resorts, they havo 
no serious reason to complain. Tho 
usual attractions of Barmouth have 
been poworfully reinforced by the pre- 
sonco in tho neighbouring bills of a 
full-sized gorilla which recently escaped 
from a travelling menagerie. When 
last seen tho animal was making in tho 
direction of Harlech, which is at present 
the head-quarters of tho Easter Vaca¬ 
tion School of tho Cambrian section of 
tho Yugo-Slav Doukhobors. It is un¬ 
derstood that tho local police have the 
matter well in hand, and arrangements 
have been made, in caso of emergency, 
for withdrawing all tho population 
within the precincts of the castlo. 

Groat disappointment prevails at 
Llandudno owing to the refusal of Mr. 
Evan Boderts, tho famous revivalist, 
to localise tho materialisation of the 
Millennium, which he has recently 
prophesied, nt Llandudno during the 
Easter holidays. By way of a set-off 
an effort was made to induce Sir 
Auckland Geodes to give a vocal re¬ 
cital bofore his departure for America. 
As his rocont performance at a meeting 
of the London Scots Club proved, Sir 
Auckland is a singist of remarkable 
power, infinitehumourandsoul-shoking 
pathos. Unfortunately his repertory is 
confined to Scottish songs, and on this 
ground he has been obliged to decline, 
the invitation, though the fee offered,, 
was unprecedented in. the e,qpno!&& 
annals ojf.’tihe variety stage. ‘ : 4 •*’* 

* . ' [ __*_:_O_ r ■ * _ * 
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MORE ADVENTURES OF A POST-WAR SPORTSMAN. 

V H S', nl rt Unlit Meeting (itmdmhwj a jmssa /<■ nt ni ms uith a uembii ij tin, iiwi). "1 M \oi om 01 jiiosi 101) i jhaj \oc 

HUSK YOU CAN IMIOS1 UPON, I'M A bill MAUI MAN, I AM ’ 

haolmala. “Will, ] won rm i tack so iou> mot \ n U \ a namy un o worn* 1 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mi. Punch’s Skijj oj Learned Clcihs ) 

Mb. Forrest Reid is a writer upon w hose pi ogress I have 
foi some time kopt an appiccialive ejo Ills latest stoiy, 
bearing the attractive title of Pnates oj tlir Spi inq (Unwin), 
proves, 1 think, that progioss to bo well sustained. As 
you may liavo guessed from the name, tins is a tale of 
adolescence, it shows Mr. Reid’s North-Iioland lads ditto) - 
ing slightly flora the more familiar home-product, though 
loss in ossentials than in tiicks of speech, and (since these 
are day-school hoys, exposed to the influence of then soveial 
homes) an echo ot leligious conflict happily tare in the 
experience of English youth. Mr. Reid is amongst the 
few novelists who can be sympathetic to boyhood w ithout 
sentimentalising ovci it; he has admirably caught its strange 
mingling of pride and curiosity, of reticence and romance 
and jealous loyalty. The tale has no particular plot; it is 
a record of seeming trifles, friendships made and broken and 
renewed, sporadic adventuios fend deep-laid intrigues that 
lead nowhere. But you will catch in ig a real air of youth, 
. a spring-time wind blowing from the half-forgotten world 
; in which all of us once were chartered privateers. There 
Ate, of, course, worthy folk 4 who would be simply bored 
6y fell this—which is wby. I do riot venture to call 
; Pfraim, df the'Spnmf qveftrone’s reading; others, however, 


moie foi tunnlo, will find it a tmo and delicately obseivod 
study of an engaging themo. 

I must ically wain the flippant. It would ho appalling it 
udmncis of Liteiaiy (and othei) Lapses weic to send blithely 
to the libianes foi Mi. Leaioik’s latest and find them- 
solves landed with The ('moiled Piddle oj Social Justice 
(Lane). And jet I don’t know, llcie is a subject which 
ovon the flippant cannot long ignoio. And a man of the 
world wltli a cleai bond and a mastei y of cleaior idiom than 
a professor of political economy usually commands has 
here said something despeiatelj scuous without a trace of 
dulncss. I Bhould like Viofossoi Li u oik’s bhoit book to 
be divided into three. The fust pait, a tionchant analysis 
of some of the evils of our social and industrial systorn, 
1 would send to the mipossibilists and obstructives, the 
second, a critical examination of some of the nostrums of 
the piogressives, should go to the hasty optimists who 
think that a sudden change of system will ns suddenly 
change men, for it contains much that they will do well 
(and now resolutely lofuse) to pondor. Tho thud part I 
would return to the author for revision, for it contains no 
more, when analysod, than an ipse dint, and quite fails to 
show that tho evils denounced as intolerable in the first 
part can be remedied without some substantial portion at 
least of the heroio reforms denounced >n his second. Also 
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1 would remind him, or rather perhaps the more ingenuous 
of his readers, that there have been later contributions to 
the theory and practice of now-world building than Mr. 
Bellamy's Looking Backward. 

The Great Desire (IIoddkii and Stoughton) is a novel full 
of shrewd philosophy nnd excellent talk. Mr. Alexander 
Black sets out to prove nothing, to justify no political or 
social attitude, but just to draw his fellow-Atnericans as lie 
sees them going about their war-time business, the “ great 
dosire" being simply tho thing that is uppermost in the 
mind of onoh ono. As a composite picture of what Now 
York thought about the busi- ” 

noss of getting into tho War 
the result could hardly he 
battered. Ono never fools 
that latent antagonism which 
roaders, even though thoy 
may agree with him, uncon- ■ 
sciously experience towards 
an author who seems to bo 
arguing a point. Mr. Black 
gives the extreme views of the 
blatant patriot, and of the 
anarchist and socialist who 
cannot see the distinction 
between arguing against war 
on paper and arguing against 
this War on the street corner. 

Ho makes us realise the peo¬ 
ple who think only how to 
make the War an adjunct of 
themselves and thoso who de¬ 
sire only to make themselves 
a useful adjunct of tho War. 

He draws his types cleverly 
and states the case of each ono 
fairly, but with a humorous 
restraint and from a stand¬ 
point of absolute dotaohment. 

The Great Desire has plenty 
of charm rogardod merelyas a 
story, but 1 recommend it 
especially to thoso who are 
apt to judgo tho Americans 
bythoirpoliticiansortoassess ~ N 

New York on the basis of the \ —'*" *- 

Heabst uewspapors. 




■V // y 



If it were only for his com- v D ^ PP “’ 

plete fearlessness in following Pedestrian. » What rs 

well-worn con vent.on and sfoM ,. My 01BI;/ . 

his apparent reliance on his_ 

readers’ ignorunco or want of memory, Mr. J. Murray 
Gibbon’s Drums Afar (Lane) would be rather a remarkable 
book in tlieso psycho-analytical days. His hero actually 
has the audacity to have blue eyes and fair hair, to start 
his career in the House, and to end it, so far as the novel 
is concerned, lying wounded in a hospital, where his Jiancie, 
a famous singer, happened to bo a nurse in the same ward. 
Nor does the young man disdain the threadbare conversa¬ 
tional clicht. "Don't you think thero is something 
elemental in most of us which no veneer of civilisation or 
artificial living cau ever deaden?” he says in one place 
(rather as if veneer were a kind of rat poison). Still bolder, 
on leaving America, where he has become engaged to a 
wealthy Chicogan’s daughter, he quotes— 

“ 1 could not love thee, dear, ao fuolr 
Loved I not honour more.”. 


And, although the girl is annoyed, it is not on account of 
the citation. Much of the story, however, deals with Chicago, 
and since my previous knowledge of that oity eonld have 
easily been contained in a tin of pressed beef 1 oan pardon 
Mr. Ghiuon for being as informative about it as he is about 
Oxford colleges. (He seems, by the way, to have a rooted 
contempt for Balliol, which I bad always supposed was a 
quite well-meaning place.) On the whole, either iu spite 
or because of its rather Baedeker-like qualities, Drums Afar 
will bo found quite a rostful and readable book. 

Somewhere iu the courso of the taio that gives its title to 

The Blower of Bubbles (Cham- 
hers) the character who is 
supposed to relate it denies 
that lie is a sentimentalist.' 
I may as well say at once 
that, if this denial is intended 
to apply also to Mr. Arthur 
Beverley Baxter, who 
wrote the five stories that 
make up tho volume, a moro 
comprehensive misstatement 
was novor embodied in print. 
Because, from the picture on 
the wrapper, representing a 
starry-eyed infant conducting 
an imaginary orchestra, to 
the final page, the book is 
one riot of sentiment—plots, 
characters and treatment 
alike. Not that, save by the 
fastidious, it must be con¬ 
sidered any the worso for 
this; even had not Mr. Bax¬ 
ter's hoarty little preface 
explained tho conditions of 
active service under which it 
was composed, thomsolvos 
_ _ x 'X enough to excuso any quan- 

- N tity of over-sweetening. I 

:x ~ will not give yon the five 

long-shorts in detail. The 
first, about a German child 
and a young man with heart 
trouble, allows Mr. Baxter at 
his worst, with the sob-stuff 
all but overwhelming a sufti- 
„„ eiently nimble wit. My own 

ANvmmo. Mister? favourite is the fifth tale, a 

IT? „ spirited and generous tribute 

to. England’s war effort. (1 

_should explain that the book, 

and I suppose the author also, is by origin Canadian.) 
This last story, told partly in the form of letters to his 
editor in New York by an American officer and journalist, 
has all the interest that comes of seeing ourselves as others 
see us; though I could not but think that the narrator 
erred in making the haughty Lady Dorothy, daughter of 
his noble hosts, exolaim, on the entrance of a footman with 
a letter, “ Pardon me, it's the mail.” So there you are. 
If you have a taste for stories that make no pretence of 
being other than fiction pure and simple, limpidly pure 
and transparently simple (yet witty too in places), try 
these; otherwise pass. 

“UTOPIA. . „ , : 

Mias Ruby-Sundayei under the parental."— Cafmdias fapety, 

We congratulate Utopia on its ideal language, • 
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Acoordipg to an evening , paper, record. Quite a number of instruments 
CHARIVARIA. crowds can be seen in London every have been fitted up in less time than 

"Hat- pins to match the colour of day waiting to go into'the pit. Oh, if this. ,.. * 

the eyes are to be very fashionable this only they were miners! * 

year," according to a Trade journal. Wo understand that the thundebrolt 

.This should be good news to tlioso It is the last whisky at night which which fell at Choster is not the one 
Tube-travellers who object to having always overcomes me," said a dofondant that the Premier intended to drop this 
green hat-pins stuck in their blue eyes, at the Guildhall. “ A good plan,” says month. ... 

a correspondent, “ is to finish with the * 

Enterprise cannot be dead if it is last whisky but one.” Signor Capkom, lecturing in Now 

really true that a well-known publisher *...* York, says that aeroplanes capable of 

has at last managod to persuade Mr. The British Admiralty arc offering carrying fivo hundred passengers will 
Winston Chcrchu.i, to write a few two hundred and fifty wav vessels for shortly bo constructed. We can only 
words concerning the Labour Question, sale. This is just the chanco for people say that anybody can have our soat. 

who contemplate setting up in business ’■'** 

“ I have never been knocked down as a new country. Since The Daily Express tirade 


by a motor omnibus,” 
says Mr. Justick Dak- 
i.tNO. The famous judge 
should not complain. 
lTo must take his turn 
like the rest of us. 

* g 
% 

“ Never pull the door- 
boll too hard ” is the 
advico of a writer on 
etiquette in a ladies’ 
journal. When calling 
at a new wooden house 
the safest plan is not to 
pull tho hell at all. 

8 * 

“ American bacon 
opened stronger yester¬ 
day,” says a markot re¬ 
port'. If it opened any 
stronger than tho last 
lot wo bought it must 
have “gone some.” 


Five golf balls were 
discovered inside a cow 
which was found dead 
last week on a Jfort- 
fordshiro golf course. 

We understand that a 
certain member of the “1 
Club who lost half-a- mu ';‘ 
dozen balls at Easter- — 
time has demanded a recount. 

t,: 8 


m. 


as a new country. I Since The Daily E.rpress tirade 

~ ; : against the officials of 

i i ' 1 ’ , i'. flic Zoo visitors are re- 

i quested not to go too 

! HI 2 y - i h** near tho Fellows. 

7 “The French army," 

^ Square. Some of tho 
1 l Mm Irn t fledglings, wo arc in- 

I HHUR 111 W formed, arc already 

\WlHi 1\1 / learning to whistle the 

> ’hUI i—' familiar NorthclitVo air, 

'SBfcKfr''' “ J.i.ovn Gkouob Must 
nuito distinctly. 

H .UltK ) Tho National Portrait 

...... __' Gallery,oocupiedby the 

War OHico sinco 19U, 
1 1 as j ust been reoponod. 

: matkiuac, Sut, is soiiKwii.xT moiik ExiM.ssivK, run i.i-MURit Tho rumour that a 

UtKAT A1TVANTAOK THAT IT CASTS FOR KVI.l! ; ANI>, MOItKOA Fil, Brigadior-Gelierftl wllO 

orr .T a i : k..s AN- ■•x.KCM ST hazou stu^ _had eluded all attempts 

"A good tailor,” sajs a fashion loovacuate him was still hanging about 
writer, “can always givo Ids customer disguised as a portrait of Mrs. Siddons 


“Tliorr.ll THK MATKIUAC, Sin, IS SOMKWIIAT MOIIK EXI’CXSIVK, THK I.J..A I'll Kit 
lUIACK HAS 'I UK Oil HAT ADVANTAGE THAT IT CASTS FOT! KVT.1! ; AND, MOItKOA Fil, 
WIIKN IT WK.MIS OUT IT SIAKKS AS KX< KCCKST llV/.OIt STHOl".” 


" An Englishman’s placo is by his a good fit if ho tries.” All ho lias to attracted a large attendance, 
own firosido,” declares a writer in the do, of course, is to send the bill in. ; V ;: 

Sunday Press. This is the first intima- : V The Corporation of Waterford has 

tion we have roceived that Spring- Mr. Ai.t.dat, a resident in Lundy refused to recogniso “ Kuminor” time, 
cleaning is over. ... 4 . Island for twenty years, who lias just One gathers that it is still the winter 

* arrivod in London, stales that ho lias of their discontent down there. 

A serious quarrel between two promi- never soon a tax - collector. There is * / 

nent Sinn Femora is reportod. It ap- some talk of starting u fund with tho Sinn Foiners are now asking for tho 
pears that one accused the other of objoct of presenting him with one. abolition of the lloyal Irish Constabu- 
being “ no murderer.” lury, and it is feared that, unloss their 

Dunmow workbouso is offered for request is granted, they may resort to 
_ The Commercial Bribery and Tipping salo. A groat many people are anxious violence. 

Review, a now American publication, to buy it with the object of putting it - ... 

offers a prize of four pounds for the aside for a rainy day. “Mrs. _Requires useful Tallies’ Staid, 

best article on " Why I Deliove barbers for Hath and country ; only cx-soldicr or sailor 

should not be tipped." The barbers A Houndsditcli firm has just bad a need apply.”— Provincial Vajxr. 

claim that what they receive is not a telephone installed which was ordered A job that will obviously need a man 

six years ago. This, however, is not a of proved courage. 


Siim Foiners are now asking for tho 
abolition of the lloyal Irish Constabu¬ 
lary, and it is feared that, unloss their 


VOL. OEVUI. 


l 






PUNCH, OB TUB LONDON CHABIVAM 


[Ajw&VH, 



WISDOM UP TO DATE—I2TH EDITION* 

| The Times has announced, in two consecutive issues, that Mr.- 
High Chisholm has retired from tho control of its financial columns 
in order to resume his editorship of tho Encyclopaedia Britannica. 
One seems hero to catch a faint cciio of the proprietary booming of the 
10th Edition by The Times and Mr. Hooper. Tho proscnt^publishers 
are tho Cambridge University Press.J . 

It is a common objoefc of remark 

How many things in lifo are periodic, 

Some punctual (like the nesting of the lark, 

Or Derby-day), and others more spasmodic, 
Recurring loosely when the hour is ripo; 

And hore I sing a sample of the latter type. 

Nine years have coursod with their accnstomod speed 
Sinco England hailed its previous apparition, 

Hinco every 1 man and woman who could read, 

Wanting tho nearest way to erudition, 

Bought as an ornament of her (or his) home 
Tho monumontal masterpiece of Mr. Chisholm. 

Much has occurred meiuiwliilo of new and strange; 

K.g„ in matters purely scientific 
Croat Thinkers, eager to enlarge our rango, 

Have (on tho lethal side) beon most prolific. 

Ten tomos would scarco contain what might he said on 
Their contributions to tho recent Armageddon. 

What wonder if tho Editor forsakes 
Tho conduct of The. Times’ financial pages? 

An oven woightior task ho undertakes 
Than to report on bullion; he engages 
To lot us know, by 1922, 

All things (or more) that anybody over knew. 

Why should ho care if Oil-cakos fall or jump ? 

He has tho Total Universe for oyster; 

Yankees may yield a point or Itubbers slump, 

Yet not for such things shall his eye grow moistor, 
Save when, hy lorco of habit, lie admits 
“A heavy tendency today in Ency. Brits." 

jL Could hut The Times revive its ancient part, 

W Repeat its famous turn of dollur-seooping! 

| * O memories of the urgent boomster's art, 
j And that persistent noiso of Hooper whooping, 
Down to tho Lnst Chance and the Closing Door, 

And then tho Absolutely Last, and then some more! 

Thoso shrill appeals to get the Work to-day 
(W itli the superb revolving fumod-oak garage)— 
How well they followed up their fearful prey 
Till the massed thunders of the final barrage 
Such pressure on jour tympanum would bring 
That you could hoar no moro, and had to buy the thing. 

. O. S. 

The Giant’s Robe—Cheap. 

“Eon Sale.—S uperior Dross Suit, 37chest, City made, silt facings 
and lining, worn twice, no furthor use, suitable for individual 7 ft. 8 in. 
l'rico 4 guineas."— Local l'apcr. 

"Paying (1 ousts Wanted—F rom 1st June, married couple with 
> no children ; also at onco, binglo married lady or gentleman for three 
! .single rooms or ono single married couple."— Indian Paper. 

To bo in keoping with tho inhabitants the house, no doubt, 
is "semi-detached." 

" 250 WORDS. TWO GUINEAS. 

THE YOUNG WIFE’S ALLOWANCE.” 

Daily Paper. 

Tho young husband who tries to got off for two guineas will 
find that the young wife regards two hundred and fifty 
; words as entirely inadequate. 


OUR SUPER-PILGRIM’S PROGRESS, 


great journey through Spain and North Africa whumbas' 
been issued through Reuter’s agency has: stimulated bat not: 
allayed curiosity. It is therefore with, unfeigned pleasure 
that we are able to supplement this jejune summary with 
some absolutely authentic details supplied us by a Levantine, 
detective of unimpoachable veracity whoshadowed the party. 

Of the journey through Spain he has little to. say. Lord 
Northsquith attended a bull-fight at Seville, at which an 
extraordinary incident occurred. At the moment, when. thp. 
distinguished visitor entered the ring and was taking his 
scat in the Royal Box, the bull, a huge and remarkably, 
ferocious animal, suddenly threw up its hind legs and, after 
pawing tho air convulsively for a few seconds, fell dead on 
the spot. No reason could he assigned for this rash act,, 
which caused a very painful impression, but it is a curious 
fact that it synchronized exactly with the issue of the special 
edition of the Seville ovening Tarantula, with the placard 
“ Strange behaviour (extravngancia) of tho British Prime 
Minister." 

At a subsequent interview with Count Rom anon kh, Lord 
Northsquith was reluctantly obliged to confirm tho state¬ 
ment that Mr. Lloyd Georue was still under the impression 
that the Spanish Alhambra was a late replica of a theatre 
in London, but bogged him not to attach undue importance 
to the misapprehension. 

Tho tour in Morocco was not attondod by any specially 
untoward incidents, but at Marrakesh a group of Berbers 
evinced some hostility, which Was promptly converted into 
effusive enthusiasm on their learning that Lord Northsquith 
was not of Welsh origin. Similar assurances were conveyed 
to the sardine-fishers of the ooast, with benoficial results. 
The Pasha of Marrakesh expressed the hope that Lord 
Northsquith was not disappointed with the Morocco, Atlas, 
and the illustrious stranger wittily rejoined, " No, but you 
should see my now morocco-bound Times Atlas." When 
tho remark was translated to tho Pasha ho laughed very 
courteously. 

Always interested in the relies of the mighty past Lord 
Northsquith mode a special trip to tho East Algori&n High¬ 
lands to visit Timgad, and spent several minutes in the 
tepidariim of the Roman baths. It was understood from 
the expression of his features that ho was profoundly im¬ 
pressed by tho superiority of the arrangements over those 
contemplated by the Coalition Minister of Health iu the 
now bath-houses to he erected in Limehouso. 

Lastly the tour included a Hying visit to Carthage. The 
French avchmologists in charge of the excavations had 
recently dug up a colossal statue of Hannibal, and the 
resemblance to Lord Northsquith was so extraordinary that 
many of them were moved to transports of delight. They 
were however unanimous in their conviction that the de¬ 
plorable state of the ruins was largely, if not entirely, due, 
to Mr. Lloyd George’s ignorance of Phconician geography. 


A Startling Disclosure. 

From “ Answers to Correspondents" in a Canadian Paper: 

"Q.—Is it not a fact, that all of Lipton’s challengers were built, 
stronger and heavier than tho American cup defenders, to enable 
thorn to cross tho Atlantic?—A. D. B., Montreal. 

A.—Yes, they wore built stronger as they had to cross tho ocean 
under their own steam." 

" Serious injuries were sustained by -—, aged 54, while assisting 
in discharging cargo. Shortly beforebne. o'clock, it is stated, aobeese 
struck him and knockod him downProuineinl Paper. ... ; , ...j 

We have always maintained that these dangerous creature^ 
should not be allowed to run loose. k 
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THE “ WITHDRAWAL " FROM MOSCOW. 

Chores of Haef-Reyolgtiosists support Messrs. Showdeh ahd Rahsat Macdosald by sikoikc "The Red (but hot too Red) Flag. 
fThe Independent Labour Party by a large majority has voted in favour of withdrawing from the Moscow Internationale.j 
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LITTLE BITS OF LONDON. 

■ Tiuo Houses ok Paui.iamknt. 

The guido-bonks have a good deal to 
9ay about the Houses of Parliament, 
hut the poople who write guide-hooks 
never go to the really amusing places 
and never know the really interesting 
things. For instance they have never 
yet explained what it is that the House 
of Commons smells of. I do not refer 
to the actual Chambor, which merely 
smolls like the Tube, but the lofty pas¬ 
sages and lobbies where the statues 
are. The smell, I think, is a mixture 
of cathedrals and soap. It is a baffling 
hut rather seductive smell, and they 
tell me that tlio policemen miss it when 
they are transferred to point-duty. Pos¬ 
sibly it is this smell which makes ox- 
■ I’Verniers want to go back there. 

Hut let us have no cheap mockery 
;of the Houses of Parliament, bocause 
there is a lot to be said for thorn. Tlioy 
are much the best houses for hide-and- 
sook I know. The parts which are 
dear to the public, the oathedral parts, 
■are no good for that, but behind them 
and under them and all, round them 


there are milos and miles of superb 
secret passages and back staircases, the 
very place for a wet afternoon. They 
are decorated liko second-class waiting- 
rooms and lead to a lot of rooms like 
third-class waiting-rooms; and at every 
corner there is a policeman; but this 
only adds to the oxcitomcnt. Besides, 
at any moment you may blunder into 
some very secret waiting-room "labelled 
“ Serjcant-at-Aims.” 

If you are seen by tho Sbu.jeant-at- 
Ahmk you havo lost the game, and if 
you are seen by a Lord of the Treasury 
I gather from the policemen that you 
would bo put in the Tower. Or you may 
start light-heartedly from tho Refresh¬ 
ment Department of the House of 
Commons and find yourself suddenly in 
the bowels of the House of Lords, pro¬ 
bably in the very passage to the Loan 
Chancellor's Secretary's Room. 

Still, there is no other way for 
Private Secretaries to take exercise and 
at tho same time avoid their Members 
without actually leaving the building, 
so risks of that sort have to be faced. 

While the Private Secretary-is play¬ 
ing hide-and-seek in the passages and 


purlieus his Motnber waits for him in 
the Secretaries’ Room. Tho Secretaries' 
Room is tho real seat of legislation in 
this country, and it is surprising that 
Mr. Bagehot gavo it no place in His 
account of the Constitution. It is also 
surprising, in viow of its importance, 
that it should he such a dismal, ill- 
furnished and thoroughly mouldy room. 
It is a rotten room. Mr. Asquith, 
when a Private Secretary, is reported 
to have said of it, “ In the whole course 
.of my political career I can recall no 
case of administrative myopia at all 
parallel to the folly or ineptitude which 
has condemned the authors of legisla¬ 
tion in His Majesty’s Parliament to dis¬ 
charge their functions in this grotesque 
travesty of a legislative chamber, this 
sombre and obscuro repository of 
mouldering archives and forgotten re¬ 
cords, where the constructive states¬ 
men of to-morrow are expected to shape 
their Utopias in an atmosphere ‘of 
disillusion and decay, in surroundings 
appointed to be the shameful sepulchre, 
of the nostrums of the past.” If that 
is what Mr. Asquith said, I agree Witlr 
him'; if he didn’t say it, I wiShhebstd. 1 
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The room is pitch-dark always, and 
it is full of tables and touios. The 
tables are waiting-room tables and tho 
tomes are as Mr. Asquith has described 
them. It is divided into two by a swing- 
door. Ono part is the female Private 
Secretary part, the other is tho male 
Private Secretary part, and it is lament¬ 
able to record that no romance has over 
occurred betwoen a male Private Secre¬ 
tary and a female one. 

Tho room is plentifully supplied with 
House of Commons’ stationery, which 
disappears at an astonishing rate. This 
is because tho Members como in and 
remove it by tho gross, knowing full 
well that tho Skiuhant-at-Aums will 
suspect the Private Secretaries. It is 
a hard world. 

However, this is whore the Members 
como to their Private Secretaries for in¬ 
structions. They como tlioro nominally 
to dictate lottors to their constituents, 
but really they como to bo told what 
amendments to movo and what ques¬ 
tions to ask and what tho Prainago 
Bill is about, and whether they ought 
to support the Dentist Qualification 
(Ireland) (No. 2) Bill, or not. lb is 
awful to think that if tho Private 
Secretaries downed tools tho wliolo 
machinery of Parliament would stop. 
No questions would be asked and no 
amendments moved and no speechos 
made. The Government would have 
things all their own way. Unloss, 
of course, the Government’s Private 
Secretaries struck too. But of courso 
the Government's Private Secretaries 
never would, the dirty blacklegs! 

Aftor the Secretaries’ Room perhaps 
tho most interesting thing in tho two 
IIousos is tho House of Lords sitting 
as tho Supremo Court. Everybody 
ought to soo that. There is a nice old 
man sitting in tho iniddlo in plain 
clothes and several other nice old men 
in plain clothes sitting about on the 
benches, with little card-tables in front 
of them. Two or three of them have 
boards, which is against, the best tra¬ 
ditions of tho Law. But thoy are very 
jolly old inen, and now and then one 
of them sits up and moves his lips. 
You can soc then that he is putting a 
sly quostion to tho barrister who is 
talking at the counter, though you can't 
hoar anything heenuso thoy all whisper. 
While tho barrister is answering, an¬ 
other old man wakes up and puts a 
sly question,’ so' a3 to confuse the 
barrister. That is tho game. The bar¬ 
rister who gets thoroughly annoyed 
first loses the cusc. 

They havo quite enough to annoy 
them already. Thoy are all cooped up 
In a minute pen about eight toet square. 
There are eight of them, four K.C.’s and 
four underlings. They have nowhere to 



put their papers and nowhere to stretch 
thoirlegs. They sit there getting cramp, 
or they stand at tho counter talking to 
the old men. In oither position they 
grow more and more annoyod. Four 
of them are famous mon, earning thou¬ 
sands and thousands. Why do thoy 
endure it? Becauso lawyors, contrary 
to the common belief, are tho most 
long-suffering profession in tho world. 
That is why they aro the only Trndo 
Union whose members have only half- 
an-hour for lunch. Well, it is thoir 
funeral; but if I wore a K.C. sitting in 
that pen, with tho whole of the House 
of Lords empty in front of me, I should 
got over the couuter and walk about. 
Thou tho LoiipChancellob might have 
a fit; and that alono would mako it 
worth while. 

The only other interesting place in the 
Houses of Parliament is the Strangers’ 


Dining Room. This is interesting be¬ 
causo the Members there are all terri¬ 
fied lost you should hear what they aro 
going to say. Thoy nevor know who 
may bo at tho next table—a journalist 
or a Bolshevist or a landowner—and 
thoy talk with one eye permanently over 
their shoulder. It must bo very painful. 

But of courso the bust time to visit 
the House is when it is not sitting, be¬ 
causo then, if you aro lucky, you may 
sit with impunity on the Front Bench 
and put your feet up on tho table. If 
you are unlucky you will ho shot at 
dawn. A. P. II. 

i*-HOOTS 

HAVE J1I1KN 

Ts Kvkiiyboiiy'h Mourn." 

Aiht. in hoeil Paper. 

Wo fear tho advertiser has put his foot 
in it. 
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LABOUR AND THE RUSSIAN BALLET. 

I wasn't present at the station when 
Madame Pavlova arrived in London, 
bringing with her, as I have been as¬ 
sured by six different newspapers, no 
fewer than throe hundred and oighty- 
iive piecos of luggage. But I have 
seen, thanks to Sir J. if. Bakhik, the 
transformation whiuh a Russian prima 
ballerina makes in an English country 
home, so I happen to know exactly 
what occurred. I think it deserves to 
ho recorded. Very well then. 

Scene. —A Metropolitan railway term¬ 
inus, though you woukln’t perhaps re¬ 
cognise it, because it looks a little like 
the interior of a Greek cathedral and a 
little like the fair at Nijiii Novgorod, 
and the posters have obviously been 
■painted by Mr. Wyndham Lewis 
or somebodylike that. One porter is 
discovered leaning against an auto¬ 
matic sweet machine designed by an 
Expressionist sculptor, lie is wear¬ 
ing a long mole-coloured smock, and 
looking with extreme disfavour at liis 
luggage-truck, which has somehow gol 
itself painted bright blue and green, 
with red wheels. Music by J. 11. 
Thomaski. 

[Enter L., puffing slowly, the boat- 
train. The engine and carriages 
resemble Early-Victorian prints. 
Madame Pavlova descends, and 
in a very expressive dance con¬ 
veys to the Porter that she has 
one or two trunks in the guard’s 
van ivhich she ivanls him to con¬ 
vey to a taxicab. 

Tarter. '0w many is thcro, lady ? 

I L’avlova pirouettes a little more 
and points three hundred and 
eighty-five times at the station- 
roof with her right toe. 

Toi ler. Can’t he done nohow. 

| Pavlova dances adance indicative 
of absolute and heartrending de¬ 
spair, terminating in an appeal 
to the heavens to come to her aid. 
Enter It. an important-looking 
personage uith a long white 
heard, wearing a costume which 
■might be called a commission¬ 
aire's if it wasn’t so like a karte¬ 
ll uin’s. 

1‘orler {impi essively and with evident 
relief). The Sta/.ione Maestro! 
TheStazioneMaestro. Wliat'sall this? 

[Pavlova dances an explanation of 
f/ie.impasso. The S.-M. awl the 
Porter remove tlicir caps and 
scratch their heads solemnly, to 
slow music. 

The S.-M. {after deep cogitation). This 
must bo referred to the N.U.R. 

[Enter suddenly, B. and L., danc¬ 
ing, the Central Executive Com¬ 
mittee of the N.U.Jft. There is 


thunder and lightning. Pavlova 
repeats her appeal. The C.E.C. 
confabulate. The Chairman fin¬ 
ally announces that the thing is 
entirely contrary to the principles 
of their Union, and if the Station- 
master permits it he must take 
the consequences. ’The C.E.C. 
disappear. 

The S.-M. What about it, Bill? 

Porter. Wc ’ll do it. {He dances.) 
Hero goes, Mum. 

| Enter, suddenly, chorus of porters 
with multicoloured trucks. {They 
arc the same as the C.E.C. really, 
but they have changed their 
clothes.) Aided by the S.M. and 
Bill they remove the three hun¬ 
dred and eighty-five packages, 
and wheel them, walking on their 
toes, to the station exit, H. Here 
is seen a taxicab whose driven, is 
wrapped in profound meditation 
and smoking a hookah, the bowl 
of which rests on the pavement. 
It is represented to him that a 
lady with some luggage desires to 
charter his conveyance and pro¬ 
ceed to Hampstead. lie comes for¬ 
ward to the centre and explains: 

1. That it is near the dinner- 
hour. 

‘1. 'That he has no petrol. 

H. That he wouldn't do it for 
Lloyd Gkokue hisself. 
He retires to his vehicle and re¬ 
sumes his hookah. Pavlova 
dances some dances expressive of 
Spring, of Butterflies, of Flowers, 
of Unlimited Gold. In the midst 
of the final passage the driver 
leaps from his seat, rushes on to 
the platfoim, jumps three hun¬ 
dred and eighty-five times into 
the air, whirls Pavlova off her 
toes and dashes from side to side, 
carrying her in one hand. He 
finally flings her into the taxicab 
and returns to his scat. The, lug¬ 
gage is piled upon the roof by 
dancing porters and tied with 
many-coloured ribbons. The taxi 
departs in a cloud of petrol, the. 
driver steering ivith his toes and 
■manipulating the clutches with 
h is hands. Farewells are waved 
and finally, surrounded by the 
lest of the porters, the Station 
Master and Bill dance a dance 
of Glad Sacrifice, slab themselves 
with their hands, and die. 

Cuktain of Smoke. 

Mind you, as 1 said at tho beginning, 
I wasn’t there myself, but I helped to 
steer three boxes to the seaside during 
the Easter holiday without the bland¬ 
ishments of Art. So I know something. 

Evoa. 


LABUNTUR ANNI. 

To a Cuital Head on the Wall of 
a London Club. 

Liqht in the East, the dawn wind .sing¬ 
ing. 

Solemn and grfiy and chill, 

Rose in tho sky, with Orion swinging 
Down to the distant hill; 

The grass dew-pearled and the mohiva 
shaking 

Her scented petals across the track, 
And tho herd astir to tho new day 
breaking— 

Gods! how it all comes back. 

So it was, and on such a morning 
Somobody's bullet sped, 

And you, as you called to the herd a 
warning, 

Dropped in the grasses dead ; 

And some stout hunter’s heart was 
brimming 

For joy that tho gods of sport were 
good— 

With a lump in his throat and his oyes 
a-dimming, 

As tho cyos of sportsmen should;— 

As mine have done in the springtime 
running, 

As mine in tho halcyon days 
Ere trigger-finger had lapsed from cun¬ 
ning 

Or foot from tho forest ways, 

When 1 ’d wako with the stars and tho 
sunrise meeting 

In the dewy fragrance of myrrh and 
musk, 

Peacock and spurfowl sounding a greet- 
ing 

And tho jungle mine till dusk. 

You take me back to tho valleys of 
laughter, 

The hills that hunters love, 

The sudden rain and tho sunshine after, 
Tho cloud and tho blue above, 

The morning mist and creatures crying, 
Tho beat in the drowsy afternoon, 
Clear washed evo with the sunset dying, 
Night and tho hunter’s moon. 

Not till all trees and jungles perish 
Shall wo go back that way 
To thoso 'dear hills that the hunters 
cherish, 

Where the hearts of the hunters stay; 
So you dream on of the anoieut glories, 
Of water-meadows and hinds and 
stags, 

While I and my like tell old, old 
stories ... 

Ah! but it drags—it drags. II. B, 


“ Matrimony. 

Accountant would write up Books, also Tax 
Returns; moderate charges.” 

Liverpool Paper. 

This is much more delicate than the 
usual crude stipulation that the lady 
must have means. 






MANNERS AND MODES. 

A NEO-GEORGIAN TRIES TO MAKE THEM UNDERSTAND. 
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PEACE WITH HONOUR. 


before you existed at all, it was my “ That is all, Cecilia,” I said: 
custom to rauiblo o'er the dewy meads, is how' he got to Blighty.” 

„i_i •_ n.. \t: _i_ l. it _:ii ___ j _iii i.1. 


This is tlio story of Mr. Holmes, the plucking the nimble Nipplewort and “ Wo will now proceed with tho sub- 
Curate, and of how he brought peaco the shy Speedwell. 1 breakfasted on jeet in hand," said John after a mo- 


to our troubled house. Tho principal botany.” ment's 

characters are John, my brother-in-law, “Talking of botany,'' I broke in, crusher 
and Margery, my uninurried sister, and, " there was a chap in my platoon-” pocket. 


ment's silence. Ho produced a small 
broke in, crushed piece of green-stuff from his 


at tho bottom of the programme, in large 
lettors, Mr. Holmos, the Curate. 1 have “ Do you suggest,” 1 asked, “ that ho as we usod to say in tho Great War, 

a small walking-on part. The story was not in my platoon '.’ ” ‘ Qn'rst-cc-qito rest qua reel ?’ Any 

will now commenco. “I suggest nothing,''ho answered; suggestions tiiat it is of the Lemon 

John and Margery wont out for a “ 1 only know that they can’t all have species will ho returned unanswered, 

walk in tho beautiful Spring sunshine been in your platoon.” For my part 1 say it is Hairy Bittor- 


John 'groaned loudly. 


11 Tho question before the house is, 


as friendly as friendly. ,Thev camo back 
throe hours lator—well, Cecilia (his 


“All who, .John? ” asked Cecilia. 

“ All the chaps ho tells us about. 


cress. 

“ And I say it's Hazel Calkin,” said 


wifo) and 1 heard them at least two Haven’t you noticed, since ho camo Margery. 

villages away. home, it's impossible to mention any “ And what says Hubert tho hcrbal- 

They both rushed into the room type or freak or extraordinary itidi- ist ? ” asked John, handing tho wood 
covered with mud uud shouting at tho vidual that wasn’t like somebody in to me. 

tops of their voices. I ~ ■ | I examined it care- 


“Cecilia,” roared ^ y . 

John, “order this girl ] ___ - f '' 

out of my house. Sho j j"'| —-. 

shan’t stay under my r—. ;«.l r D J i--j . I 

roof another hour.” ] H • V.' !; ' » h I , . *ffft I [ 

“Cecilia,” shriokod 1 J i ^ ^ i ,,f ® | I 

Margery, “ ho's an J j i, j j 1 1 ' | 

obstinate ignorant j — 1 ] i Jai^**** I — j - - 

wretch, and thank I • Mila «v_J - *? _ j 

“ cushion 0V« " %\. wflflh / 

my head. I/A \\\ wUlllllml mM --7 hi 

Cocilia kept hers. \ 1 

“ If you will both go ||§| \\ \ — ' / v/IfllRMlllw f I T1 J 

out of tho room,” sho Mr'' / [1 mm 

said, “ tako olf your " / / 

filthy boots and come r 

back in your right 

minds and deuont . 

clothing I’ll try to un- 

derstand what you are ^1 j7 l'atnm (who has heard smnelhiioj about n Modern Morement). “Now you 'uu 

both talking about j CA * hwxxixihk the flack.* 

They crawled out of- 

tho room abjectly and I came out into I his platoon ? It must have been about 


the open onco more. 

“ Good Lord ! What a family to bo “ I treat your insults with contompt,” "Catkin yourself,” from John, and 
in ! ” J said. I said, “and proceed with my story, soon adlib. 

* This chap bad tho samo affliction that They kept it carefully in a small pot 

“ Cecilia,” said John at tea, "hark- lias takon Margery and yourself. Ho in tho window, and if one looked at it 
ing hack to tho question of Hairy spent his life searching for specimens tho other watched jealously for foul 

Bittcrcross-" of tho Biuglo-weed and tho five-leaved play. 

“Hazel Catkin,” said Margery. Funglohid. At hayonot-drill he would “On Saturday,” said John, "the 

“Whatonearth-?”bognnCecilia, stopinthemiddleofa’long-point,short- Curate is coming to tea. lie is a man 

“I’ll tell her, "said Margery quickly, point, jab’ to pluck asuddenOojiih-herry of wisdom and a botanist to boot—or 
“Cecilia, wo bad a competition this that caught his eye. In tho end his do I mean withal? On Saturday the 
afternoon, seeing who could find most passion got him to Blighty." Hairy Bittercress sliallbo publicly pro- 

signs of Spring. Well, 1 loumi a bit of “ How ?” asked Margery. claimed by its rightful name.” 

IlazolCatkin-” “Well,” 1 continued, "it was the " Which is Hazel Catkin,” said Mar- 

“ Hairy Bittercress,” said John. morning of tho great German attack, gory. 

"I tell you-" wont on Margery. My friond- or—I will call him X—and Saturday camo and Saturday nfter- 

“ If you will calm yourself,” inter- myself were retiring on the villago of— noon, and, about three o'clock, the 
rupted John with dignity, “ wo will er—Y, followed by about six million Curate. I saw him .coming and met 
discuss tho point.” Germans. Shots were falling all round him at the door. 

“There'8 nothing to discuss. Wlmt up, when suddenly X saw a small wild "Good afternoon, Mr. Holmes,” I 


five thousand per cent, ovor strength.” throw out. 


I examined it care¬ 
fully through the ring 
of my napkin. 

- - — - » Well,” 1 said, 

" 1 “ speaking hugely, I 

| should say it is cither 

I f* Mustard or Cress, or 
’•j both as the case may 

I was howled down 

k° ar< ^ lots of 
tho wood during the 
Iflk next few days. Each 

morning at breakfast 
sprouted forth as it 
* wore. 

“ And bow is tho 
Great Unknown?" I 
would ask. 

***•*'— - The Hairy Bittor- 

“Now vou'jie cross is thriving, wo 
hash it at.i., thitn k you," John 

-would answor. 

“Hazel Catkin,” Margery would 


"Catkin yourself,” from John, and 
so on ad lib. 

They kept it carefully in a small pot 


afternoon, seeing who could find most passion got him to Blighty." Hairy Bittercress Bliallbo publicly pro- 

signs of Spring. Well, 1 loumi a bit of “ How ? ” asked Margery. claimed by its rightful name.” 

Ilazol Catkin-” “Well,” i continued, "it was the “ Which is Hazel Catkin,” said Mar- 

“ Hairy Bittercress,” said John. morning of tho great German attack, gory. 

"I tell you-" wont on Margery. My friond- or—I will call him X—and Saturday camo and Saturday after- 

“ If you will calm yourself,” inter- myself were retiring on the villago of— noon, and, about three o'clock, the 

rupted John with dignity, “ wo will er—Y, followed by about six million Curate. I saw him .coming and met 

discuss tho point.” Germans. Shots were falling all round him at the door. 

“There’s nothing to discuss. What up, when suddenly X saw a small wild "Good afternoon, Mr. Holmes,” I 
do you know about botany, I’d like to flower at his feet. lie bent down to said. “You come to a house of bitter- 

know?" pick it up and—er-” ness and strife. Walk right in." 

“ My dear child,” said John, “ when “ That is quite enough, Alan,” said “ Indeed I trust not,” he 6aid. 
you were an infant - in - arms, nay, Cecilia. “ Come with me,” I replied; " I will 






Aaito i4, «*>•] 


PUNCH, OR r THfr LONDON CHARIVARI/ 



*mk 


■% -kMii'vWX 

vi A 4 » am 
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“On, don’t 1 T I (ST MY HUT.'' 


loll you all about it.” And I led him 
on lip-too to a quiet spot. 

“ Mr. Holmes,” 1 said, “ you know 
the family well. We have always boon 
a happy loving crowd, have we not ? ” 

“ Indeed you have,” he said politely. 

“ Well,” I continued, “ a weed has 
split us asundor. My brother-in-law 
and my younger sister are on the point 
of committing mutual murder.” 

I explained the whole situation and 
drew a harrowing picture of its elTcct 
on our family life. “Unloss you help 
us,” I said, “ this Hazel Catkin or Hairy 
Bittercrcss will ruin at least four pro¬ 
mising young lives.” 

“ But I hardly see how I am to-’’ 

began Mr. Holmes. 

I told him what to do. 

“But surely,” lie said, “they will 
know better than that.” 

“ No, they won’t,” 1 said. “ Neither 
of them knows anything about it, really. 
Come, Mr! Holmes, it is for a good 
cause.” 

“Very well,” he said. “Perhaps the 
end justifies the means. Wo will see 
whiu fte can do.” 

“ Good man," I said. “ Children un¬ 
b orn will bless your name for this day’s 


I took him to the dining-room, whore 
Margery and John wero sitting. 

“ Hero is Mr. Holmes,” I said. 

They both mado a dash at him. 

“ Mr. Ilolmos,” said John, “ wc seek 
your aid. You have a wide and deep 
knowledge of geography — that is 
botany, and you shall sottlo a problem 
that is ruining my home.” 

‘‘Certainly I will do my best,” said 
Mr. Ilolmes. And then without a blush: 
“ What is the problem, may 1 ask? ” 

“We liavo found a pieco of——” 
began John. 

“Don’t tell him,” shrioked Margery. 
“ Let him see for himself.” 

They fetched the weed and handed it 
reverently to the Curate. 

Mr. Holmes looked at it carefully. 
Tie breathed on it and moistened it with 
his finger. At last he looked up. 

“ This is a very rare specimen indeed," 
he said; “ I never remember to have 
seen one quite liko it. it is in fact a 
hybrid.” lie stopped and beamed at us. 

"What’s it called?" shrieked Mar¬ 
gery and John together. • 

Mr. Holmes chose his words carefully. 

“It is oalled,”he said," Hairy Catkin." 

There was a pause while Margery 
and John gazed at each other. 


‘“Hairy Calkin,'” said John sol¬ 
emnly. 

“Then—then wo 'reboth right! ” said 
Margery. 

Tlioy looked at each other again and 
then did the only thing possible in tlio 
circumstances. Each fell on the other’s 
ncclc. 

Air. Ilolmes and I shook hands 
silently. = _ - - .- 

The Wool Shortage. 

“ IllanUcts, guaranteed all wood.” 

J’rorineial Paper. 

“ Antiipic Carved Kbony Carpet.” 

Another J’rorinrial Paper. 

•• Within there is the delicious scout of 
tunning logs, and all the fragrance of only a 
I Ail. stamp.”-- Daily Paper. 

Wo have tusLed the hacks of theso 
stamps—a delicious bouquet, 

“iSerwick (iuardiuus on Kuo-.day fuvour- 
taiining in Ireland, was more ablo to deal 
receive their rates. The candidate, Sir. I). 
saanjd jo noijisod joj jom'q ouj, •uoundo 
accompanied (eastings and jollification, and 
sentatiou what elections were like in the 
the business of auctioneer.” 

North-Country Paper. 

Portions of the paragraph are not too 
blear, but we should say there was no 
doubt about the jollification. 
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‘‘Hei.i.0, I’issie! So you’he assistino at 


CHIPPO’S SCENARIO. 

[With the British Army in France.) 

It was tho Socictc Grand Guignol do 
Cinema’s busy day. On tho boach at 
Potitevillo cameras woro rattling away 
like machino guns, ordors • from tho 
producer were liissing through the air 
with tho vicious’ liuni of ’explosive 
bullets, and weary supers woro march¬ 
ing aud oountor-marching in a stato of 
hopeless apathy. 

At the very height of thoso operations 
Chippo Munlcs wandered i n tothe camera 
barrage and got firmly entangled in 
tho picture. As "crowd in background” 
was indicated by tho scenario,’ the 
producer refrained from killing Chippo 
out of hand—in fact he invited Iub co¬ 
operation for another crowd a little 
later on. Thus it was that Chippo 
earned the right to describe himself as 
a "fillum actor,” with licence to speak 
familiarly of his colleagues, Chaulf.s 
Chaplin and Mary Pickfobd, and full 
powers to pose as the ultimate au¬ 
thority of the camp whenever oinomas 
were mentioned. 


At tho Cafd des l’romenours it was 
generally assumed that Chippo was 
inoroly waiting for a fat contract from 
the Societe Grand Guignol, and pending 
its arrival ho explained ’ that he was 
constructing a suitable scenario. 

’ “ The pubtic," ho said, “ is fed up 
with Toxas rancheros in Anzac ’atsand 
antimacassar trousers playing pokor 
dice with one ’and and keeping a sus¬ 
tained ’burst of rapid fire against their 
opponents with the other. They wants 
something true to life. Now, my fillum 
opens at tho Caf6 do 1’Avenir, where a 
stout old British soldier runs a Crown 
an’ Anchor board at personal loss, but 
’appy in the knowledge that ’o is 
amusing his comrades." . 

“ Tho same answering to tho name of 
Chippo Munks ? ” interjected Chris 
Jones. 

" The name on the programme is 
Reginald Denvers," said Chippo firmly. 
“ Acrost the way, at the Cafe do la 
Yache Noire, a drunken unprincipled 
gambler named Jim Blaney — which 
you will also reckernise is an alias— 
regularly pockets the pay of ’is fellow- 


soldiers under protonco of a square deal 
at banker an’ pontoon. One night, 
’aving sucked ’is victims dry for tho timo 
being and also largoly taken ’is cawfeo 
avec, Blaney goos acrost to tho Avenir 
an’ sets ’is stall out there. Reginald 
remonstrates. 

“ * I ’in the Groat White Chief in this 
‘ostolry,’ says ho, ‘ an’ we don’t want no 
thrce-canl-trick sharks butting in.’ 

“ * My modost shrinking vi’let,’ says 
Blaney, ‘ I ’ll play where I blinking 
woll please.’ 

"Reginald thereupon remarks that 
sooner than allow ’is innocent patrons 
|to be swindled by a six-fingered thim¬ 
blerigging son of a confidence trickster 
’o’d start in an* expose ’im. 

“ At this point Blaney swears to be 
revonged, an’ there is a hintorval of 
a minute whilo the next part of the 
fillum is bein’ prepared. 

"The following scene shows Blaney 
all poshed up and busy trying to worm 
’is way into the confidence of Suzanne 
(the daughter of the patron of the Caf6 
de 1’Avenir), who onerishes a secret 
passion for Reginald. ’£ kids ’er to 
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“ ‘ I ’ll nob givo him up while I have 
breath in my body,’ says tho Provost- 
Sorgcant. ‘ I’ve drawn Chelsea in the 
swoop.’ 

" Then should onsuo tho gloriousost 
shomozzlo that ever was; bub this scene 
is spoiled by somo miserable perisher 
who says itain'b worth wliilo making a 
rough house till they know who’s won. 
What really happens is that tlioy wait 
till the Sunday papers arrive, when it 
is found Suzanne ’as won tho sweep, 
’or 'aving drawn Sundorland, whgi was 
top-scorcr with seven goals. 

“it is thou that Iteyiiiaht's noblo 
nature shows itself. Instead of tolling 
'or that she’s won an’ then disap¬ 
pointing ’er by sayiug the prize money 
is in custody, ’o buys ’or ticket for ’alf- 
price. Thou 'o goes to tho compound 
an’ bribes tho sentry to let ’im talk to 
Blanca through tho barbed wire. 

“ * There’s tho winning tickot, 
Blanc;/,’ ’e says; 1 now pay out.' 

“ ‘Pay out?’ says Blanc;/, grinning 
hideously. ‘ Why, what do you think 1 
got into clink for?’ 

“ And the end como3 with llajinald 
stalking 'elplessly outside tho wire, an’ 
Blanc ij laughing an’ tauutiug ’iin from 
inside." 

“ I don’t .think much of it,” said 
Chris critically. " I know that Slaney— 
’im wliat you call Blaney —did actually 


do you down real proper, but as a 
iillum it ain’t a good ending.” 

11 PT’aps it ain’t--as it stands,” 
admitted Chippo, “but when I’m de¬ 
mobilized—when llci/nmld is demobi¬ 
lized, T should say, an' 'o ’appens to 
meet that Jim Blanc;/ there’ll bo the 
lincst Iillum finish that’s ever been re¬ 
leased, if the police don't interfere.” 


THIS FOR REMEMBRANCE. 

[The (iovernment is reported to havo three 
million empty rum jais for salo.J 

I ’\ 13 long mused on buying a rille, 

A chunk of au aoroplano’s gear 
Or other bolligcrent trifle 
By way of a small souvenir; 

1 'vo thought ’twould he lino (and your 
pardon 

I beg if this savours of swuuk) 

If tho grotto that graces my garden 
We.e topped by a tank. 

But only this morn I decided 
Exactly the tiling I preferred 
To call hack the prodigies I did 

When the call for fatigue men was 
hoard; 

Though my life is again a civilian’s, 
Martial glories shall come hack to 
view 

If I buy from these derelict millions 
A rum jar or two. 


Though the spirit’s long sinco been a 
“ goner,” 

Though tlio uttermost heel-tap be 
drained, 

l w ill givo them a place of high honour, 
Well knowing that ouco they con¬ 
tained 

My solaco when seasons were rotten, 
When tho cold put my courage to 
flight, 

Or tho sergeant, perchance, had for¬ 
gotten 

To kiss me good-uight. 

In a world that is apt to bo trying. 
When things are inclined to go ill 

And I’m sitting despondently sigh¬ 
ing. 

Perhaps they will comfort mo still; 

At the sight of these humble memontoes 
It may he once more I shall know 

From tho crown of my head to my ten 
toes 

That radiaut glow. 


Journalistic Candour. 

" Chances Missed. 

\\y The Daily Mail correspondent recently 
in France .”—Daily Mail. 

“ ‘ The Trojan Person in Pink ’ will All the 
bill nt tho Hay market. ”—Evening Paper.; • 

Is this intended for a description of thg. 
lady to whom Paris gave the golden 
apple? “ - ‘ 'W. 
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THE WORM TURNS. 

A ,IU<Hil,KR'S COMIC ASSISTANT RKFFSHS TO Ml'FI'’ Ills THICKS. 


1‘RKSENCH OP MIND. 
Pnoun is not tlio word for mo 
When I hear my 8-h.p. 

Latest model motor-bike, 

Having dodged the latest strike, 

Is awaiting mo complete 
At the garage down the street. 

•Joyfully I take my way 
(And a cheque-book too to pay 
The two hundred odd tlioy thought it 
ltight to chargotho man who bought 
it). 

Still, it is a lovely creature, 
Up-to-date in every fcaturo, 

And a side-car, painted carmine— 
Joy! to think they really are mine! 

Time is short; I don't lose much in 
Starting, and I let the clutch in; 
Lest I should accelerate 
Passing through the garage-gate, 
Feeling certain as to what 'll 
Happen, I shut oil the throttle, 
When—my heart begins to heat— 

I’m propelled across the street 
I-n a way I never reckoned,. 
Gathering speed at every second. 

Frantic, I apply the brake, 

Realising my mistake 
With my last remaining wit: 

I've not shut, but opened ill 
In afaofcher instant I 
! Hit the curb and Mart to fly.' 


Aeronautic friends of mine 
Say that flying is divine; 

Now 1 ’vo iriod it l confess 
Few tilings interest me less, 

Still, l own that in a sense 
it is an experience. 

These and other thoughts arc there 
As I whistle through the air, 

And continue till 1 stop 
In an ironmonger’s shop 
(Kept hy Mr. Ilorno, a kind 
Soul, hut deaf and very blind). 

Still—1 mention this with pride, 
For it shows how well I ride— 

I have left tho hike outsido. 

* 

Little Mrs. Horne is sitting 
In the neat hack-parlour, knitting. 
Mr. Horne, who hears tho din 
Which I make in coming in, 
Loaves tho shop and says to her: 

II Martha, hore’s a customer. 

From tho sound of clinking metal 
I should judge he wants a kettle.'’ 

Mrs. II. shows somo surprise 
At tho sight that greets her eyes, 
And, in answer to her shout, 

Mr. H. comes running out. 

# $ :.t * 

Now, it’s something of a stiaiu 
On the busy human brain 
Passing through a window-pane 
To decide what it will do 
When at last it's safely through. 


As 1 ga/o around I find—- 
Horror! why, 1 must ho blind ! 

Hlind or dead, I don’t know which— 
All about is black as pitch ; 

Thick the atmosphere as well 
With a dank metallic smell . . . 

Guessing that I am not dead 

I utlompt to loose my head 
From a kettle’s cold ouibrucc ; 

And, meanwhile, to save my face 
(Finding 1 can’t get it out), 

Say politely—up the spout- - 
“ Lovely morning, is it not, Horns? 
Think I ’ll tako this littlo lot, Horne; 
It is such a perfect tit, 

And I m so attached to it 
That I tind 1 cannot bring ” 

My own head to leave the thing. 

So you will oblige me greatly 
If you’ll pack them separately,” 

The Housing Stringency. 

"House fur K;i lu 12ft. liy 1ft., suitable for 
becl-sitting-room.”- 1'iorincial J Vyxv. 

Commercial Candour. 

II We claim that wo cun do you anything in 
our line ns well, or j crimps a little hit lest 
than you will get it at many other places.” 

Adit, in I.oial 1‘aper. 

I . 

" Ai.i.eui:d Wam.kt-Sn wunn Takus Two 
Omnihcses.” 

Jiwuing Sens. 

No wonder there is a shortage in 
London travelling facilities. 
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PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


THE WORD-BUILDERS; 

A Shortage ok Straw. 

Aitclikin lias been doing great tilings 
in forag'o, liut prosperity lias not spoilt 
him. Although he must ho awaro that 
I remember him in pro-war days', when 
ho used to strap-hang to tho City with 
his lunch in a satchel, nevertheless lie 
often invites mo round on those rare oc¬ 
casions when ho dines quietly at homo. 

The other evening, as ho toyed with 
a modest eigiit-eourso dinner, I per¬ 
ceived that his cheerfulness was a tritlo 
forced, and I thought that probably ho 
was worrying over the behaviour of his 
little son, who, tiring that afternoon of 
his motor scooter, had done incalculable 
damage to tho orchid-house with a 
homo-made catapult. 

When wo woro left alone with our 
cigars lie unburdened his soul. Jt 
appears that, ever since tho Armistice, 
ambition has spurred Aitclikin to he 
something more than tho “ A Co.” of a 
firm which has become torpid with war 
profits. Ho had decided to start in 
business “ on his Ionesomo," and to 
make “Aitclikin” and “ forago”synony¬ 
mous terms. Already he had taken 
over the premises of a sovereign purso- 
maker at a “ reasonable figure.” (When 
| Aitclikin is “reasonable” somohody 
loses money.) But his bargain did not 
includo a Telegraphic Address, and that 
morning, working from Ids lettor-head- 
ing, “ Alfred Aitclikin," ho had brought 
himself to compose an appropriate 
word. To the “ Alf ” of tho Christian 
name ho added “ Alpha " representing 
the initial of tho surnamo (F suspocted 
thoassistancoof hisludy-typist), making 
the completo word “ Alf - Alpha ” or, 
written phonetically,“Alfalfa”—Spanish 
for lucerne. It was a word which 
could not fail to fix itself indelibly in 
the minds of his clients, for it recalled 
not only Aitchkin’s name, hut the com¬ 
modity he dealt in. Full of the prido 
of authorship he luid driven round to tho 
G.P.O. in his touring car. 

“But thoy crabbod it at once,” he 
said sadly. “ Telegraphic addresses 
nowadays liavo to conform to a lot of 
rotten new rules.” 

IIo liandod me a slip of papor on 
which, over the dead body of "Alfalfa," 
he had jotted down the following 
notes: — 

(L) Not less than eight, not more 
than ten letters. 

(2) Must not he composed of words 
or parts of words. 

(8) Words or parts of words may be 
accepted if thoy appear in the middltf. 

(4) Must not look like a word. 

(5) Must be pronounceable. 

(6) Russian names, on account of 
theirunusualspolling.raiglithoftcoepted. 


“ And what’s more,” Aitchkin con¬ 
tinued, “even when you've got a word 
which tho Department will accept, it 
lias to be submitted to a Committee 
who take ‘ ten to fourteon days' to 
make up their minds." 

’ A faint tinkling of the piano came to 
our oars. Mrs. Aitclikin was waiting 
to sing to us. 1 produced pencil and 
paper and threw myself heart and soul 
into Aitchkin's problem. 

"Rules 2 and 8 are a little contra¬ 
dictory,” J said, “audit will require no 
slight ingenuity to form a combination 
of letters which shall ho pronounceable 
(Rule ft) and yet avoid tho dam liable 
appearance of a word (Iiulo4). The con¬ 
cession about Russian names reminds 
mo of something I have read about 
shaking hands with murder. In any 
caso it is a barren concession, hecauso, 
as wo liavo seen, telegraphic addresses 
must ho pronoimcuahlo. There is some¬ 
thing sinister here," I continued. " This 
is the work of no ordinary mind. Some 
logal brain is behind all this.” 

Love of tho bizarre and the latitude 
of tho Russian Rule led mo to make 
my first attempt with the name of that 
all-round Bolshevik sportsman, Bwiiin- 
jjnkoef, and I was ondcavouring to 
abridge it to not less than eight and not 
moro than ten letters without spoiling 
tho natural beauty of the name when 
Aitclikin stopped me rather brusquoly. 
And my next effort, " Plucikes,” he 
quashed, because-ho said that tho im¬ 
placable suspicion of the G.P.O. would 
ho at onco aroused by the diphthong. I 
fancy, though, from tho narrowing of 
his oyos that he had some misgivings 
as to tho derivation of the word. 

1 then set to work with alternate 
consonants and vowels (which must 
give a pronounceahlo word), doaling 
with difficulties undor tho other rules 
as thoy might oriso. Meanwhile Aitch¬ 
kin,' after the mauner of an obstruc¬ 
tionist official of tho worst type, sat 
ovorme with the rules, condemning my 
results. Even “ Telegrams: IIahaha- 
iiaiia London.” merely caused him to 
sniff contemptuously. 

" You ’ll like this ono,” I exclaimed — 
Ari.eyotx. This is a combination of 
tho word ‘ barley ’ (tho ‘b’ being 
troateil us obsolete like tho ‘n’ in 
* noraugo ’) and tho word 1 oat ’ with 
the • a' and ‘ t, ’ transposed.” 

Aitchkin was interested. Breathing 
heavily, ho tested tho word with each 
rulo in turn, whilo I sat relaxed in my 
chuir. I pictured Ahleyota passed by 
tlie Department and brought into a 
hushed chamber before a solemn con¬ 
clave of experts. How they would 
probe and aualyse it during tboso 
momentous ten to fourteen days. And 
wlmt a sonsation there would bo when 


they discovered that Ari.kyota begins 
and ends with tho indefinite article. 

Aitchkin thrust tho papers into his 
pocket and rose abruptly, jamming the 
stopper moro tightly into a decantor 
with Ids podgy hand. 

“Not too had, Arlkyota," 1io said 
loftily; “I’ll get thorn to polish it up 
at tho olfice to-morrow.” (So I was 
right about the lady-typist). 

He opened the door and we passed 
out. 

■ “ But it ends in ta,” ho shouted 
against the J loses of Picardy which 
now came with unbroken forco from 
tlio drawing-room. “‘Ta’ is a word, 
you know.” 

“ Yon may .use it as such,” I bawled, 
" hut thoy ’vo never heard of it among 
the stall of the G.P.O.” 


THE WANDERER IN NORFOLK. 

A Fantasia on Fast Anglian 
Place-Names. 

Tinp.i> by tho City’s ceaseless roaring 
I fly to Great or Littlo Snoring; 

When crowds grow riotous and lawless 
I seek repose at Stratton Strawless ; 
When feeling thoroughly wook-endish 
1 hie in haste to Barton Bcndish, 

Or vegetate at Little Hautbois 
(Still uuinvaded by the “ dough-hoy ”). 
The simplo rustic fare of Brockdisli 
Excols the choicest mado or mock dish ; 
Nor is tlioro any patois so 
Superb as that of Spooner Row. 
Pett-Rjoge's livoly Arthur Liillinyicn 
Might possibly he bored at Didlington ; 
And I admit that it would stump Shaw 
To stir up a revolt at Strumpshaw. 
Tho spirits of unrest are wholly 
Out of their elomont at Sloley; 

But even the woariest straphanger 
Regains his courago at Shelfangcr. 

No taint of Bolshevistic snarling 
Poisons the atmosphere of Larling, 
And infants in the throes of teething 
Becomo soraphical at Seothing. 

Nor must my homely Muso ho inuto on 
Tho charms of Guist and Sail and 
Booton, 

Shiinpling and Tallcrsolt and Stody 
(Which, he it noted, rhymes with ruddy), 
And fair Winfarthing, where King Two 
Would seek in vain for a casino 
Or even u flask of maraschino. 

For here, far from the sociul scurry 
That devastates suburban Surrey, 

You find the authentic countryside; 
Hero, taking Solitudo for bride, 

The wanderer almost forgets - . 
The jazzing crowd, the miners’ threats. 

'•UNAPPROACHABLE 
Family Ales ii Stout.” 

Advt. in Provincial Paper. 

This should please Mr. “ Pussyfoot." 
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ON THE WESTERN FRONT. 

Once again wo avo “ for it.” It in 
that heavy hour between fivo and six 
whon tlio vitality is all too low for 
the ordeal that awaits us. On-cither 
side tho far-flung battle line of cluster¬ 
ing figures stretches away into tho 
gloom. It is an inspiring sight, this 
tonso silent crowd of men of every 
class and vocation, united by a common 
purpose, grimly awaiting the 
moment when as ono man 
they will hurl themselves into 
the fray. 

Is it tho mero lust for fight¬ 
ing that has brought them 
bore? Or is it the thought 
of the homo that each hopes 
to return to that stools their 
courage and lends that elan 
to their resolution without 
which ono outers the struggle 
in vain ? 

In the dim half - light 1 
furtively scan tho sot faces 
around mo and find myself 
wondering what thoughts 
thoso impassive masks con¬ 
ceal. Are they counting the 
cost? Most of them have 
been through the ordeal be¬ 
fore. Pale faces there are 
—small wonder whon ono 
thinks of what lies boforo 
them. Hero and tliero a man 
is pulling at his beloved "gas¬ 
per” with the nonchalanco 
that marks your hull-dog h: eed 
whon stern work is afoot. 

Yet ono cannot keep ono’s 
thoughts from tho tremen¬ 
dous possibilities of tho next 
fow minutes. Where shall 
wo ho a few minutes hcnco ? 

Some, ono knows, will havo 
gone West—and tho others? 

Would they, effect a lodge¬ 
ment, or bo hurled back baf¬ 
fled and raging and impotent, 
as, alas! bad too often been 
tho ease before ? 

And what of 1 hose who 
wore even now may bo pre¬ 
paring against our onslaught? Their 
intelligence could hardly havo failed 
to warn them of our intentions. Tho 
position would bo occupied, never fear, 
and in force, with seasoned men from 
the East. 

At last a stunning roar that seems 
to shako tho very ground, rising to a 
shriek. Now.it is each man for him¬ 
self. The long line surges forward, 
looking eagerly for a breach. Now we 
can see our opponents—hato in their 
eyes—as they brace thomselvos for the 
shook. Ndw we aro into them, fighting 
silently, with a sort of cold fury save 


where a muttered curse or tho sharp 
cry of tho injured boars testimony to 
tho fierceness of the struggle. 

But see, they turn and waver. One 
moro rush and we are through, driv¬ 
ing them before us. The position is 
won. 

Breathing hard wo look around at 
tho havoc we have wrought, and sud¬ 
denly the glamour of victory scorns to 
fodo and ono loathes tho whole sense¬ 


less, savage business. Wo do not really 
hato these men. After nil, they are our 
fellow-creatures. 

But what would you ? One cannot 
spend the night on Charing Cross 
District platform. 


From a drapery firm's advertisement: 
"WE NEVER ALLOW 

MSSATIHFIKD CUKTOMEU TO LEAVE TUB 
1'ItEMIBKS IF WE CAN AVOID TP. ’ 

IT DOESN’T PAY!" 

Scotch Paper. 

Suspiciously like a case of “ Your money 
or your life! ” 


BY THE STREAM. 
(Featuring the Premier .) 

Mm. Lloyd George has returned 
fromia visit to the haunts of his youth 
with renewed health and reinforced 
Welsh accent. The last day of his 
holiday was spent in fishing in the 
company of two friends; but unfortu¬ 
nately tho newspapers failed to supply 
any details of the scene, a lack of enter¬ 
prise which it is difficult to 
understand, especially on the 
part of tho journals known 
to employ Rubicon experts 
on their staff. Happily wo 
are ablo to give information 
which we havo reason to 
believe will not be officially 
contradicted. 

From his childhood Mr. 
Lloyd George has known 
intimately the romantic 
stream, named, for some un¬ 
explained reason, the Dwyfor 
river. To its musical mur¬ 
mur may bo traced tho 
mellifluous cadences of tho 
statesman’s voice employed 
so offoctually in his appeals 
to Labour and the Baris 
Conferonco. Who can say 
what influences this little 
Welsh rivor, with its bubbling 
merriment, tho flashing force¬ 
ful leap of its cascades, its 
adroit avoidance of obstacles, 
may have had upon thocaroor 
of the statesman of to-day, 
as through the years it has 
wound its way from tho 
springs to tho ocean ? The 
senior fish of tho Dwyfor are 
well known to him, and they 
gather fearlessly in largenum- 
bers to smile at his bait and to 
point it out to their friends. 

Towards the ond of the day 
ahumorousincidentoccurrod. 
A keepor appeared on the op¬ 
posite bank of the river and 
excitedly warned the party 
thut they were trespassing, 
requesting them to retiro. 
To his amazement his demands were 
ignored, and the trespassers replied to 
his protests by singing "The Land 
Song,” the Premier’s rich tenor voice 
being easily distinguished above the 
roar of a neighbouring cascade. 


“ Lieut ——■ proposod that Mr. -, our 

present vice-chairman, bo elected to the chair 
until the usual electiou of officials took place, 
by that time a capable member would probably. 
be found willing to acoept the position. 

Mr.-thanked the proposer and seconders 

for their compliment .”—Service Paper. 

The new chairman seems to be easily. 
pleased. 















FUKCU; CHI' 'MR* LONDON CHARIVARI. 



OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By 2h. Punch'* Staff of Learned Cleils.) 

Inevitably you will find a sad significance in tho title of 
Harvest (Collins), tho last story, 1 suppose, that we shall 
have from the pen of Mrs. Humphry Ward. It is u quite 
simple tale, very simply told, and of worth loss for its in¬ 
herent drama than for the admirable picture it gives of rural 
England in the last greatest days of the Greut War. JIow 
quick was tho writer's sympathy with every phase of tho 
national ordeal is proved again by a score of viv id passages 
in which the fortunes of hor characters aro dated by the 
tremendous ovouts that form their background. The story 
itself is of two women in partnership on a Midland farm, one 
of whom, the senior, has in her past certain secret episodes 
which, as is the way of suoh things, return to lind her out 
and bring her happiness to ruin. Tho character of this 
Janet is well and vigorously drawn, though there is perhaps 
little in her personality as shown hore to make understand¬ 
able the passion of her past. All the details of life on the 
land in the autumn of 1918 are given with a skill that 
tnhijfe, ipto the book not only the scent of the wheat-held 
bttt tbe stress, emotional and economic, of those unforget- 
tfMt months. Because it is all so typically English one 
may oaU it a true consummation of the work of one who 
broad 'England well. In Mrs. Ward's death the world of 
letters mourns the-loss of a writer whose talent was ever 


ungrudgingly aL tho sen ice of her countiy. 
gap that it will he hard to fill. 


Sho leaves a 


In some ways I think that they will ho foitunato who do 
not lead .1 Itemed y Atjamst Sm (Hutchinson) till tho 
vicissitudes of book-hfo have deprived it of its pictorial 
wrapper, became, though highly attractive as a drawing, 
the very charmingly-clad minx of tho illustration is hardly 
a figure to increase one’s sympathy with hor as an injured 
heroine. And of course it is precisely this sympathy that 
Mr. W. 11. Maxwell is playing for—first, last and all the 
lime. His title and tho pulls preliminary will doubtless 
have given you the aim of the story, “ to influence the public 
mind on one of the most vital questions of the day," the 
iujustico of our divoiee laws. For this eud Mr. Maxwell 
lias exercised all his ability on tho picture of a foolish young 
wife, chained to a lout who is shown passing swiftly from 
worse to unbearable, and herself broken at last by the 
ordeal of tho w itness-box in a “ defended action." Inevitably 
snch a hook, a record of disillusion and increasing misory, 
can hardly be cheerful; tales with a purpose Roldoui are. 
But the poignant humanity of it will hold your sympathy 
throughout. You may think that Mr. Maxwell too obvi¬ 
ously loads his dicoy-and he aware also that (like others of 
its kind) the story suffers from over-concentration on a 
single theme. It moves in a world of incompatibles. The 
heroine's kindly friend is tied to a dipsomaniac wife; her 
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coachman has no remedy for a ruined home because of the has too often allowed an honest indignation to carry him 
expense of divorce, and so on. To a great extont, however, past his mark into the regions of burlesque, and in par- 
Mr. Maxwell's craft lias enabled him to overcome even tioular to confuse character with caricature. But as a 
these obstacles; his characters, though you may suspect topical squib, briskly written, How They Did It will provide 
manipulation, remain true typos of their rather tiresome plenty of angry amusement, with enough suggestion of 
kind, and the result is a book that, though depressing, the roman d clef to keep the ourious happy in fitting 
refuses to bo put down. But as a wedding-present—no! originals to its many portraits. I should perhaps add that 
— - - the plot, suoh as ib is, is held together by a rather per- 

Tlic Underworld (Jenkins) describes lifo round about and functory and intermittent love-affair, too obviously em- 
down below a small coal-mine in Scotland soinothing near ployed only to fill up time while the author is thinking 
thirty years ago. Its author, James Welsh, tolls us in a out some fresh exposure. This I regretted, as Mary, the 
simple manly preface that ho became n miner at the age heroine, is here a shadow of what seems attractive and 
of twelve, and worked at overy phase of coal-getting till original substance. I wonder that the author did not invent 
lately he was appointed ehock-woighor by his fellows, and for her a Ministry of Romance. He is quite capable of it. 

therefore writes of what ho knows at first hand. Here - 1 — 

then is a straightforward tale with for hero a sensitive and Among the writers who have established stable repula- 
onthusiastic young miner who draws his inspiration from tions for themselves during the War “Klaxon” is in the 
Bob Smillie, loses his girl to tho coal-owner’s son and his very front rank. This is partly' due to an easy natural style, 
life in a rescuo-party\ Tho villain, doublo-dycd, is not the but most to a sound judgment and an amazingly clear oyo 
coal-owner but his “ gaffer,” who favours his men as to for essentials. To tho'-o (not myself) who want to forget the 
choico of position at i i last few years it may 


choico of position at 
the coal-faco in return 
for favours rocoived 
from their wives. The 
chief surpriso to tho 
reader will bo tho differ¬ 
ence between tbe status 
and power of tho miner 
then and now. Tho 
writer has a consider¬ 
able skill in composing 
effective dialogue, es¬ 
pecially between bis 
men; gives a convinc¬ 
ing picture of tho pit 
and homo lifo, tho 
anxioties, courage, affec¬ 
tions and aspirations 
of tho frionds of whom 
he is “so proud.” Nor 
does ho cover up their 
weaknesses. Purplo 
passages of fine writing 
show his inexperience 





DISGUST OK AN ARTIST ON FINDING HIS ACADEMY SUCCESS 
OF IK! 19 AT AN AUCTION OF MISCELLANEOUS ARTICLES LEFT 
BEHIND IN RAILWAY CARRIAGES. 


seem that we have 
already boon given 
onougli opportunities 
to read about our sub¬ 
marines. Well, I have 
read noarly everything 
that has been written on 
this subject and could 
yet draw groat delight 
from The Story of Our 
Submarines (B lac k - 
wood), a most inform¬ 
ing and fascinating 
book. “ Whatever hap¬ 
pens,” says “ Klaxon,” 
“ tho German policy 
of torpedoing merchant 
ships without warning 
must lie made not only 
illegal but unsafe for a 
nation adopting it.. . . 
If these notes of mine 
servo no other purpose, 


slipping into pitfalls by the way, but his work rings true they will, at any rate, do something towards differentiating 
and deserves to be read by many at the presont time when between tho submarine and tho U-boat." By which it will be 
miners arc so far from being victims of “ tho block tho soon that to his many other claims on our regard “ Klaxon ” 
employers’ device for starving out a “difficult” man—that adds tho gift, uot always found among experts, of modesty. 

thoy look liko fitting the hoot to another leg. One is made __ _ 

to realise their anxiety to get rid of that hoot. VISIT 


How They Did ft (Methuen) may bo regarded as a novel 
with a purposo, and, like most such, suffers from the defects 
of its good intentions. Tho objoct is "an exposure of war 
muddling at home,” and it must ho admitted that Mr. 
Gerald O’Donovan givos us no iinlf-measuro; indood I 
was loft witli the idea that groator moderation would havo 
made a bettor caso. To illustrate it, he takes his hero, 
David Grunt, through a variety of experiences. Incapaci¬ 
tated from active fighting through tho loss of an arm, he is 
given work as a housing officer on tho Homo Front. His en¬ 
deavours to check tho alleged extravagance and corruption of 
this command led to his being “ invalided out ”; after which 
he wanders round seeking civilian war-work (and marking 
only dishonesty everywhere), and ends up with a post in 
tho huge, newly-formed and almost entirely farcical Minis¬ 
try of Business. This final epithet puts in one word my 
criticism of Mr. O’DpNOVAN’s method. Everyone admits the 
largo grain of truth in his charges; the trouble is that ho 


When I went to Fairyland, visiting the Qucon, 

I rodo upon a peacock, blue and gold and green ; - 
Silver Avas the harness, crimson wero the reins, 

All hung about with littlo bells that swung on silken chains. 

When I went to Fairyland, indeed you cannot think 
What pretty things 1 had to eat, what pretty things to drink; 
And did you knovv that butterflies could sing like little birds ? 
And did you guess that fairy-talk is not a bit like words ? 

When I wont to Fairyland—of all the lovely things 1— 
They really taught me how to fly, they gave me fairy wings; 
And every night I listen for a tapping on tho pane— 

I Avant so very much to go to Fairyland again. R. F. 

“ Wanted, Bedroom and Sitting-room (furnished), Avith use of bath¬ 
room, without attendance .”—Provincial Paper. 

We share the advertiser’s desire for privacy during ablutions. 









Aran, 21, 1920.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARI VARL 


' /mjadiuadia seventy miles an hour, says an inform- have recently overheard the remark 

CHARIVARIA. ing paper, may bo called n hurricane. At made by a thoughtless visitor that he 

It appears that Irish criminals may the same time rve doubt if this .would was growing more like a Bolshevik 
be div&ed into threo classes (a) The have much effect on it. every day. .. * 

ones you can't catoh; (b) Tho ones you *.■* s - 

have caught but can’t convict; (e) The Our sympathy is with tho young A cor tain lump-post in Maida Vale 
ones you havo convicted but can’t keep Flight Lieutenant of tho It.A.F. who has boon knocked down twico by tin* 
in prison. * ... has been unable to keep up with the same bus. If tho bus knocks it down 

* uniforms designed by t lie Air Ministry, once more the lamp becomes its own 

To such an extent has America gone Ho is now said to be three uniforms property. . ,. 

dry that nearly all loiters despatched behind. * . 

from Scotsmen living over there are The amazing report that one of tho 

posted with the stamps pinned to the It is claimed that whilst standing on fust six to finish in the Ijondon to 
envelopes. » ,» a certain rock near Aberdeen one can Brighton walk was once a tclegrnpli- 

* obtain a thousand echoes from a single boy is now denii d. 

“ Wo are cortainly going to gain by sliout. We understand Unit tbo local 

the sale of tbo Slough works,” said Mr. habit of going there in order to pull u There is a man living in the Kdgwaro 
Bonab Law last week. Whether to an cork out of a bnttlo has now been pro- Bond, it is stated, who 1ms never been 


Bonab Law last week, 
extent 6hat will justify ~ 
the Government, for 
having kept The. Daily 
Mail waiting like that , 
is another question. 

Mr., Tajiks Fowi.eb | 
of Deptford has offer¬ 
ed to walk from West¬ 
minster Bridge to 
Brighton with a jar 
on his hoad. We as¬ 
sume that he has mis- i 
laid liis hat. 

Inllertfordsliirothc . 
other day a boy was 
knocked down by a 
funeral-car. It may ■ 
have been an accident, 
but it lias all the ap¬ 
pearance of greed. 

* 

A constable giving 
evidence at Willesden 
police - court said a 
prisoner called him a 
"sergoant - major,” 
We fool sure the follow L 
could not have meant it 


% 


wmm 



a 


There is a man living in the Kdgwaro 
Bond, it is slated, who 1ms never been 
~ on an omnibus. IIo 

has often seen them 
whizzing by, be de¬ 
clares, but 1ms always 
resisted tbo tomptn- 
lion to tako tho fatal 
plunge. .. ■ 


There will be no 
Naviilmancuuvres this 
year, it is announced. 
How under those con¬ 
ditions Mr. Poli.en 
can continue to teach 
tho Navy its business 
is a very grave ques 
lion. * 


i' 


Mrs. Alice L. Yocum, of Boone, U.S.A., 
has just obtained her thirteenth divorce. 


rr /mm ’ H \ jJl ' \ At a St. Dunstun’s 

| ‘ ^ a iLj ' >{ \ auction at Thornton 

i jang A fll ■?" Mr. Gkokgk Bobkv 

J ^ J 4 , anil the L’ue.mikb wore 

' *\\ i- SSf sold at ton shillings 

I’ each. Mr. Bouf.y, it 

appears, generously 

Wituil. ‘•No. mu cin i «. • i ix in mi. .H mu (lu'.ruiv. , ,, ... ' 

•fichus -mo: stim. mm hi insisted on t.eating 

ain’t they soutkh 'km ca r mu " 10 matter as a joke. 

_V ■ 

bited owing to the annoyance caused A Manchester scientist claims to 
American visitors. havo discovered a means of making 

vegetable alcohol undrinkable without 
A barge grocery wavohoiinc in Liver- impairing its usefulness. It looks as it 


Tiritish Mhmhih OJfUUtl, ‘‘No. \<»i cvn’i *.« i 

Till-: GoVF.UNMF.NT OFFICIALS AIIE hTII.l. III! HI.’’ 

fhisfic. “What.* ain’t they sorted ’em oft m: 


I IN Ii» I III. .\| l MM\ < i VI i.r.UY. 


liibitcd owing to the annoyance caused 
to American visitors. 


It is said that she has the finest col- pool was practically destroyed by lire tho secret of Government ale must have 


lection of husbands in America. last Thursday week. Wo understand leaked out at lust. 

that the orderly manner ill which tho ■' 

The man yvlio last week said he had cheeses fell in and marched out of the We arc in a position to deny a report 
not read “Another Powerful Article” by dangor-zono yvas alone responsible for which was being spread in connection 
Ml-. IIouatio Bottomley in the Sunday preventing a panic. with a certain Model Villago scheme, 

Press is thought to be an impostor. • to the effect that the inodol bricklayer 

* a “ “Keep smiling and you will never lmd refused to perform unless lie was 

Parents in New York who are afraid need a doctor,” advises a writer in ati provided with a inodol public-house, 
of losing their children may register illustrated daily. A friend of ours yvlio while the model public-house could 
them at the Buroau of Missing People, put it to the test noyv writes to us from not he provided until tho model briek- 
As we have no such institution in this a vvell-knoyvn county asylum advising layer started work, 
country parents must adopt the old us to choose the doctor. * * 

method of yvriting tbeiy namos and- „ *...* • Bonnot strings, says a fashion papor, 

addresses on the top right-hand corner According to a morning paper, Micky, yvill he yvorn by drOutanles this suni- 
o£ their offspring. t the oldest ape in tho Zoo, noyv wears mor. Apron strings, yve gather, yvill 

!, V' a mournful expression and seems to ho continue to ho unfashionable with our 

Any wind blowing, at more than tired oflife. It is thought that he may fluppers. 


method of yvriting tbeiy namos and- 
addresses on the top righl-liaud corner 
of their offspring. , 
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ON THE ITALIAN RIVIERA. 

England to her France. 

This is a joyous trysting-placo, my love, 
With no inconstant climnto to distract us; 
Pure azure is tlio sky that laughs above 
These admirable bowers of prickly cactus, 
Whore we may nestle, conjugating amo 
(Dear old San Remo!). 


Wo’vo had our difference, as lovers do; 

A slight misunderstanding eamo between us; 

Hut that is past; tho sky (1 said) is blue 
And this the very sea that nurtured Venus; 

Come, like her doves amid tho groves of myrtle - 
Gome, let us turtle. 

"How can they ovor kiss again?” 'twas said; 

Hut Love made light of that absurd conundrum ; 

And lo! your breast is pillow to my head, 

And wo’vo a pair of hearts that heat as one drum; 

Our bonds, if anything, aro even more 
Tight than before. 

Your independence caused a passing pain, 

But now, i thank you, I am fooling hotter; 

You 'll never go upon your own again 
Nor I will write another nasty lettor; 

Embrace me, then, for sign of love’s renewal, 

.1 ton bijou (jewel). 0. S. 

THE IDENTIFICATION OF HOBBS. 

Oi.n Hobbs, tho gardener, has been in our family longer 
than I have. Although we live within twenty miles of 
London only onco has ho made tho journey to tho great 
city, for that one memorable day so nearly ended in disaster 
that ho always spoaks of it with a shudder. Indeed, but 
for tho arrival of Mrs. Hobbs, helatod, flustered and inquir¬ 
ing everywhere for her man, ho must assuredly have spent 
the night in a police-station. 

This is how it all happened. Mrs. Hobbs was returning 
from a visit to relations in Sussex, and her husband was 
to meet her in London, convoy her across the city and 
bring her homo. In order to avail himself of a cheap fare 
Hobbs left by tho 7.30 train, though bis wife would not 
arrive till four o'clock in the afternoon. 

ITo managed to get across London somehow. After 
locating the station at which Mrs. Hobbs was to arrive his 
intention was to spend the day "looking round London 
a bit;” but the crowds and tho traflie wore too much for 
tho old countryman, so he sought safety by staying where 
ho was. 

Time bung heavily after a while. Ho lingered round tho 
bookstall looking at the books and papers till a port girl 
behind tho counter asked him if ho wouldn’t liko a chair; 
but when Hpbbs, who was never rudo and consequently 
novor suspected rudeness in other pooplo, raisod his hat 
and said, “No, tlmnk’ee, Miss, I he all right standing," 
even tho pert girl was disarmed. 

Next he amused himself counting tho milk-churns on the 
platform. Then ho killed time by interesting himself in 
the stacks of unattended lugguge and examining tho 
labels; and at threo o'clock a railway policeman laid a 
band on his shoulder and asked him what his game was. 

Hobbs, a little startled but clear in conscionco, told bis 
tale. 

"That don't do for mo,” announced the constable. “I 
been keeping observation on you sinco nine, and your wife 
don’t arrive till four, so you say. I scon you hanging 


round the luggage and fingering paroels, and you 'll just 
come with mo to tho police-office as a suspected person 
loitering. An old luggage-thief, I should say, to put it 
quito plain.” 

“ Mo a thief! ” gaspod Hobbs, roused to realities; “ why, 
I 'vo worked ever since I was twolvo, and me sixty-threo 
now ; I was never a thief, Sir. Look at mo hands.” 

Tho constablo inspected them critically. “ They ’re a bit 
horny certainly; but then that may do only your dam 
artfulness. Come on and talk to tho Sergeant.” 

Tho Railway I’olice-Sergoant briskly inquired his name, 
address, occupation and all tho rest of it. Hobbs gave, a 
good account of hiinsolf and mentioned that ho had worked 
in our family for forty-two years. r 

" Any visiting-cards, correspondence or othor papers to 
identify you ? ” asked the Sergeant mechanically. Ho had 
said it so often to tho people who cry “ Season ! Season 1 ” 
when there is no Season. ■ 

Hobbs confessed to having nono of theso things; and no, 
ho know no one in London. 

“Then you’ll slay hero till four," pronounced the 
Sergoant, “ and we ’ll sco if this good lady of yours comes 
along.” 

But, alas! no Mrs. Hobbs appeared. "Must havo 
missed tho train,” suggested llobbs despairingly. “ P’r'aps 
the trap broke down or something.” 

Thera was only ono more train, it seemed, and that 
was not duo until nino. 

“ Oh, I don't think my missus 'ud liko to he so lato as 
that,” said tho suspect. “ She’d wait till tho morning. I 
don't reckon she '11 como to-night.” 

“ No more don't I.” The constable was beginning to 
enjoy himself. “If 1 was you I should drop tho bluff and 
own I was fair caught. If you was to ask mo, I should 
say you didn’t look like a married man at all. Wo 'll sco 
what the Sergeant says now.” 

Tho Sergeant was accordingly consulted. Ho too was 
rather scoptieul. 

“ If thoro's any truth in what you say you’d better wire 
to this gentleman at Monk’s Langford that you say you 
work for, and try if wo can identify you somehow,” ho 
advised. And to tho constable, “ Take him to the Telegraph 
Offico and lot him send his wire. Then bring him back 
hero. Mind he don't givo you tho slip.” 

So Hobbs, sighing deeply and perspiring freely, wrote 
his message: “Sir, they.have got mo in the police-station 
here and say I am a suspected person, which you know I 
never was, having worked for you, Sir, and your father for 
forty-two years. Hut the Sargcant here says ho wants 
proofs, and you, Sir, must vouch for me as being respectable, 
which you know 1 am, and nono of us was ever thieves. 
So will you ploaso do so, Sir, and oblige, as this leaves mo 
at present, Georgo llobbs.” 

The clerk gluncod at it. “ It's a long message,” lie said; 


“ it '11 cost four or fivo shillings.” 


Hobbs hadn’t got that—no, really he hadn’t. 

Tho constablo standing on guard, rather bored, inter¬ 
posed, " Wo ain’t asking you to write a book about it.” 

" No, Sir, I couldn’t do that,” replied llobbs anxiously. 
“ What would you say, Sir, if you was me ? ” 

“Don’t ask mo,” answered tho policeman. “It’s your 
wire, not mino. Send something you cun pay for. We 
only wants to find out if you ’ro the person you say you are. 
Daresay you’d liko mo to write it for you, and you 'op it 
whilo I done it. I seen your kind before. Try again, mute.” 

So Hobbs tried again. And that is how it came about 
that at tea-time a telegraph-boy brought me the bewildering 
message: “Mr. Lockwood, Tha Nook, Monk’s Langford. 
Sir, am I Hobbs? IIobb B .” 
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OUTSIDE THE RADIUS. 

Strung Man. "Sow ijik.n, i.adies and (ii:nti.i;men, kind .altiiecia'iiox, if you r 

WkbT-KnU J’UUmilMI'.U TO 'ALF Xll.l. ’iKSEl.J,’ IX THE BUBUBS KOU KOI BL'l’NUE ? ” 


You SIIOM.Y DOX’l' I XPE1T A GKNl'IM 


BRIDGE NOTES. 

(With acknowledgments to secernl con¬ 
temporaries.) 

It would, I feel, be but fair to the 
great Bridge-playing public to preface 
theso fow notes with a word of warning 
against the writers whom I find to my 
regrot affecting to speak with authority 
on this subject in other periodicals. 
Until, as in the kindrod profession of 
Medicine, it is impossible to practise 
without a Bridge degree, nothing can 
bo done to prevent these quacks from 
laying down tho law. All I can do for 
tho present is to point out that there is 
only one writer who can speak not 
merely with authority, but with infalli¬ 
bility, upon all matters pertaining to 
our national game. 

In this the eighth instalment of my 
sorios on Auction etiquette, I should 
like to urge once more upon the young 
Bridge-player the importance of play¬ 
ing quickly. And this because yet 
another case has come under my notice 


in which much troublo might havo 
been avoided by doing so. In this case 
A. took seven minutes to decido whether 
to play tho King or the Knave, which, 
especially as the Queen had already 
been played, was, 1 consider, far too 
long. Y., the declarer, sitting on A.’s 
left, certainly found it so, for towards the 
end of the seventh minute he dropped 
off to sleep and his cards fell forward 
face upward on tho table. Dummy 
having gone away in search of liquid 
refreshment, A. and his partner B. then 
played out the hand as they liked and 
then roused Y. to inform him that, in¬ 
stead of making game, he had lost three 
hundred above. 

Now, A. and B. wore strictly within 
the rules of Auction Bridge in acting 
as they did. There is no legal time 
limit for players, as there is at cricket. 
But it would have been more tootful 
had they roused Y. at once, that he 
ftiight see what they were doing with 
his cards. 

Nor should tact be confined to such 


comparatively rare incidents as this. 
For instance, it is a mistake to confuse 
Auction Bridgo with Rugby football. 

I havo known players who declared 
“ Two No-trumps ” in very much tho 
same manner as that in which a Rugby 
football-player throws the opposing 
three-quarter over the side-line. .Exces¬ 
sive aggression is a mistake. A young 
Civil Servant of my acquaintance even 
went so far ns to abstain from claiming 
an obvious revoke when the delinquent 
was the chief of his department. Unfor¬ 
tunately, however, this young man, so 
wise in other ways, had the annoying 
habit of turning his chair to bring him 
luck. On one evening, when the run 
of the cards was against him, ho turned 
his chair between every hand and so. 
annoyed his ohiof that no promotion; 
has ever come his way, and he now; 
spends his days bitterly regretting that 
he did not claim that revoke. 

Passing to another point; I am asked’ 
by a correspondent if it is permissible * 1 
occasionally to {day from left to right,; 
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instead of'from right to left, just to 
reliev»jbfae monotony. JHe asks, not 
unreatt^bably, why, if this is not bo, 
writers on Bridge go to the trouble of 
putting thoBe little curved arrows to 
show which way round the cards are 
to be played. 

For myself, I see no reason why the 
right-to-left convention should not occa¬ 
sionally be reversed, always provided 
that the whole tablo agrees beforehand 
to play in the same direction. 

Thore are many other points to 
which I should like to refor, and many 
players to whom 1 should like to givo 
a word of warning. Thero is the player 
who suddenly breaks off to join in the 
conversation of other pooplo who hap¬ 
pen to be in the room. There is the 
player who whistles to himsolf while 
he is playing: this is a grave fault, nor 
does tho class of music whistled affect 
the question; tho Preislied performed 
through the teeth is quite as exasper¬ 
ating as K-K-Katie. Then thero is the 
player who breathes so hard with the 
exortion of tho game that he blows tho 
cards about the table. Finally there i3 
tho player who slaps tho face of his or 
her partner. This is a mistake, how¬ 
ever groat the provocation. I havo not 
space now to deal exhaustively with 
theso breaches of Auction etiquette. 
Besides, I havo to keep something in 
hand for future articles. 


THE MADDING CROWD. 

The scene is an Irish Point-to-Point 
mooting. 

Tho course lies along a shallow valley, 
bounded on tho north by a wall of 
cloudy blue mountains. 

At each jump stands a group of 
spectators; the difficulty or danger of 
an obstacle may be measurod by the 
number of spectators who stand about 
it, recounting tales of past accidonts and 
hoping cheorfully for tho future. Motor 
cars, side-cars, waggonettos, pony- 
traps and ass-carts are drawn up any¬ 
how round a clump of whitewashed 
farm buildings in tho background. 

Blanketed hunters are having their 
legs rubbed or boing led up and down 
by grooms. Comes a broken-winded 
tootle on a coach-horn and tho black- 
and-scarlet drag of tho local garrison 
trundles into view. The unsophisticated 
gun-horsos in the lead shy violently at 
the flapping canvas of an orange-stall 
and swerve to the loft into a rouletto- 
booth presided over by a vociferous 
ancient in a tattered overcoat and blue 
spectacles. The gamblers scatter like 
flushed partridges and the ancient bites 
the turf beneath his upturned board 
amid a shower of silver coins. The 
leaders, soared by the animated table, 
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Foreman (to new hand). “What Am: vo 
Few 1 [and. “Oilin’ tub wheelbarrow 
Foreman. “Well, jest let it alone. 

and tho blood-curdling invocations and 
wildly-waving arms and legs of tho 
fallen croupier, shy violently in the 
opposite direction and disappear into 
tho refreshment tent, whence issue the 
crash of crockery and tho shrieks of the 
attendant llebes. (Lieut.-Commandor 
Kenwobtiiy should have some questions 
to pop about this at Westminster whon 
next tho Irish Question comes up.) 

The bookmakers are perched a-top of 
a grassy knoll which overlooks tho 
whole courso, and around them surges 
tho crowd. 

***** 
Scarecrow (in somebody's cast-off 
dinner-jacket and somebody else’s aban¬ 
doned hunting breeches). Kyard of tho 
races I Kyard of the races! 

Farmer. Here y’ are. How much ? 
Scarecrow. Wan sbillin'-an' sixpeuce, 
| Sorr. 


Farmer. There’s “Price wan shil¬ 
lin’ ” printed on ut, ye blagyard. 

Scarecrow. The sixpence is for tho 
Government's little Intertainmints Tax, 
Sorr. 

Farmer. Oh, go to the divll! 

Scarecrow. Shuro an’ I will if yer 
honour '11 give mo a lotther of inthro- 
duction. We 'll call ut a shillin’, thin, 
and I '11 sthand the loss mesilf. 

[Farmer parts with the price and 
the Scarecrow dodges swiftly into 
the crowd. The Farmer peruses 
the card and frowns in a puzzled 
way; then the date catches his 
eye and he curses and tears the 
list to pieces. 

Farmer. Drat tuke tho little sout; 
he's sold me last year's kyard! 

Cattle-Dealer (shouting). Hi, sthop 
him there I 

Farmer. Whist, let him go. Let him 
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trap some others first the way I '11 not 
bo the only mug on the market this day. 

Trickster (setting up his table and 
jerking his cards about). I’m aftlier 
losin’ a pony to than robbers beyant, 
but, as Pierpont Rockafeller said to 
Jawn D. Morgan, “ business is business, 
an’ if ye don’t speculate yo won’t accu¬ 
mulate.” Spot tho dame and my 
money's yours; spot tho blank and 
yours is mine. “ Tho quickness of the 
hand deceives tho eye, or vicy-versy," 
as Lord Carnegie remarked to Andrew 
Rothschild. Walk up, walk up, my 
sporty gintlemon and thry yer luck wid 
tho owld firm. 

Farmer. There go tho harsos down to 
the post. Who's that leadin’ on tho 
black ? 

Dealer. Young Misther Darley, no 
less. 'Tis a great fella for all kinds of 
diversion ho is, the same. I was hc- 
yant to Darloystown this week past 
and found him fightin’ a main o’ cocks 
before the fire in his grandmothers 
drawin’-room. Horself riz up oft' her 
bod and gave tho two of us tho father 
and mothor of a dhrubbin’ wid her 
crutch, an’ shodesthroyed wid the gout 
an' all. 

Farmer. 'Tis herself has the great 
heart. Hoy! that's never Clancy goin’ 
down on tho owld foxey mare? Faith, 
it's sorra a ha’porth cud slio courso or 
lep these fifteen years. 

Dealer. Lep, is ut? Shure she’ll 
spring out like a bind an’ fear no foe 
by dint of tho two bottles of potheen 
she has taken an’ tho couplo o’ lads 
Clancy has stationed at ivvery jump 
to lot a roar at her an’ hoirthen her 
wid tho sthroko of an ash-pluut as sho 
comes at ut.’’ 

First Country Boy. Arrah, they ’to 
off, they 'ro away! 

Second Country Boy. Thin let us 
down to tho big double, avic, and bo 
the graco of God wo ’ll seo a corpse. 

(iirl in Brown (hopping from one find 
to the other). Can you see .Freddy, 
Undo George? Is he in front? I 'in 
sure lie is. lie hasn't fallon, lias he? 
Ho won’t fall, will ho ? I 'in sure ho 
will. 1 do hope ho 'll win; I know ho 
won’t. The jumps look frightful; and 
I'm certain he’ll break his darling 
neck. Oli, whoro is ho, Undo George? 

Uncle George, Hero, tako my field- 
glasses. 

(iirl in Brown. J can’tsoo, I can’t see. 

Uncle George (drily). Try looking 
through them tho other way round. 

JJeshawled Crone (towing an aged 
beggar-man who wears a framed placard 
reminding the public that “charity 
covers a multitude of sins,” aiul an¬ 
nouncing that the bearer is not only 
“ tecloially ” deaf and dumb, but also 
blind, barmy and partially paralysed). 


May God’s blessin’ and the blessin's of 
all the howly Saints an’ Martyrs bo on 
yo, and would ye spare a little copper 
for a poor owld sthrioken craturo an’ 
I ’ll pray for ye this night an' ivvery 
night of me life? 

Girl in Brown. Give her a shilling, 
Undo George, and tell her to pray for 
Freddy now. 

[Uncle George does the needful. 

Beyyar-man (miraculously recovei ing 
his speech). Whist! Was that a shillin’ 
he gave yo ? That makes ten ye have 
now, thin. Run like a hare an’ put ut 
on Acrobat at the best yo can get. 

Farmer. Clancy leads be a length. 

Dealer. Thin ’tis a hardy rider will 
dare pass the owld foxey mure now, for 
she’d roach out an' chew the leg off 
him, she’s that jealous. 

Farmer. Woof! Pat Maguire is into 
the wather head-first an' dhrinkin’ a 
bellyful, I ’ll warrant- -which same will 
bo a new sonsation for him 

Dealer. It will indeed. ’Tis a wonder 
he wouldn’t send a lad round tho courso 
before him givin' tho ditches a dash 
from a pocket-flask tho way ho’d he in 
his iliineiit should lie take a toss—the 
thirsty poov fella! 

Farmer. The foxey mare is down on 
her nose an’ Clancy throwing somer¬ 
sets all down the course. Acrobat 
has ut. 

Dealer, llo has not. Ho is all hot 
up. Ho’s rollin’ like a Wexford pig- 
boat. Beau Brocade has the logs of 
him. 

Girl in Brow a (jumping up and down). 
Beau Brocade! Beau Brocade! Ob, 
Freddy darling! 

Beggar-man (miraculously recovering 
his sight). Acrobat! Put tho whip to 
him, ye lazy varmint! Acrobat! Gch, 
wirra, wirra! 

Dealer. Beau Brocade lias him cot. 
Ho is on his quarther. He is on his 
shoulder. They are neck and nock. 
He has him-hot. Huroosh! 

Farmer. What arc you hurooshin’ for 
—you with five poun’ on Acrobat ? 

Dealer (crestfallen). Och, dang it, I 
was forgettin’. 

Girl in Brown (dancing and clapping 
her hands). Hurray 1 Hurray! Hurray! 

Beggar-man. * «!!! * *!!! 

[Local biass band, throned in a 
dilapidated waggonette, explodes 
into the opening strains of 
“ Garryowcn." 

Pati.andeh. 

“1 lie question which arises in tho mind of 
tho writer is this:—‘ Is Salicylic Aldehyde 
“ C 6 // 4 < CUll orthohydroxsbeuzaldchvde’’ 
OH 

the cause of the trouble ? ’ ” 

• The Friiit-Chvwer. 

It must be a dreadful tiling to have a 
| mind like that. 


TELEPHONE TACTICS. 

It is now some months sflp. the, 
great autumn offensive was conducted ' 
witli the idea of biting off an awkward 
salient in my circumstances— in brief, 1 
of obtaining the necessary telephone to 
enable me to commence an ordered 
existence. For many, many days my 
voice had been unheard crying in the 
wilderness that I was a poordemobilised 
soldier, that I had once had a telephone 
and had given it up at my country’s 
call, and ploase couldn’t they give me 
back ovon my old, old telephone again? 

I have already told how in response to 
those very human appeals I at length 
got only a request for the balance due 
for calls for PJL4. My old friend Time, 
however, worked his provovbial wondors 
and ono day a telephone came—phit! 
like that. 

Directly it had come I suspected a 
trap somewhere. Nor were my friends 
behindhand in telling me of the horrors 
of gigantic and inexorable bills from 
which there was no appeal. Thoy said 
I must have a coin-box. Excellent 
idoa! I would have a coin-box. 

Bo the great Spring offensive began. 
In early February I opened a strong 
barrage upon the main headquarters 
(how lovingly these ancient military 
motaphors come back to one!) and kept 
up a little light harassing fire upon 
the District Agent. Tho enemy replied 
with rigid uniformity upon printed 
forms---a mean advantage, for I have 
to type mine myself. But matters 
progressed. At the end of tho first 
fortnight 1 had boon advised that tiie 
work of installing my coin-box had 
boon entrusted to no fewer than three 
groups of engineers, "to whom you 
should refer in all cases.” 

Well, I " reforred” for some little 
time, and then, aftor a decent interval, 
made their acquaintance separately. 
If anything was calculated to bring 
back memories of the lighter side of 
tho War it was the graeious and suave 
mauner in which I despatched and re- 
despatchod' to other departments. I 
might have been the buffest of buff’ 
slips tho way I was " passed to you, 
ploase.” I 

Once again I cancelled all my work 1 
in the pursuit of where the rainbow 
ends. Nor was this renunciation auy j 
great hardship, for I had been writing. 
a book about the Realities of War, and; 
had just found that all the horrors that ! 
ever might have happened had already! 
been set down by one who saw most, 
of tho game, being an onlooker. “ But; 
this,” 1 said, as I set out every morn-j 
ing—“ this is the life, pure adventure! 
in evory moment of it.”. 

My efforts were rewarded. In late! 
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" Please! 



THE PIONEERS. 

SUPPOSED ORIGIN OP UNDERGROUND TACTICS. 


Fobruary tliroo peoplo came and loft 
threo coin-boxes—in piocus. Then I 
must ad ip it that I did a foolish thing. 1 
wrote and said that I only wanted one 
box. 1 was afraid that if 1 kept them 
all it would be a case of “Thr-r-roe 
pennies, ploaso," instead of one. (Mine 
is a penny district). 

It annoyed them all. They came 
and took all the boxes away again— 
joalousy, 1 suppose. Ko at the end of 
February 1 was back in my old tranches 
again and visitors were'still saying, 
“ Oh, do you mind if I ring up So-and- 
so?" and I was listening to myself 
answering, "Oh, do. No, of course don't 
bother about the twoponco" (visitors 
always want calls just outside the 
radius; 1 do myself). 

The crisis came in March. It was 
thon that I joined the criminal classes. 
For many days 1 had haunted the 
telephone dump, taking a melancholy 
pleasuro in watching real onginoors 
come out with real coin-boxes forothor 
poople. No Peri at the goldon gato 
over lookod more wistful. I know now 
that it is opportunity that makes the 
criminal, and one day the opportunity 
came. It camo in the form of a young 
and evidently now hand, who emerged 
from tho dump and pitched upon mo— 
me of all people—to ask, "Can you tell 
mo whore this place is ? " As he spoke 
ho began to get out a slip with, the 


addross, and in that moment my fate 
was soaled. Ono glance showed mo 
that he was tho bjurer of a perfectly 
good coin-box, and in a socond I had 
seized tho opportunity. 

What he said I have not tho slightest 
idoa and it wouldn’t have mattered what 
tho address had boon ; before ho started 
1 had assured him that by a curious 
coincidence 1 was going to that vory 
place, and that by a still more curious 
coincidence I was tho very man who 
wauted that coin-box. Curious, wasn't 
it, how such coincidences happened in 
real life as well as in hooks? 

I took him to my home in a taxi. On 
the way I succeeded in diverting his 
mind from any possiblo awkward ques¬ 
tions by rolating details of my sad 
story until I could soo the poor fellow 
was on tho verge of tears. For thoso 
interested in criminology I may say 
that all the best criminal devices aro 
not necessarily planned beforehand to 
tho end; they aro begun any-old-how 
and the genius consists in carrying tho 
thing through afterwards, muoh tho 
same as running a great war. I recked 
not what might oocur after I had nefari¬ 
ously induced the poor innocent to in¬ 
stall tho machino; perhaps I had some 
vague idea that tho Englishman’s house 
is his castle, though this seems ridioul- 
ous when considered calmly. How¬ 
ever, what matter these psychological 


dissoctions ? llo came with mo unsus-. 
peering, and 1 pilotod him out of the 
taxi without his ever noticing the uamo 
of the street oven. IIow could I havo 
foreseon? Well, anyhow I didn’t, or I 
shouldn't havo tipped him oil tho stairs. 

With many nods and winks I gavo 
my wifo the hint how I had managed 
it, and wo went about tho house whis- 
poring and hobnobbing in odd corners 
like a couple of conspirators wliilo ho 
began the work of installation. 

Then the first dreadful inomont came. 
Suddenly he addressed mo by my name, 
with a certain suspicious interrogation 
in his tone. 

" Who?” I askod blandly, going as 
red as a turkey-cock, of course; I never 
can help it. 

He lookod surprised and I plunged 
heavily, giving the first name I could 
think of, which happenod to be tho one 
he had mentioned in the taxi—his own, 
in fact. He looked still more suspi¬ 
cious and I knew it had been a mistake, 
especially as close to where he had been 
working were two envelopes addressed 
to mo. I am certain that if my wife 
had not called me at that moment I 
should have gone permanently purple 
all over. 

When I got back (I tried to get my 
wifo to go, but she said she would 
rather I went, and that I wasn’t really 
as red as l felt)—when I got baok £ 
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could sco that it had dawned upon 
him that 1 had wheedled him there 
without liis knowing exactly vvlioro lie 
was, and that ho was determined not 
to lie had. lie asked me to sign for the 
installation. 

Alas, I could not do that. It was 
only then that I realised that I. am 
constitutionally honest; besides they 
might Jind me out. 

Wo both tried to turn his thoughts 
to pleasanter topics. Perhaps asking 
him to have a glass of port was a mis¬ 
take ; there are times when even bribery 
is bad policy. Briefly, after a mumbled 
remark tliatr “ there was something 
fishy,” he refused to loave the box. 
Dry-eyod we watched him take it all 
down and depart in a dudgeon. Wo 
were left with a vision of shameless 
visitors with their twopenny calls and 
. interminable bills running up even whilo 
we were away on our holidays. 

, Let us," I said hoarsely—“ let us go 
and look at our child; she is all we 
have left now.” 

; ; Moodily we turned to go upstairs. 
In the hall we stopped dead. Upon 
Jhft floor was the wretched paper whioh 


my Victorian conscience and my twon- 
tioth-contury caution had prevented me 
from signing. 

“Ho must,” said my wife with her 
usual perspicacity, “have dropped it 
on his way out. Lot’s soc who tho 
box was really meant for." 

Picking it up I read aloud in cold 
firm tones my own name and address. 
Tho box bad boon meant for us after 
all. 

* . * * As 

Wo got it in the end. It came ono 
morning, like the flowers in Spring, 
quite suddenly, and wo spent a whole 
day telephoning to our fnonds to toll 
them we had a coin-box at last. I also 
wrote a letter full of gratitude to the 
telephone people and got the roply that, 
“ owing to tho shortage of plant, otc.,” 
they regretted that for tho lime being 
they could not grant my request for a 
telephone. 

We did not toll them that wo had 
had one for three months; Heaven 
knows what would have happened. 

And wo are left in peace—now tint 
our visitors have heard that we have 
a coin-box. L. 


TWO “ ST LI N "-WAY 0 HANDS. 
Bv a Philistine. 

Einstein and Epstein wero wonder¬ 
ful men, 

Bringing now miracles into our ken. 
Einstein upset tho Newtonian rule; 
Epstein demolished tho Pheidiau 
School. 

Einstein gave fits to the Royal Society; 
Epstein delighted in loud notoriety. 
Einstein made parallels meet in in¬ 
finity ; 

Epstein remodelled tho form of Di\ in 

ity. 

Nature oxliauslcd, 1 hopefully sing, 
Can’t have more Steins of this sort in 
her sling. 

Disputing Sorgt. Alvan C. York’s claim .is 
the v.urld war's greatest hero, Sergt. Mike 
Donaldson of How York him challenged tile 
Tennessean to a debate on who is tho greatc-t 
war hero. ” 

New Haven Journal-Courier (C.8.A-) 
Without waiting for the result of this 
unique contest Mr. Punch has no hosi 
tatiou in saying that helwoon them 
these warriors aro responsible for the 
mightiest “ blow ’’ of the War. 
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FROM THE DANCE WORLD. 

■ (Jiy our Ballet Expert.) 

The Daily Graphic announces that 
Mr. Arnold Bennett lias "fallen a 
willing victim to the latest fashionable 
dancos,” and is having lessons in them 
"in the privacy of his llanovor Squaro 
home.” A thousand entrancing possi¬ 
bilities are opened up by this bald an¬ 
nouncement. We aro content to sup¬ 
plement it by a few authentic details. 

Mr. Bennett, who doos nothing by 
halves, has mapped out a programme 
which will occupy his energies for at 
least two years. First comes the period 
of pupilship, which will last for six 
months. Then a year on tho stage; 
then six months devoted to tho com¬ 
position of three novels and threo plays, 
each with a Torpsicliorcan motive. 
Already, while engaged on his daily 
exercises, Mr. Bennett has found time 
to revise tho titles of some of his oarlier 
works in keeping with his present aims, 
and two of theso have now boen ap¬ 
propriately rechristoned Anna Pavlova 
of the Five Towns and Helen of the 
High Kick. 

In the actual technique of his adopted 
art Mr. Bennett lias already shown 
extraordinary progress. Tho other day, 
vrhile a wedding party was just about 
to leave St. George’s, Hanover Square, 
Mr. Bennett, who happened to be 


passing by, took a Hying caracole clean 
over the Rolls-Royce which contained 
the happy pair. Those who witnessed 
tho feat say that it eclipsed Nijinsky 
in his most clastic mood. But Mr. 
Bennett is not satisfied, and declined 
an invitation to appear at tho Devon¬ 
shire Houso Ball last wook oil tho 
ground that his achievement does not 
yet squaro with his ambition. More¬ 
over he has decided not to dance in 
public under his real name, but is not 
yet quito certain whether to choose tho 
artistic pseudonym of Ben Netsky or 
Cinquecitti—probably tho latter. 

Above all ho is firmly resolved to pre¬ 
serve in his dancing tho sympathetic 
and humanistic tone of his presentation 
of lifo in his books. It will bo a mes¬ 
sage of hope. He is determined by his 
gostural artistry and resilient thistlo- 
downinoss to " sanction and fortify the 
natural human passion for believing 
that lifo can somehow, bohind all tho 
miseries and the mysteries, mean some¬ 
thing profoundly worth while." To 
render justico to his mental and phy¬ 
sical agility is beyond our powors. 
We have been driven to culling this 
memorable sentence from tho latest 
and most proternatnrally precious of 
his American admirers. 

' It is only fair to say that as a dancing 
fictionist Mr. Bennett will not be 
allowed to have it entirely his own 


way. Humours aro already afloat of 
tho appoarance on tho boards of Messrs. 
Chesterton and Belloc, under tho 
impressive aliases of Campoborgo and 
Bellocchio, " the Torriblo Tarantula- 
tors.” This may bo only a wild sur- 
miso. There is however strong a priori 
evidence in support of tho statements 
that Mr. Masefield is taking lossons in 
the Fox Trot at Boar’s Hill, and that 
Lord Northsquith is bringing hack 
with him from Morocco a poworful 
troupe of Dancing Dervishes, with tho 
intention of installing them ultimately 
in Downing Street. 

Our Literary Legislators, 

"AN IMPERIAL POLICY. 

(By Mr. Alfred Bigland, M.P.) 

May I commence my argument by a well- 
known quotation from Shakespeare, ‘ He 
knows not England who only England 
knows ’ ? ”—Liverpool Paper. 

"SITUATIONS OPEN. 

(Colonial, Indian and Foreion.) 

I ueland.—I nvoico Clerk requ i red by lending 
firrn of Wholesale Druggists in Ireland." 

Trade Paper. 

Dominion Home Rule casts its shadow 
before.- 

» The dooree of tho Archbishop of Canterbury 
for tho creation of a separate Proridenco of 
Wales was read.”— Scotch Paper. 

What’s wrong with Mr. Lloyd George? 
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BESTOKING THE BALANCE. 

i Voice from Audience. " IT'S A TRICK! ” . 

Performed. •' OP COURSE IT’S A TRICK! THE POINT IS THAT IT HASN'T BEEN DONE 
;f6R YEARS AND YEARS—AND I'LL TROUBLE YOU TO APPLAUD IT." 
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essence of parliament. 

Monday, April 12th ,—Neither Min¬ 
isters nor ordinary Members showed 
any marked eagerness to resume their 
Parliamentary labours. Little green 
oases were to be seen in every part of 
tbo House, and on the 
Treasury Bench oven Un¬ 
der-Secretaries (who often 
have to maintain a pre¬ 
carious perch on ono an¬ 
other's knees) had room 
to spread themselves. v jg |5 

The Underground Kail- 
way may, like Nature, ho . Bsgg 
careloss of the individual, 0 B|||| 

but it is extremely careful .‘-x ffilSB! 
of tho typewriter, and in- 
sists on making a special 
charge for this instrument, , 

officially regarded as a - 
bicycle. But as Sir Emc 
Gkddes announced that 
tliis extortion, “though 
legal," was in his opinion ' V. 

“neither just nor expedi- ^ 

ent,” we may hopo that it 
will shortly ho abandoned. • !§S|SIB|1P 
Tho Ministry of Transport ' 
at last seeuis likely to jus- 
tify its existence. 

Liout.-Commander Ken- 
woiithy was annoyed to 
find that there has been no change dur¬ 
ing tho recoss in the regulations relat¬ 
ing to passports, and that thoy are still 
not issued to Soviet Russia. The tono 
of tho Minister’s roply rather suggested 
that the Government might bodisposod 


to leara that, though tho heads of agree- The rest of the ovoning was mainly 
ment were being discussed, no contract taken up with the case of the Irish 
had yet been signed. He was indeed hunger-strikers. Mr. Bonar Law was 
rather surprised that tho Government atr first very stiff in his attitude, point- 
should think of parting at all with what ing out quite reasonably that if the 
tho Leader op the House had assured Government found it necessary to intern 
them was going to he “ a dripping roast people suspected of crime it was absurd 

to let them out again be- 

£ cause thoy throatenod to 

commit suicide. Several 
Memhors, English as well 

_ as Irish, thought that 

f .iN there was a case for diffor- 

entiating botwoon con- 
pciMnoi. and tlios^ 

raadn^on^tliaao 

ORMTO HIS IMCDLK. KSSri 'non Wn'Z 

M». I lira. ok Stock rouT. s u S o« of con.lruo- 

| for the taxpayer." Mr. Law smilingly I tion. But he showod no enthusiasm 


• ^ 



51K. PUNCH GREETS HIS DOUBLE. 
Mr. Fii.ues or SiocKroitT. 

for tho taxpayer." Mr. Law smiling!] 
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“HOT STUFF.” 

Mr. Miles of Dautfoiid. 

to make an exception in favour of tho 
hon. and gallant Membor. 

Tuesday, April 13th .—Aftertho official 
announcement that the Slough dep6t 
had been sold, and tho chorus of satis¬ 
faction in the Press that the Govern¬ 
ment had disposed of its white elephant 
at a profit, Mr. Hogoe was disappointed 


disclaimed tho coinago of this appetising for tho suggestion that ho should ox- 
phraso. tend tho benefits of tho Acts to others 

Mr. Mir.r.s, the new Momber for besides the “working classes," and 
Dartford, is credited with being “ vory flatly declined to attempt a definition 
hot stuff” (a cadet, 1 am told, of the of that ambiguous term. It is beliovcd, 
Moulin Ilouya family), but he looked 

much too trim and sprnco for a real .U( laiSMKsiufeO-'i 1(7 Ah, 

revolutionary us lie walked up, amid • • li ifi'liPliaftSK."t■■ j 
tho plaudits of his Labour colloaguos, ' ’ ^WlBlvWli 

to take the oath and his sout. In fact A |. 

Mr. Greenwood, tho new Coalition- JBmIi III 

Unionist Mombor for Stockport, who 

followed him, has much more tho air of fl rl 

an hommr. tinpcuple. As for Mr. Ejldhs, Cj\ 

his Coalition-Liberal colleague, I don’t |h\ j< 

wonder that Stockport favoured a can- 

didato whose genial conntonanco so | 

strongly resembles that of Mr. Punch. [|u iff 

The dobate on the Civil Service Ksti- A'; Iff ‘Mi 

mates furnished Mr. IIovkins with an / Sj 1 l| 

opportunity of delivering an appeal, / c \i 

doubtless cogent but mainly inaudible, 

for tho restoration of tbo exchango M ^ yVjv 1,1 ''ll™ 

value of tho pound sterling. Mr. A. M. ^ 

Samuel, on the other band, was more ip. 'JiM 

audible than orthodox. At loast it ■ ■'.• ^isi ^aJ]|j^S^tf-- 

ratber shocked me to bo told that wo l/ldtSEk 

wore getting too much for tho pound 
before tho War. Mr. Baldwin, for the / / • y ■ / 

Government, made a speech so full of ./ / j I 

soundcommonsensothatSirFREDERiCK ' 1 ' 

Banbury hoped be would send a special ’ an KX-ADMlBALTV CRICHTON, 
copy of it to San Komo for the edifica- j)n. 5 Iackamaka effects a r.Auoru 
tion of the Prime Minister. kviukik, 


AN KX-ADMl RALTV CRICHTON. 

Dr, tlACNAMAUA EFFECTS A r.AUOEU 
KXCHANCiM. 
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One Animal Ai list. “ Tliosv: chickens X jioci.iit oik yoc am: so i.odh io mi 
/'Vkiikt. ‘ No (.ooj), Km? What’s nyhino mi’ ’em?” 

Our Animal Artist. ••Tiii.v’ve hot no exvhession.” 


howovor, that recent experience has 
convinced him that builders in general 
and bricklayers in particular cannot 
properly he so described. 

Mr. Bundall’h attempt to get the 
House to pledge ilsolf in advance to 
the full policy of Lord Buckmastek’h 
Divorce Bill was defeated. The main 
opposition came from Mr. Bon Ann 
McNbilIi, who sits for Canterbury 
and spoke with cathedral solemnity. 
Mr. Munuo supported the Resolution, 
on the ground that Englishwomen 
ought not to ho refused the advan¬ 
tages enjoyed by their Scotch sisters. 
Marriage in Scotland appears to ro- 
somble Glasgow—there aro great facili¬ 
ties for getting away from it. But 
Lady Aktob, hailing from a land where 
they are oven greater, displayed no 
desire to jump to conclusions, and asked 
for an interval of five or ten years to 
make up her mind. 

If the choors that greeted Mr. Mac- 
pherbon wero meant to console him 
for his "Irishman’s rise” in slipping 
down from the Chief Secretaryship to 
the Ministry of Pensions, they were 
assuredly superfluous. The supposed 
victim was obviously delighted to be rid 
of the respopsibility for a policy which 


seems to grow moro tangled every day. 
Only on Tuesday Mr. Bonar Law was 
assuring the House that tho Mouuljoy 
hunger-strikers must he left to commit 
suicide if they chose ; tho Government 
could not release men suspected of 
grave crimes. This afternoon he an¬ 
nounced that sixty-six of them had in 
fact been liberated on parole. 

Tho new Minister of Labour (late 
of the Admiralty) came on hoard again, 
looking none tho worse for his strenu¬ 
ous exertions at Camberwell. He had 
a hearty welcome from all quarters of 
the House, which would hardly know 
itself without its “ Dr. Mao.” 

It is one thing to gain a seat in the 
Houso, hut quite another thing to keep 
it, as Sir W. Jovnhon-Hickb has just 
discovered. Returning from a prolonged 
tour in foreign purts ho found that his 
favourite corner-scat had been annexed 
by another Member. Determined to 
reclaim it, ho visited the House at 
8 A..v. and inserted his card; hut on 
coming back to the House for prayers 
found that the usurper had substituted 
her own. Mr. T. P. O’Connor, with 
old-world chivalry, considered that the 
only lady-Member should be ollowod 
to, sit where she pleased; but the 


Speaker upheld tho principle “lirst 
come, first sorved." 

On a Vote of twenty-seven millions 
for the expenses of tiia Ministry of 
Munitions Mr. Hope told a flattering 
tale. The Department might be spend¬ 
ing a lot of money, but it was making 
a great doal more; and lie anticipated 
that the Disposals Board would hand 
over to the Exchequer this year some¬ 
thing like a hundred millions, if not 
more. Tho Slough Depfit, he main¬ 
tained, had been run at a profit aud 
sold at u profit. Tho Ministry might 
have made some mistakes, but it repre¬ 
sented a prodigious national effort, of 
which the historian would speak with 
amazement and praise. 

Unimpressed by this panegyric Sir 
Donald Maclean intimated that he 
came to bury the Ministry and not to 
praise it. In his view its administra¬ 
tion had been grossly extravagant. Ho 
demanded the full details of the Slough 
transaction and suggested that the 
Vote should be withdrawn until they 
wero forthcoming. To this proposal 
Mr. Hope, with more humility than 
I should have expected after the op¬ 
timism of his earlier speech, ultimately 
agreed . ..X.,, 
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THE LAND OE LOGIC. 

Lkt mo tell you about my National¬ 
ist friend, Gabal Osman EfTendi. 

The circumstances of his brother’s 
death, which were as follows, drove him 
into politics and made him a fervent 
advocate of “ Egypt for the Egyptians.” 

llis brother was in a very humble 
way and lived in a little mud village. 
There he had a friend, yet poorer than 
himself, who only attained to prosper¬ 
ity when a plague fell on the village. 
The sanitary authorities put a cordon 
around it to prevent the spread of the 
plague, and hired this man among 
others to throw disinfectants and things 
ipto any drains that happened to exist. 
Thus Osman Effendi’a brother’s friend 
became a Government servant. 

Now Osman Effendi’s brother had a 
sore leg. When he hoard of his friend's 
new work he thought he saw a way to 
avoid any doctor's fees. So he went to 
him and said, " I hear that you are now 
a doctor.' ’ His friend, proud but truth- 
fid, said he was perhaps hardly that, 
but he was certainly put to administer 
drugs.. Osman’s brother pointed out 
that his leg was sore and suggested that 
id should be healed. The other looked 
deubtfol, then produced a lump of his 


disinfectant. ‘‘This,” said ho, ‘‘is a 
powerful drug and, who knows? it may 
euro your leg.” It was a friendly act; 
hut Osman’s brother swallowed the 
lump and shortly afterwards died. 

Osman ElTcudi at onco brought an 
action for damages against the Govern¬ 
ment, on the ground that its servant 
had caused the death of his brother 
(whom, as a matter of fact, he himself 
had largely supported). The case was 
heard by a Court on which sat two 
Egyptian judges and otio English, ami 
the decision went against Osman. This 
convinced him of the injustice of the 
English. 

The Assize Court of Appeal, which 
visited the district and heard Osman 
ElTendi’s appeal against tho liist ver¬ 
dict,consisted of three Egyptian judges. 
It is true that tho English jiulgo who 
should have gone on Assize had fallen 
ill, and there was no other to lake his 
place. But Osman Effendi saw in this 
too the malevolent hand of tho English, 
who nourished a grudge against him. 
“ How,” he said, “ can I obtain justice 
if there is no Englishman on the 
Court?" 

From that moment he has become' 
an Ultra-Nationalist, and lias, I believe, 
been seen in the streets of Cairo shout¬ 


ing with the best of them tho latest 
“English” catchword of “Long Live 
Egypt! Long Die Miunku!” 
lie is, you see, an educated man. 

Consolidating the Empire. 

"In In .ii.iii r of t lie w-.it to Napier of I ho 
Pi into of Wales the roof of the Ho rough 
Council ollk-fs is to lie given a mat of [mini." 

.Vcw /calami 1‘it/ ei, 

"PKHSONU,. 

Ai .1 ill a.- You idiot. Irene.”— Ti hick. 
Very “personal," wo should say. 

“ Sir Aiielilaud mid Lady ftoddes left London 
Inst Saturday for flic I’ntied Stati-H.” 

Jii\h I'up 'r. 

It is only fair to add that they have 
not chosen this country for tho sake of 
its easy Divorce Laws. 

“llajor Christopher Lnwthcr (CL'Cuinber- 
I.md, North) moved a now rUiuse.” 

Proniuial Paper. 

It was Bomowhero in this neighbour¬ 
hood, we believe, that Wonuswoitrn 
discovered his “ winsome marrow.” 

“ Though to-day is Primrose Day . . .” 

Paily Minor, April til It. 

At the risk of being thought behind 
the times, we ourselves deferred our 
celebration until April 19th as usual. 
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AT THE PLAY. 

“Birds of a Feather.” 

It is nearly always a good thing for 
fcho author of a play to know wlmt ho 
is after, and if lie can get his audience 
to follow him so much the better. It 
is quito possible that Mr. Esmond had 
an idea in his head when he wrote liircls 
of a Feather, hut if so ho nevor lot me 
get at it. Up to the vory end I had no 
conception of what ho was trying to 
’ illustrate, unless it was llio trite theory 
that wo are tho creatures of our en¬ 
vironment. 

That, at any rate, was how Constance 
(of “the House of Usshcr ") explained 
her vagaries, though 1 couldn’t seo why. 
The daughter of a very rich Jew, whoso 
Christian wife had run away from him, 
she was brought up in groat comfort, 
which included tho love r 
of a peer’s son, her 
fathor’s. secretary. It : : 
is true that her stern 
parent would not hear j 
of their union ; hut that 
lias no doubt happened ^ 
to young heiresses bo- 
foro now without turn¬ 
ing them into criminals. , u — 

With Constance how- 
ever it seems to have 
been different. Sho had 
gathered from what sho 
know of her father's 
career that tlioro must 
be easy ways of making 
money if you are not 
too scrupulous, so sho 
forged his name for a 
thousand pounds with 
speculative intent. It 

was open to the old--- 

man to regard this as an act of filial 
pioty, sinco it was an atlompt, however 
crude, to follow tho parental tradition; 
but apparently forgery had not been 
one of his foibles and he threatened 
her with tho law unless she gave up 
the idoa of marrying the secretary, now 
dismissed from his service. 

Meanwhile she has boon carrying on 
a socrot intrigue with that gentleman 
(sho must have got this from her 
“Christian” mother), and when her 
father comos to know of it he suddenly 
exhibits an unsuspected gift of senti¬ 
mentality (“ My baby Con ! my baby 
Con 1 ” ho sobs), and, in terror lest his 
ewo-lamb'B namo should bo tainted by 
the breath of scandal, ho offors his Jale 
secretary a heavy sum of money to 
make an honest woman of her. It 
sounds a little inconsistent, but of 
course there may have been a nico 
differentiation in the old rogue’s mind' 
between a moral and a criminal offence, 
in favour of the latter. 


As for Constance I have seldom met (aunt) to verify her suspicions with 
a loss seizable character. If sho was regard to the morals of Constance. But 
tho result of environment there was no I shall never got you to believe me when 
visible sign to show how it infected her. I say that the subject was not so much 
We Rimply had to take Mr. Esmond's as touched again till the final Act. 
word for it. To mo the menage seemed I have spoken of the incongruous 
to ho of the most respectable. But, of stuff of which old Jacob Ussher’s heart 
course, you can always attribute any- was constructed. That strange organ 
thing to your surroundings. One on- was hard enough to make him give his 
vironment is vicious and so drives you daughter away to his secretary in tho 
to vice: anothor is virtuous with the matter of the forgery; but whon itcamo 
samo effect. Constance might condemn to a quostion of the exposure of her re- 
hors, hut it never had a chance with a lalions with her lover this samo heart 
girl like that. was found to bo of the consistency of 


For myself it was not her viciousness putty, 


that worried me, it was lior vulgarity; I hope I shall not seem guilty of 
and of thisshosoomedquiteunconscious. Constance’s indiscretion if I politely 
Her speech abounded in second-rate col- wonder how it was that so astute a 
loquialisms. Was it her environment judge as Miss Marie Bohr accepted 
that taught her to say droadful tilings this play. Actor-managers, of course, 
like “ Tut that in your pipo and smoko have been known to produce indifferent 
~ 1 work for the sake of a 






“You srcvi 
COMMITTEE.” 


. - good acting part for 

_ , . extromely probable 

: " nH IHM - iou ,lE chairman OF TUB Anti-1 'uofitebhino w iU, his quiet sincerity. 

_But our chief consola- 

it” ? The clioap fun that she got out tion came from Miss Bached de Solda 
of a girl-friend who had mado it a rule as tho maiden aunt, a reactionary type 
to pray for her was tho kind of tiling of tho most confirmed stolidity, with a 
you would lie sorry to find in a common weakness for diamonds and indigestion, 
hoarding-school. And are gentlefolk Miss Marie Lour had many clever 
in the habit of asking a man, us Con- things to say, but it didn’t matter 
stance did, how it was that he ever what Miss de Solla said; hor manner 
camo to got eugagod to such a woman was irrosiBtible. 


WITH HIM. YOU’HE CHAIRMAN OF TUB ANTI-1 ’ItOFITEKKINO 


as tho ono of his choice ? In Bayswater 
it simply isn't done. 


I must doubt, however, whether the 
excellent work of the actors will carry 


At the end of the First Act, after the play to success. Even its title is 
many trivialities and the waste of pre- obscure. The only thing I know about 
cious time over a description of certain “birds of a feather”-is that they are 
characters that woro presently to appear supposed to “Dock together”; and I 
and endorse it, tlioro was a sudden have always been given to understand 
diversion. Tho professional card of a that the adage alludes to the mutual 
private detective was discovered in an attraction of similar types. Nobody 
urm-chair. No one seemed to know over told me that it was meant to indi- 
how it got there, and, as the curtain cate that tho sins of the father bird are 
choso this moment to fall, we were left liable to be reproduced in his chioken. 
in a state of palpitation, wondering how 

we were to got through the interval Anna Pavlova. 

with our curiosity unappeased. Ulti- She hasn’t changed at alL Many, 
mately it turned out that the detective Russian dancers have come and gone! 
was to be employed by Miss Ussker since last she was with us, but there is 
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THE RULING PASSION. 

Absentee . “ 1 was ii.ayinh foot-ha' in the struct, and tub pouch took ami hocked mb li> for four hoihs. 
Teacher . "Did you hut anythinu to bat?" Absentee . "Ay —A hard 1101.0." 

Teacher . "What uui \ou do wiTir it?” Absentee . “ 1 ’daykd foot-ha’.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. ranch's Staff of Learned Clerics.) 

The title, somewhat puzzling at first, which Miss F. ]v 
Midlh Young has given to her latest story, The Almonds 
of Life (IIodder and Stoughton), turns out to bo based 
upon a Chineso proverb to the effect that " almonds came to 
thoso who liavo no teeth.” This rather devastating sample 
of philosophy (which I liavo put by for use against the next 
person who attempts to work off upon mo tho adago about 
those who wait) forms the toxt of a well-told tale of mis¬ 
placed affections. As you may expect, if you know Miss 
Young's former work, it is a South African story, not con¬ 
cerned however with Boers and natives and the trackless 
veld, but with coastwise civilization and suburban garden- 
parties. As before, the author excellently conveys tho 
place-feeling, so woll indeed that I was sorry when the love 
intrigues of tho two protagonists necessitated their quitting 
Africa for a inoro conventional Italian setting. I may 
summarise the plot by telling you that the particular 
almond that fell too late to the heroine was somebody else’s 
husband. But it wasn't so much that she was unable to 
eat him as that lie proved indigestible when swallowed. 
r-The lady was Gerda, young and dazzling bride of tho 
middle-aged Fred Wooten, and the gentleman ono of her 
husband’s closest friends, also (boforo the arrival of Gerda) 
happily married to a wife whom I found tho most attractive 


person in tho book. I need not further detail the crooked 
courso of untrue lovo, though I may hint at a fault in 
balanco, where your sympathy, previously and rightly en¬ 
listed for poor betrayed Fred, is demanded for Gerda in her 
difficulty with the almond. As usual, Miss Young unfolds 
her plot with admirablo directness, chiolly through a natural 
and unforced dialogue, so easy that it disguises its own art. 

If any reasonable man still possesses a grain of sympathy 
with Bolshevism I invite him to purge himself by reading 
With the “ Die-Hards” in Siberia ( Gassedd). In August, 
1918, Colonel John Ward, M.P., reached Vladivostok in 
command of the 25th Battalion Middlesex Regiment, and 
from the time of bis arrival until his departure nearly a 
year later bis position was almost grotosquoly difficult. Of 
our Allies in Siberia and of their policy bo writes with 
justifiable frankness. Our own is not excused, but be lots 
us clearly see that however ineffectual it may have been 
there was honesty of purposo underlying it. In the medley 
of confusion which prevailed we wore lucky to have in 
Colonel Ward as sonior British officer a man who was not 
afraid to shoulder his responsibility. Under conditions so 
exasperating that anyone might liavo been oxcused if ho 
bad been overwhelmed with atigor and bewilderment lie 
was resolved to uphold our prostigo. Upon tho Bolshevist 
horrors in Siberia he does not dwell, hut ho >ays enough in 
passing to make ono shudder. Colonel Ward is a true friend 
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of Russia. " This great people are bound to recover, and 
become all tlie stronger for their present trials,” are the 
concluding words of nis preface. That this prophecy may 
come true must be tho prayer of all of us who remember 
what we owed to Russia during the earlier part of the War. 

It was porhaps my misfortuno that, not having read tho 
book in which Mr. Kixiar Rick Burroughs recorded the 
earlier adventures of his hero, John Carter, in tho red 
planet Mars, when that gontleman procipated himself 
thither (from tho banks of tho Hudson, of all places), I 
found inysolf in more senses than one out of my element. 
Not that it really matters; since the Martian existence of 
Mr. Carter was apparently of that wild and whirling 
character, familiar to patrons of tho Continuous Pro¬ 
gramme, in which one thrill follows upon another so fast 
that their precise order becomes of small moment. Whon 
I tell you that tho opening chapters of this remarkable 
nightmare— The Goths of Mars (Methukn)— contain mon¬ 
sters with one whito oyo and mouths in thoir hands, flying 
pirates, an air-ship tlmt sinks down a volcano, an agolcss 
witch who—hut why ~ “ “ ~ 

continue? The pub- |!.^ JVvJk 

lislievs call theso hap- «• 'r if- 

nenintfii “bold:" hut 


continue? The pub¬ 
lishers call theso hap¬ 
penings “ bold; ” but 
this is a pitiful un- 
dorstatoment. Really 
they nro of a character 
to make tho wildest 
imaginings of Jules 
Ykunk, i'rioml of my 
youth, or Mr. Wells, 
companion of my 
riper years, road like 
tho peaceful annals of 
a country rectory. To 
quote again from the 
publishers, “ only tho 
man who created 
Tarztm could write 
such stories.” If Tar- 


|I.S * 




wWC -»S% 

, ",, ^ 0 “ • 

Yonntj At). “Chick it. Jimmy. 'H ain't nor a kind nil,." 


Zttll were in any way Yoinut At). “Chick it. Jimmy. 

comparable with tho •_!_ 

presont volume, it would perhaps not ho unfair to add the 
corollary that only those readers who appreciated tho one 
could swallow the other. Mercifully, Air. Burroughs 
writes so continually at the top of his voice that after a 
time tho clatter comes to have an effect merely soporific. 

Since Major-General Sir C. K. Callwkll hus, in Tlte 
Dardanelles (Const.uii.k), added a volume to a sories 
called Campaigns and Their Lessons, if is clear that lie is 
writiug mainly for military students, but none tho less at 
least one man in the street —meaning myself—hus been 
glad, after reading plenty of merely descriptive accounts of 
the Gallipoli affair, to find a hook tlmt frankly and justifi¬ 
ably does lay claim to technical proficiency. The exponents 
of vivid narrative, modestly disclaiming expert knowledge, 
have boon painfully liahlo to break oil just short of wlmt 
one wanted most to know. They told us how things 
happened, or, at any rate, how it seemed they happened, 
but the reason why of things they hud to leave to others. 
In this book we really do get at the \\ hy, and oven more tho 
why not, of tho magnificent failure. Of actual incident and 
human interest General Cam, well's naeount, which in a 
sense is only supplementary to the others, adds little to our 
previous knowledge. The only point of the sort f pioked 
up is his notice of the -characteristio reluctance shown by 
Anzaes to report themselves as sick when urged to do so 


with a view to'the gradual removal of troops without witlfcl; 
drawal of entire units. It is hardly necessary to add tha$" 
the author is an old literary hand, with a pleasantly clear 
and luminous style of his own, though one is free to 
admit lie splits his infinitives almost as much as Sir Ias( 
Hamilton split his forces, and witlf less justification. _ 

In the very improving hooks which I had to read long 
ago the hero or heroine usually had a cross to boar. They 
boro it with great fortitude, and frequently died young. 
When thoroforo 1 opened Mr. Jerome K. Jerome’s AU 
Hoads Lead to Calvary (Hutchinson) I fancied I know 
what to oxpect. I read that Joan' Allway was possessed 
of remarkablo beauty, a “ Stevonsonian touoh ” and suit¬ 
able introductions to editors and newspaper proprietors, and 
tlmt from tho pulpit of a column in the evening Press, with 
her photograph at the top, sho attempted to reform the 
world. I don’t know how tho photograph caine out, but 
there was apparently no martyrdom so far. Afterwards 
she began to encourage and inspire Robert Phillips, a Labour 
M.P. and future Cabinet Minister, and at tho snme time to be 

kind to and educate 
-■Vtiiiit- h Mrs. Phillips, wl o 

" was good-natured, 

jyilP,.. ,i I-_MBS!!*, t vulgar and niiddle- 

aged. Falling gradu- 
—i Y ■>- ally * , ‘ l l°vo with the 

i- y.- -« /Mpwa J- . ) politician, she witli- 

’f\ _(LI 'A -C- : J _ ... drew only just in time, 

\ W t nursed in a French 

<■' hospital, married a 
’ T_ journalist friend and 

-■ settled down happily 

■ a? . ■ 'sT with him to reform a 

SH wStms’jM f / - little bit of the world 
|iyyLjjj|9§&fcat a time, and that 

the part nearest to 
- hand. And now I am 

left wondering whnt 
--n.. Joaw AIIway’s cross 

* " ' s - was. Would avoiding 

■ i*j ain't nor a kind i. , mi„" H' e Divorce Court be 

---counted the roughest 

path of self-denial in a moral auecdolo of to-day? 


llunnintj Wild (Simpkin) is the expressive title of a col¬ 
lection of child-memories hy the lato Mr. Bertram Smith, 
whom readers of Punch will remember by the psoudonym 
“ Bis." They can hero learn from a sympathetic little intro¬ 
duction hy Mr. Ward Mum undor what conditions of a bravo 
hut losing battlo with ill-health this delicato and vivacious 
work was written. When I say that these recollections, 
(which I decline to call hy any w'ord implying more arti¬ 
fice) illustrate their author, I give you their measure for 
honesty and charm combined. Honesty first of all; Mr. 
Smith’s young barbarians running wild and, ono conjec¬ 
tures, rapidly reducing thoir elders to a like condition, have 
the compelling effect of unsentimental truth. Fow clouds of,, 
glory, for example, trail about the protagonists of “ A Day," 
a tribute to the joyous intoxication of a day-long orgie of 
naughtinoss deliberate and wholly unrepented. You will., 
find much in these pagos to waken half-forgotten and per-’ 
haps secret pleasures. Thus there was for mo a personal 
echo in tho rejection as a seaside entertainment of castle-1 
building.and the ordered sequence of the tides in favour of 
the infinitely more variable delight of running tvater and « 
sufficiency of mud. Perhaps I have said enough to suggest; 
.the charm of an engaging volume, itself a, menforiul ftfuM^ 
whose kindly laughter wTll be nsisaed by many; \ 
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CHARIVARIA. 

General Denikin is now in London. 
This is the first visit he has paid to 
this country since his last assassina¬ 
tion by the Bolshevists. 

*X!* 

New proposals regarding.telephone 
oharges are expected as soon as the 
Select Committee has reported. If the 
system of charging by time in place 
of piece-work is adoptod it will mean 
ruination to many business-men. 

* 

The Swiss Government lias issuod 
orders that ex-monarchs may enter the 
country without passports. It is re¬ 
quired, however, that they should take 
their places in the queue 
*,* “ 

It is reported that 
a Londonderry man 
walked -up to a Sinn 
Feiner the other day 
and said, “ Shoot me.” 

We understand that the 
real reason why the 
fellow was not accom¬ 
modated was that he 
omitted tosay “Please.” 

The best Sinn Foiuers 
are very punetilious. 

*** 

“The drinking of 
intoxicants,” says an 
Amorican prohibition¬ 
ist, “ causes early death 
in ninety-five cases out 
of a hundred." Several 
Americans, we are in¬ 
formed, liavo gallantly 
offered thorn solves for 
experimental purposes. 

* * 

T 


“ In New York the other day," says 
a contemporary, “ the sky kept stream¬ 
ing silver sheen; mistlike lights pul¬ 
sated in rapid flashes to the apex and 
piled-up stars could be seen.” The fact 
that New York can still see things like 
this must be a sorry blow to the Pro¬ 
hibitionists. * * 

“Working men have been hit very 
hard by the tyrannical Budget,” an¬ 
nounces a morning paper. We too are 
in sympathy with those miners who 
are now faced with only one bottle of 
champagno a day. 

* 

> 1 : 

“These cotton boom profits,” said 
the President of the Toxtile Institute 
recently,“ aro abnormal and unhealthy.” 



“ It is a scandal,” 

says a contemporary,_ 

" that the clerks at Llanelly should ask 
for twelve pounds fifteen shillings a 
week." But suroly there is no harm 
in asking. * * 

According to a weekly paper not only 
is Constance Binney a famous screen 
star, but she is also a first-class ukelele 
player. The latest reports are that the 
news has been received quietly. 

* * 

11 If slightly cut before cooking, po¬ 
tatoes slip out of their skins easily,” 
says a home journal. This is better 
than frightening them out of their skins 
by jumping out from behind a door and 
saying “ Boo.” * * 

•r 

Hr. William Amo, the germ-proof 
map, has been giving demonstrations 
in London. It is .reported that last 
week tir germ snapped at him and broke 
off two of its te?th. ,' 


Lady (to manager oj Servants ' Itegistry ). “1 wish to Obtain a new 

QOVEKNEBS,” 

Manager . “Well, Madam, vor hemembku we sui’dlied you wiru one 

ONLY LAST WEEK, BUT, JUDGING BY THE MEl'OKT WE HAVE DECEIVED, WHAT 
YOU DUALLY NEED IS A LTON-TaMF.11." 


Airships under construction, declares 
Air-Commodore E. M. Maitland, will 
make the passage to Australia in nine 
and a-half days. Itt tax-paying circles 
it is said that the fashionable thing will 
ho to start now and lot the airship 
overtake you if it can. 

* <: 
i'fi 

More than a million Americans, it is 
statod, are preparing to visit Europe 
tliis sutnmor. It is thought that there 
is at least a sporting chance that some 
of them will be hoist with their own 
bacon. ... * 

“ Tho man who does not know 
Latin,” says the Dean of Dubiiam, “ is 
not roally educated.” b’everal unedu¬ 
cated business men are said to have 
written to the Dean 
asking tho Latin for 
what they think of the 
new Budget. 

# * 

* 

At a recent wedding 
in Tyrone young men 
who had come to wish 
the bride and biidc- 
groom luck lit a firo 
against the door, block- 
oil tho chimney with 
straw, broke tho win¬ 
dows, threw water and 
cayenne-pepper on the j 
wedding - party and j 
bombarded the house 1 
with stones for two ; 
hours. It is just this j 
joyous, carefree nature 
of the Irish that the 
stolid Englishman will 
never loarn to appre¬ 
ciate. * * 




The Manchester man, however, who 
recently came out with innumerable 
spots resembling half-crowns as the 
result of the boom, declares that no in¬ 
convenience is suffered once the dizzi¬ 
ness lias passed away. 

* * 

From Bungay in Suffolk comes the 
news that a water-wagtail has built its 
nest in a milk-can. We resolutely re¬ 
frain from comment. 

A youth recently arrested in Dublin 
was found not to have a revolver on 
him. He is boiug detained for a medi¬ 
cal examination. 

# * 

* • . 

A great many people are committing 
suicide; says the Vioar of St. Mathew’s, 
Portsmouth, because they have nothing 
to live for. We disagree. The Weekly 
Dispatch’s accounts of the next world 
are well worth staying alive for. 


We understand that 
tho man who tried to 
gain admission to tho Zoo on Sunday 
by making a noise like a Fellow of 
the Zoological Society was detectod in 
tlm act. .. * 

A person who recently attempted to 
commit suicide by lying down on the 
Caledonian Railway lino was found to 
have a razor in one pocket and a bottle 
of laudanum in tho other. The Com¬ 
pany, wo understand, strenuously deny 
the necessity of these alternatives. 

A Callous Crowd. 

“ Tho christening ceremony was performed 
by Lady Maclay, wife of the Shipping Con¬ 
troller. Thousands of people saw her go down 
tho slips, and cheers were raised as she took 
tho water without tho slightest hitch.” 

Daily News . 

We gather from the expression, “ with¬ 
out tho slightest hitch,” that not one 
.of the onlookers made any effort to 
save the lady. 
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THOUGHTS ON THE BUDGET. 

By a Patriot. 

This twelvemonth at tlio grindstone 1 have ground, 
Toiling to moot tho toll of profiteers, 

And now comos Austen, budgeting around, 

“Comes the blind Fury with the abhorred shears" 
(Milton), and leaves mo naked as a poodle, 

Shorn—to the buff—of my laborious Doodle. 

i own it irks me little when he goes 
For fancy weeds and wine of tizzy brands; 

But I protest at parting through the nose 
For what the meanest human lifo demands; 
Nothing is sacred from bis monslrojus paw’, 

Not letters, no, nor oven usquebaugh. 

That boverago, which invites to balmy sleep 
(Guerdon of toil), is on the upward ramp; 

My harmless doggerel—in itself so cheap- 

Despatehed by post will want a largor stamp; 

Nor have I any wives or children to 
Abate tho mulcting of my revonuo. 

But if you tell mo I am asked to bleed 
For England; if, by being rudely tapped, 

My modest increment may help at need 

To spare soino Office which would elso ho scrapped: 
If my poor llcoco of wool by heavy cropping 
Can savo tho Civil Estimates from dropping;—• 

If T can keep in comfortable ease 

But ono superfluous Staff for one week’s play; 
if from my squalor I may liopo to squeeze 
Tho wherewithal to chock for half a day 
The untimely razing of a single Hut— 

’Tis well; I will not even murmur “Tut." O. S. 


A TRYING DAY IN MEDIAEVAL TIMES. 

Till’, public torturer hurried homo in an irritable frame of 
mind. The day liad been for him one long round of annoy¬ 
ances. When he commenced his duties that morning, already 
exasperated by tho thought that if the drought continued 
the produco of his tiny patch of ground would be completely 
ruinod, be was aggrieved to find that far more than liis fair 
sliaro of-a recently arrived batch of heretics had been allotted 
to him. During tho midday break for refreshments bis 
dreamy assistant had allowed the furnace to go out, bring¬ 
ing upon the torturer’s own bead a severe censure for tho 
consequent delay. In the afternoon, glancing occasionally 
through the narrow window, bo was mortifiod to see that 
the promising rain-clouds, which might yet have saved his 
cabbages, were dispersing; and tlioh, to crown all, just as 
be was finishing for tho day be bad caught bold of a pair 
of pincers a trifle too near the wliito-hot end and seared 
bis hand. 

• As bo approached the cottago which was enshrined in 
bis heart by a thousand sacred associations as home, the 
torturer strove to rise suporior to bis worries. He whistled 
bravely as he crossed the threshold and caressed his wife 
with bis usual tenderness. Intuitivoly she divined tho bit¬ 
terness of the mood which lay beneath tho torturer's seeming 
cheerfulness, but she stifled her curiosity liko tho wise little 
woman she was and hastened to lay his supper before him. 
Through the progress of the meal—prepared by her in tho 
way the torturer loved so well—she diverted him with her 
lively prattle. And at length, when she trod on the dog and 
caused it to give out a long-drawn howl, she made such a 
neat allusion to the Chamber and heretics that the torturer 
laughed till the tgars streamed down his cheeks. 


After tho table was cleared the torturer's little blue-eyed 
girl came toddling up to him for hor usual half-hour’s cuddle. 
It made a beautiful picture—the little mite with her father's 
merry eyes and her mother's rosobud mouth, sitting on tho 
torturer's knoe, her golden hair mingling with his heard. 
And how hor silvery laugh briglitonod the place as she played 
her favourite game of stretching her rag doll on a toy model 
of a rack. 

Tho sound of rain outside brought the torturer and his 
wife to tho door. As thoy stood side by sido watching 
the downpour the last vostige of the torturer’s ill-humour 
passed away. This rain would mean a record year for his 
cabbages, and would do wonders for his boans, which 
were already a long way more forward than thoso of tho 
executioner. 

Ho realised now that ho had allowed Uio mishaps of the 
day to worry him unduly. After all, his hand had suffered 
little moro than a scorch and no longer pained him, and, 
although tho censure he had received in the Chamber aud 
the possible consequences had boon very disquioting, yet 
he was now able to assure himsolf and his wife that if 
henceforth ho kept his assistant from wool-gathering all 
would he well. 

Suddenly he fell back trembling from the threshold, his 
faco blanched with terror. A large rain-drop had splashed 
on his forehead, reminding him abruptly that before coining 
homo that ovening ho had neglected to fill the water-drip¬ 
ping apparatus, which might bo required at dawn for the 
moro obstinate of tho heretics. 


TALL TALK. 

The fact that, tho Bishop-Elect of Pretoria, tho Ilev. 
Neville Talbot, is no less than six foot six inches high, 
surpassing his prodeccssor by two inches, has boon freely 
cointuonlod on in the Tress. Anxious to ascertain from 
loaders of public opinion tho true significance of tho appoint¬ 
ment, Mr. Bunch has been at pains to collect their views. 
How divergent ami even contradictory they are may be 
gathered from tho following selection:—• 

Sir Martin Conway, Uio Apostlo of Altitude, as ho has 
been recently denominated, welcomed the appointment of 
Bishop Talbot as a good omen for the campaign which he 
is so ably conducting. “Nothing,” ho remarks, “lias im¬ 
pressed mo so much in the works of Tennyson as the lino, 
‘ Wc needs must love the highest when we seo it.’ Mountain 
or building or man, it is all tho same. I never felt so 
hUppy in all my travels in South America as when I was 
in Tatagonia, the homo of tall men and tho giant sloth. 
At all costs we should recognise and cultivate the human 
skyscraper.” 

ThoBishop of Hereford (Dr. HensleyIIenson) expressed 
tho hope that the appointment of bishops would not be 
governed solely by an anthropometric standard. It would 
he a misfortune if the impression were created that prefer¬ 
ment to tho episcopal benoh.was confined to nigh Church¬ 
men. 

The Editor of The Times declined to dogmatize on th|B 
subject. He pointed out howovor that the average height 
of the Yugo-Slnvs exceedod that of tho Welsh. The claims 
of small nations could not, of course, be overlooked, but ^ie 
considered it as little short of a calamity when a Great 
Tower bad an undersized Trime Minister. Short men liked 
short cuts, but, as Bacon said, the shortest way is com¬ 
monly the foulest. 

Dr. Bobert Bridges (the Poet-Laureate) writes to say 
that, having given special study to the hexameter, he was 
much interested to find that the measure now in vogue 
amongst bishops was that of six feet and over. He hoped 
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to treat the subject exhaustively in his forthcoming treatise 
on Ecclesiastical Prosody. 

Colonel L. C. Amkhy, M.P., strongly deprocated the 
attempt to identify excessive height with extreme olliciency. 
In the election to Fellowships at All Souls no height limit 
was imposed. Napoleon and the late Lord Kobekts wero 
both small men, and he believed that tho remarkable elu- 
sivenoss displayed by Colonel Lawrence in the War was 
greatly facilitated by bis diminutive stature. The testimony 
of literature throughout tho ages was almost unanimous in 
its condemnation of giants, llo had never beard of a small 
ogre. On the subject of Shakspeare’b height lie could not 
speak with assurance, but Keats was only just over five 
feet. J u inborn an i a, or tho worship of mammoth dimensions, 
was a modern disease. Far better was tho philosophy 
crystallised in sucli immortal sayings as "Love mo little, 
love me long," and “ Infinite liehes in a little room.” 

Mr. Mallaby-Dkeeey, M.P., observed that, man being an 
imitative animal and bishops being regarded by many as 
good examples, tlioro scorned to him a serious danger of an 
epidemic of what ho might call Brobdingnagitis. Fortu¬ 
nately tho results would not be immediately apparent, 
otherwise he would ho compelled to raise his tariff for 
cheap suits. A rise of six inches in the average height of 
his customers would throw out all his calculations and 
cat up the modest margin of profit whioh ho now.allowed 
himself. * - . ■■■ --- - - 

“ Tho weather of the' week has boon characteristic of the mouth. 
A dawn breaks with a fair frtmset.”-^-Scc/c7i Paper. 

Of course this happens ouly very farNorth. 


SAFETY PLAY. 

I Accordiug to local legend, Whitby Abbey possesses a. ghost 
which only appears in a blaze of sunshine). 

Men there may he so immuuo from timidity 
Never a spectro could fill them with fright, 

Men who could keep their accustomed placidity 
Were they to meet in tho gloom of the night 
Lady llermiono tramping tho corridor, 

Wicked Sir Guy with bis fotters ad rag, 

Or a plebeian who shrieked something horrid or 
Carried his lioad in a vanity bag. 

e 

Not such am I. Every hair at the vertical, 

I should resort to hysterical screams 
Did a diaphanous Lady (or Sir) tickle 
Mo on tho cheek in the midst of my dreams; 

Yet wlion, at Yule, I hear people converse on all 
Manner of spooks round the log in the grate, 

Often I wish that I too had a personal 
• Psychic experience I could relate. 

I am a coward when midnight looms murkily, • ‘ 

But when the sunlight of noon’s at its best 
1 could face calmly—I ’d oven say perkily— " >- 

Nebulous figures as well a9 the rest; 

So I ’ll to Whitby, and (On the hypothesis v ■’< 
That she’ll obligingly oome to-mo there). 

Wait in its abbey (see text ). 1 By. my troth, ttii* is »■*$’ 
Just such a ghost as I’m ready to dare. ■'»; 
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MASCULINE MODES. 

By Beau Bbummel. 

The news that the price of loungo 
suits will have risen to twenty-four 
pounds by the autumn has created 
something of a sartorial punic in tho 
City and the West End. 

Famous old wardrobes aro being 
broken up on all aides by owners anxi¬ 
ous to acquire fresh clothing boforo it is 
too late, whilst tho small properties 
thus created find eagorteuants amongst 
thoso who cannot afford a new outfit 
at all. 

Many tailors who have built now 
suits aro beginning to dispose of them 
on three or fivo year repairing leases, 
and possession of those may somotimes 
bo secured from the prosent occupiers 
on payment of a substantial premium. 

Cientlemon possessing both town and 
country sots of suitings aro in many 
cases lotting tho latter in ordor to come 
up to London for the season, whilst 
othors aro resorting to various econo¬ 
mical artifices to moot tho crisis. Plus 
four golf knickers, let down, mako 
admirable wedding trousers for a short 
man,. and many are the old college 
blazers dyed black and doing duty as 
natty poa-jackets. 

In tho City, of course, fustian and 
corduroys are almost the only wear, 
and there is much divcrgonco of opinion 
on tho Stock Exchange as to tho best 
knot for spotted rod neckerchiefs and 
the proper way of tying tho difficult 
lntle how honcath the knees. 

In Parliament, where of course the 
old costly fashions have long been out 
of vogue, tho change is equally notico- 
ablo. Lord Koukut Cecil, for instance, 
habitually wears tho white canvas suit 
in which Mr. Augustus John painted 
him; Lord Birkenhead mounts the 
Woolsack in an old cassock, which, as 
he points out, not only allows a very 
scanty attire undernoatli it, but gives 
him particular confidence in elucidating 
St. Matthew; while UioPbime Minister 
himself set off for San Remo in a sim¬ 
ple set of striped sackcloth dittos. 
Many Members aro having their old 
pre-war morning coats tufnod; Mr. 
Winston Churchill in machine-gun 
overalls, Mr. Mallaiiy-Deeley solf- 
dressed, Sir Edward Caisson in ji simple 
union suit, are conspicuous figures, and 
Mr. Hobatio Bottomley by a whim¬ 
sical yet thrifty fancy often attends 
the House in the humble attire of the 
Weaver in A Midsummer Night's 
Dream. 

Even in the Welsh collieries it is 
becoming tbe habit to go down the 
pits in rough home-spun, and reserving 
the top hat, morning coat and cheok 
trousers for striking m. 



“DENIKIN TIDED. 

LOOKING KOll A LITTLE HOIIHK IN ENGLAND.” 

Kveniwj Standard. 

The gallant General is not tho only one 
who is worn out with this hopeless task. 

"Sir John Cadmau, head of the British Oil 
Department, has left Birmingham for San 
lteino."— Krening Paper. 

Was this the last hope of restoring 
calm to the “ troubled waters ” ? 

“He lias represented Lowestoft at St, 
Stephen’s—one of the most important fishing 
centres in tho country—for many years past.” 

Daily Paper. 

The House of Commons seems to havo 
been eonfused with Izaak Walton 
Heath. 


“LADIES’ HOLE AT DANELAGH. 
Miss —— plaved badly and tore up her card 
as wall as many other ladies of note.” 

Provincial Paper. 

But it is hoped that this method of 
thinning out tho competitors will not 
bo generally resorted to. 

“MUHAL TEACHING. 

Speaking at Manchester last night Lord 
Haldanu advocated a great and new national 
reform by enabling tbe Universities to train 
the best teachers of their own level to go out 
and do extra Mural teaching on a huge scale.” 

Provincial Paper. 

We gather that in our contemporary’s 
opinion it is high time that our Univer¬ 
sities recognised “ tho writing on the 
wall.” 
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A VANISHED SPECIES. 

Thr great auk is but a memory; 
the bittern booms more rarely in our 
eastern marshes; and now they tell 
mo Brigadiers are extinct. Hand¬ 
somest and liveliest of our indigenous 
fauna, the bright beady eye, the flirt 
of the trench coat-tail through the 
undergrowth, tho glint of red betwixt 
the boughs, the sudden piercing pipe 
—how well I know them, how often I 
| have lain hiddon in thickets and behind 
t hedgerows to study them more closely. 
How inquisitive tho creature was, yet 
how seldom would it feed from the 
hand. And now, it seems, they are 
gone. 

Vainly I rack my brains to onvisage 
tho manner of their passing. Is there 
to be nothing left but silence and a 
shadow or a specimen in a dusty case of 
glass preserved in creosol and stuffed 
with lime? Or did not tho Brig¬ 
adiers rattier, when they felt their last 
hour was upon them, retire like the 
elephants of the jungle to some distant 
spot and shuffle off the mortal coil in 
the midst of Salisbury Plain or (for so 
T still picture it despite the ravages 
of a rude commercialism) tho vast 
solitude of Slough ? 

Or it may ho that they underwent 
some classic motamorphosis, translated 
to a rainless paradise, wliero they 
dreamed of battalions forever inspected 
and the general salute eternally blown. 

“And there, they Kay, two bright anrl age'd 
Hiiakes 

Who ouoo wore brigadiers of infantry 

Bask in the mn.” 

Anyhow, I cannot bcliove that ox- 
Brigadiers die. They only fado away. 
Fade away, I think, like the Cheshire 
i Cat in Alice in Wonderland , loaving at 
j tho last not a grin but a scowl behind 
j them. “Brigadiers will fade away,” I 
! imagine, ran the instruction from the 
j Army Council, “passing the vanishing 
point in the following order :— 

(1) Spurs. (4) Brass hat. 

(2) Field Boots. (5) Scowl." 

(3) Main body. 

But oh, how they will he missod, 
with their insatiablo hunger for replies! 
I remember one in particular, very fierce 
and black-inoustached, who used to pop 
up suddenly from behind a Loamshire 
hedge with an enormous noto-book in 
his hand and say to unhappy company 
commanders," The situation is so-and- 
so and so-and-so; now. let me hear you 
give your orders." And the Company- 
Commander, who would have liked to 
read through Infantry Training once 
or twioe and then bold a sort of inter¬ 
allied conference with his Platoon- 
! Commander, putting the Company Ser¬ 


geant-Major in the chair, felt that after 
frightfulness of this kind mere actual 
war would probably bo child’s-play. 
And yet they tell me he was a pleasant 
enough fellow in the Mess, this Brig¬ 
adier, and liked good cooking. Now 
I come to think of it, ho faded away 
before tho War came to an end. He 
faded away into a Major-General. 

How different from this sort was the 
type that could always be placated by a 
ghtteringbayonotchargcor a thoroughly 
smart salute! 1 remember one of this 
kind who came charging across the 
landscape, his Stuff- Captain at his heols, 
to a point where ha saw a friend of 
mine apparently lost iu meditation and 
sloth. Unfortunately tho great man’s 
horse betrayed him us he tried to jump 
a low hedge, and, when he bad clam¬ 
bered up again and arrived in a rather 
tumbled condition to ask indignantly 
what had happened to the scouts, 
“They have established a number of 
hidden observation posts,’’ my friend 
replied, keeping his presonce of mind, 
“and aro malting an exact report of 
everything that transpires on tho 
enemy’s front,” ami he waved his arm 
towards tho scene of the catastropho. 
It was not thought necessary to ex¬ 
amine their notes. 

Jn bianco Brigadiers wero mainly 
divided into tho sorb that camo round 
tho front line themselves, and the sort 
thatsentlheBrigade major or somebody 
olse who had broken out into a frontal 
inflammation to do it for them. It is 
dillicult to say which genus was the 
more alarming. 

Tho first was apt to oxhibit its con¬ 
tempt for danger by strolling about in 
perilous places for five minutes and 
loaving them to be shelled in conse¬ 
quence for a week. 

Tho second sort was apt to issue 
orders depending for fulfilment on a 
faulty map reference or a landmark 
which had been carelessly removed by 
an II.E. shell. One of llio most intrans- 
igeant of this kind whom I remember 
could always, however, bo softened by 
souvenirs; a cast-off Uhlan’s lance or 
the rifle of a Bosch sniper went far to 
console him for tho barrenness of a 
patrol report. I feel Bure he muBt have 
faded at Slough. 

But it was in battle that their wild 
appoti te for information was most amaz¬ 
ingly displayed. At moments when 
nobody knew where anybody else was 
or whether the ground underneath him 
was likely to remain in that sector 
•moro than a few moments or be de¬ 
tached and transferred to another, thoy 
would send by telephone or by a runner 
wild messages for an exact r&sunti of 
the situation. It was at such times, I 
think, that some of those eminent war 


correspondents recently knighted would 
have done yeoman service in the front 
line. I can imagine them telephoning 
somewhat after this manner, in answer 
to the querulous voioe:— 

“ All hell haB broken loose in front 
of us. The'e&rbh shivers as if a volcano 
is beneath our feet. The pock-marked 
ridges in the distance are covered with 
the advancing waves of field-grey forms. 
Cur boys are going up happily shouting 
and singing to the battle. Sorry, I 
didn't quite catch what you said about 
being in touch on the right. Tiie 
blazon roar of ilia cannon is mingled 
with the intermittent rattle of in¬ 
numerable machine guns. Eh, what? 
What?” 

Yes, I think the Brigadiers would 
have liked that. But, alas, it could not 
he. And now they have gone, with 
their passion for questions, never to 
return, or never till the next A.G.I, 
cancels the last. , 

“ And now no sacred staff shall break to 
blossom, 

No choral salutation lure to light,” 
as SwiNitiRNU put it; or 

“All the birds of the air fell a-biglim' and 
a-bobbiu’ 

When thev heard of tho death of poor Cork 
Rolmi," 

as No. 1 platoon of A Company used 
to sing. Ah, well. Evon. 

A COUNTRY NIGHT PIECE. 

Thr darkness my footsteps wereswatlied 
in 

Is drenched with a luminous spray; 
For a chain's length tho kerbstone is 
bathed in 

A spindrift of silvery grey; 

By the “roadside is mistily glimmering 
A wall phosphorescent with pearls, 
All glancing and dancing and shinimer- 
ing 

Like star-dust that swirls. 

Whore tho high-road dips down to the 
dingle, 

A coppice in arabesque gleams 
Whose traceries melt and commingle, 
Like ghost trees in moon-fretted 
streams, 

As the tremulous glamour sweeps o'er it 
Aud skirts the inscrutable sky; 
Then, Fairyland flitting before it, 

The car flashes by. 

Sport in Ireland. 

“In a collision between his vehicle and a 
tramcar yesterday a passenger was injured and 
removed to hospital. 

For other Sporting Nows see Page 6.” . 

Irish Paper. ' 

«-—'& SIPPING AGENCY, Ltd.” . 

Ls Riveil {BPgrmdty. . 
A popular establishment, we feel cquf 
fidant. .-.j ; 
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MANNERS AND MODES. 

I’AVLOVITJS. 

|It is .announncd that at a coming Charity Ball there will bo a ilance to the music of Saint Su ns’ J.c ('tjtjnf. Our :u l ist anticipates 
the moment of the Dying Swan’s collapse ] 


THE TAKING OF TIMOTHY. 

Tea was over, a clearing was made 
of the articles of moro fragilo virtue, 
and Timothy, entering in state, was 
off-loaded from his nurse’s arms into 
his mother's. 

“ Isn’t he looking sweet to-day ? ” 
said Suzanne. “ It’s really time we 
had him photographed.” 

" Why ? " I asked. 

“ Well, why do people as a rulo get 
photographed ? ” 

" That,” I said, " is a question I have 
often asked myself, bat without finding 
a satisfactory answer. What do you 
propose to do with the copies ? ” 

"There are dozens of peoplo who ’ll 
be only too’ glad to have them. Annt 
Caroline, for instance-” 

" Aunt. Caroline one day took me 
into her confidence and showed me 
what ihe called her sorap-heap. It 
Vlas a big box mil of photographs that 
had been presented to her from time to 


time, and she calculated that if she had 
had them all framed, as thoir donors had 
doubtless expected, it would have cost 
her some hundreds of pounds. While 
her back was turned I looked through 
the collection. Your photogiapli was 
there—and mine, Suzanne.” 

" Anyhow, we shall want one to keep 
ourselves. Think what a pleasuro it will 
be to him when he grows up to see 
what ho looked like as a tiny baby.” 

I called to mind an ancestral album 
belonging to my own family that I had 
carefully kept guarded from Suzanne 
precisely for the reason that it con¬ 
tained various presentments of myself 
at early ages in miith-compelling gar¬ 
ments and attitudes; hut of course I 
could not now urge that chamber of 
horrors in opposition to her demand.* 

“Besides,” she went on, “weneedn’t 
buy any copies at all if we don’t like 
them. Snapper and Klick arc con¬ 
tinually worrying me to have- Baby 
taken. Once a week regularly, ever 


since tho announcement of his birth 
appeared, they ’vo rung me up to ask 
when ho will givo thorn a sitting. 
Sometimes it’s Snapper and sometimes 
it ’a Klick; I don’t know which is which, 
hut one of them has adenoids. Wo 
can’t, do any harm by taking liimlhoro, 
bceau-o they say in their circulars they 
piosent two copies freo and there’s no 
obligation to purchase any.” 

“1 wonder how they make that pay? ” 

“ Oh," said Suzanne, “ they keep the 
copyright, you know, and then when 
lie does anything famous they send it 
round to the illustrated papers, which 
pay them no end of money for permis¬ 
sion to reproduce it.” 

“ But by tho tiino he does anything 
famous," i objected, “ won’t this photo¬ 
graph bo a trille out of date ? Sup¬ 
posing, for instanco, in twenty or 
thirty years’ time he marries a Movie 
Queen-” 

Just then the telephone-bell rang, 
and Suzanne, as is her wont, rushed to 
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answer it, dropping Timothy into my 
arum on tho way. 

“Hello!” I heard her say. “Yos; 
speaking. Yes, 1 was just going to 
write. Yos; that will do quite well. 
What? Yos, about eleven. Good-bye.” 

“Not another appointment with the 
dressmakor V " I inquired. 

“ No. Curiously enough it was Klick 
again—or Snapper—and his adenoids 
are worse than ovor; I suppose it’s tho 
damp weathor gets into them. Bo I 
said wo’d tako Baby to-morrow.” 

"I don't quite see the connection," I 
said. “ Besides, aren’t tliov catching ? ” 

“ Now you ’re being funny again. 
Save that up for to-morrow.” 

“What do you mean?” I asked in 
some alarm. “And why did you say 
we ’d take Baby ? " 

“ Why, of courso you ’vo got to come 
too. You can always make him laugh 
better than anyone else; it’s your 
mitier. And 1 do want his delicious 
little dimples to come out.” 

“ Do 1 understand that 1 'm to go 
through my ripertoire in cold blood 
and under the unsympathetic gaze of 
Messrs. Snapper and Klick ? Suzanne, 
it can't be done." 


“ Oh, nonsense ! You ’vo only got to 
sing Pop does the Weasel in u falsofcto 
voice and make one of those comic 
faces you do so well, and lie'll gurglo 
at oih'O. Well, that ’s settled. Wo 
start at half-past ton to-morrow." 

The coming ordeal so proyed upon 
my mind that I spoilt a most restless 
night, during which, so Buzanno aftor- 
wurds told mo, I announced at frequent 
intervals the popping of tho weasel. 
The day dawned with a steady drizzle 
of rain, and, aftoi a poor attempt at 
breakfast, I sconrod the neighbourhood 
for a taxi. Having at last run one to 
earth, I packed tho expedition into it— 
Suzanne, Timothy, Timothy’s nurse 
and Barbara (who hogged so hard to 
be allowed to “como und see Fathor 
make faeos at Baby” that Suzanne 
weakly consented). 

Arrived at our destination, Suzanne 
bade the driver wait. “ We shall never 
find another cab to take us homo in 
this downpour,' she said, “and wo 
shan’t be kept long.” 

We were ushered into the studio by 
a gentleman I now know to have been 
Mr. Klick. Ho aroused my distrust at 
once by the faet that he did not wear a 


volvot coat, and I pointed out this artis¬ 
tic deficiency in a whisper to Suzanno. 

“ Never mind,” slio whispered back ; 
“ we ncodn’t buy any if ihey ’re not 
good.” 

Timothy, who bad by now been put 
straight by his attendant, was carefully 
placed on all-fours on a pile of cushions, 
which he promptly proceeded to chow. 
Mr. Ivlick, on attempting to correct the 
pose, was received with a hymn of hate 
that compelled him to bury his head 
hastily in the camera-cloth, and Suz¬ 
anne arranged tho subject so that some 
of bis more recognisable features be- 
camn visible. 

“ Now then,” she said to me, "make 
him smilo.” 

With a furtive glance at Mr. Klick, 
who fortunately was still playing the 
ostrich, I essayed a well-tried “face" 
that had almost invariably evoked a 
chuckle from Timothy, oven when 
visitors wore present. On this occasion, 
however, it failed to produce anything 
more than a woebegone pucker that fore¬ 
shadowed something worse. Hastily. 
I switched off into another expression, 
but with no better result. 

" Go on, Father," encouraged Bar- 
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bara, who had been taking a breathless 
interest in tl^ese proceedings; " try 
your funny voice." 

Mr. Kliok had emerged from cover 
and was standing expectantly with his 
hand on the cap. 

Dear reader, have you ever been 
called upon to sing Pop Goes the Weasel 
in a falsetto voice before a fractious 
baby, a small but intensely critical 
child, a stolidly contemptuous nurse, an 
agitated mother and a gaping photo¬ 
grapher, with tho knowledge that suc¬ 
cess or failure hangs upon your lips, 
and that all the time a diabolical ma¬ 
chine in tho street below is scoring 
threepence against you every minute or 
so '/ Of course you haven’t; but pos¬ 
sibly you may be able to enter into my 
feelings in this hour of trial. With a 
prickly heat suffusing my whole body 
and a melting sensation at the collar T 
struggled through tho wretched lyric 
onco. Timothy rogarded me first with 
scorn and then with positive distaste, 
in desporation 1 squeaked it out again 
and yet again, but each succeeding 
“ pop ” only registered another senwi 
on the face of my offspring and another 
threepence on that of tho cabman’s 
clock. 

I was maddened now, and Suzanne 
sought to restrain mo; but I shook her 
1 off violently and went on again da capo, 
and Avas just giving vent for about tho 
seventeenth time to a particularly ex¬ 
cruciating “pop” when tho door of tho 
studio opened and a bonovolent-looking 
old gentleman entered, lie gazed at 
us all in wonderment, and, overcome by 
mingled shame and exhaustion, I sank 
into a chair and popped no more. 

“Ah, Mr. Snapper,” said Mr. Kliok, 
“we were just trying to got this young 
gentleman amused.” 

Mr. Snapper, who, I should imagine, 
was tho adenoid victim, looked first at 
me and next at Timothy, and then blew 
his nose vigorously. It was not an 
ordinary blast, but had a peculiarly 
musical timbre, very much like tho note 
of a mouth-organ. It certainly attracted 
Timothy's attention, for he at once 
looked round and tho glimmer of a smile 
appeared upon his tear-stained face. 

“That’s it! ” cried Barbara excitedly. 
“ Do it again." 

“ Oh, please do," entreated Suzanne. 

Mr. Snapper, adenoids or no adenoids, 
was a sportsman. He quickly under¬ 
stood what was required of him and blew 
fais nose again and again. And with each 
blow Timothy’s smile became wider, 
the dimples grew deeper, and Mr. Kliek 
at the camera was pushing in and pull- 
ing out plates lor all he was worth. At 
I«et Snapper; eould blow no more, 
and vnth ptofase thanks we gathered 
oUrselyee together and departed. On 
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our arrival home tho cabman, fortu¬ 
nately, was induced to accept a cheque 
in payment. 

Tho photographs havo turned out a 
great success. Ono in particular, which 
shows the first smile breaking through 
Timothy’s tears, is of a A'cry happy 
character, and Mr. Snapper has asked 
and received permission to send it to 
tho illustrated Press under the title, 
“Sunshine and Shower”; and Aunt 
Caroline has not only been given a 
copy, but has had it framed. 

Now, when I am called upon to pro¬ 
duce a laugh from Timothy, I no longer 
make faces or “ pop.” I have discovered 
how to blow my nose like a mouth- 
organ. It’s trying work, but the effect 
is magical. 


Redintcgratio Amoris. 

“T'lio Public is hereby notified that myself 

and my Wife Millht-ut-is together again. 

I pot hasty and advertised her with no just 
eause, Fir/, -— 11 Vat Indian l‘ai>cr. 

“ This telegram had been preceded by others, 
which were, unfortunately, contrary to in¬ 
structions at the Post Office, delivered at this 
office, which was closed, and, therefore, not 
opened .”—Irish Paper, 

That, of course, would he so. 

“At a meeting of tho Child Study Society 
on Thursday, April jMth, at <> p.m., Sir A. K. 
Shipley, Cl.fl.E., D.Se., F.R.S., will give a 
lecture, illustrated by lantern slides, on biting 
insects and children.” 

Hrilish Medical Journal. 

And we had always thought him such 
a kind man I 
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l!loom;/ Artist. “ Yi:s, I luvn lint all my last year's sketches fob null jumiilf-su.m in the East-End. Toli> her to let 

hid of them fob ANYTHING she LiKEii— HALF-A-ciiowN on A col i'LK of noli-" (Fausts for exclamations of horror at the sacrifice.) 

Friend. “And did they' sell?” 


TUB MINXTAD. 

(Ueiiiij (he scenario of a modern do/jijerei Epic.) 
The. lady I chooso for the tlieme of my lay 
Is a portent “ conspicuous oven to-day,” 

For, though sho was freely condemned and abhorred, 
She was novel suppressed and sho can’t ho ignorod. 

Her parents, most anxious to givo a good limo 
To their children, if only they helped thorn to climb, 
Unconsciously aiding the now Self-Expression 
Loft all from the start to their daughter’s discretion. 

No nurse was allowed to rehulco her or warn her, 

No governess put her to stand in a corner; 

At six she-revealed a peculiar joy 

In the taste of old brandy, and dressed like a boy; 

At eight she had read Casanova, Cellini, 

And driven a toasting-fork into a tweeny; 

At ten she indited and published a story . 

Described by The Lcadcnhall News as “ too gory." 
One governess after anothor was tried,* 

But none of them stopped and one suddenly died. 
Then she went for a while to a wonderful school 
Which was run on the plan of the late Mrs. Boole ; 

; But no " ethical safeguards ” could ever restrain 
•l : --So impulsive a heart and so fertile a brain; 


And n lire, for the kindling of which sho was held 
.Responsible, led to her being expelled. 

On the strength of her fine pyromaniac rage 
For a soason or two she appeared on the stage; 

Her dancing was crude anil her voice was a blank, 

But sho carried it oil by superlative swank, 

And married a swarthy and elderly milli¬ 
onaire who was killed in an earthquako in Chile. 

A militant during the Suffrage campaign, 

In the War she adopted the cause of Sinn Fein, 

And, according to credible witness, was seen 
In tho thick of tho lighting at Easter, ’16. 

Escaping arrest by a dexterous dodgo 
She became a disciple of Oliveh Lodge, 

Gave lectures on Swedish and Swiss callisthenics, 
Eurhythmies (Dalcrozr) and Ukrainian eugenics. 

Last, married in haste to a Bolshevist don, 

She dyed her hair green and was painted by John, 
Eloped with a squat anthropophagous Dago 
And finds a fit -home in Tierra del Fuego. 

“ TEMPERANCE WOMEN OF ALL LANDS. 

ONE PROPOSES KNRILING OUTSIDE HOUSE OF COMMONS.” 

“ Star ” Headlines. 

We have read the article carefully, but the Member to whom 
this Leap-Year proposal was made is not mentioned. 
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essence of parliament. 

Monday, April 19th. —Primrose-day 
in the House of Commons was more 
honoured in iho broach than tho ob¬ 
servance. Baroly a dozen Members 
sported Lord Beaconfield’b favourite 
flovvor (for salads), and one of them 
found himself so uncomfortably con¬ 
spicuous that shortly after tho proceed¬ 
ings opened ho furtively transferred his 
buttonhole to his coat-pocket. Among 
those who remained faithful wore Lord 
Lamhournh (in the Poors’ Gallery), who 
had for this occasion substituted a posy 
of primroses for his usual picoteo, and, 
quaintly enough, Mr. House, who had 
'not hitherto been suspected of Dis- 
raelian sympathies. 

For a Budget-day the attendance 
was smaller than usual. But it was 
largo enough to prevent Mr. Billing 
from securing his usual seat. Tho 
Speaker, howover, did not smile upon 
his suggestion that ho should occupy 
one of tho vacant places on tho Front 
Opposition Bond), and curtly informed 
him that there was plenty of room in 
the Gallery. Thither Mr. Billing be¬ 
took himself, and thonco be addressed a 
question which Mr. Hope, the Minister 
concerned, was unable to catch, bis 
ears not being attuned to sounds from 
that altitude. 

Otherwiso Question-time was chiefly 
romarkablo for tho loud and continued 
burst of chcoring from tho CoaliLion 
benches which greeted Mr. Will 
Thorne’s suggestion (« propns of 
Lenin's industrial conscription) that 
‘‘it would bo a very good thing to 
make all tho idlors in this country 
work.” Mr. Thorne soomed quite em¬ 
barrassed by the popularity of his pro¬ 
posal, which did not, howover, appear 
to arouso tho same enthusiasm among 
his colleagues of tho Labour Party. 

It was four o’clock when Mr. Cham¬ 
berlain roso to ‘‘open tho Budget” 
(he clings to that old-fashioned phrase), 
and just after six when he completed a 
speech which Mr. Asquith (himself an 
ox-Chancellor of tho Exchequer) justly 
praised for its lucidity and comprehen¬ 
siveness. 

Mr. Chamberlain could not on this 
occasion congratulate himself (as his 
predecessors were wont to do) on the 
accuracy of his forecasts. He had two 
shots last year, in Spring and Autumn, 
but both times was many millions out 
in liis calculations. Fortunately all the 
mistakes were on the right side, and he 
came out with a surplus of one hundred 
and sixty-four millions (about as much 
as the whole revenue of the country 
when first he went to the Exchequer) 
to devote to the redemption of debt. 

But that did not content him. For 



Mr. CltA WHEEL J/.V. " I don’t care what 

ANYBODY SAYS ABOUT THIS BLOOMING TURK 
(I USE THE EPITHET IN ITS LITERAL SENSE); 
I SHALL LET IT KEEP ON FOB ANOTHER YEAH.” 

the humble consumer of ‘‘dinner- 
claret.” 

Nor is it easy to follow the process 
of reasoning by which the Chancellor 


convinced himself that the Excess Pro¬ 
fits Tax, which last yoar ho described 
as a great deterrent to enterprise and 
industry, only justifiable as “a tem¬ 
porary measure,” should now he not 
merely continued but increased by fifty 
per cent. 

This proposal seemed to oxcito more 
hostility than any other. But tho 
single taxers woro annoyed by the final 
disappearance of the Laud Values Dufies 
(the only original feature of Mr. Lloyd 
Chough's epoch-making first Budget). 
Mr. Barkan pictured their author being 
dragged at the Tory chariot-wheels, and 
Dr. Murray observed that tho land- 
taxes woro evidently not allowed “ on 
tho other sido of tho Rubicon.” 

The general view was that tbe Gov¬ 
ernment bad shown courage in impos¬ 
ing fresh taxation, but would havosavod 
them solves and tbe country a groat deal 
of troublo if they bad boon equally bold 
in reducing expenditure. 

Tuesday, April noth ,—When a local 
band at Cologne recently played tho 
“ YVttoht am Rhein ” tbe British oliiceis 
present stood up, on tho ground (as 
they explained to a surprised German) 
(hat they woro now the Watch on tho 
Rhino. But are, they? According to 
Colonel Burn tho Army of tho Rhino 
is now so short of moil that it is com¬ 
pelled to employ Gorman civilians as 
batmen, clerks and oven telephone- 
operators; and Mr. Churchill was 
fain to admit that it would not sur¬ 
prise him to hear that “ sonio assist¬ 
ance has boon derived from the local 
population.” 

The Carnarvonshire police aropeovod 
because thoy aro not allowed to belong 
to any secret socioty oxcopt tho Frco- 
masons, and consequently aro debarred 
from membership of the Royal Ante¬ 
diluvian Older of Buffaloes. Mr. Shortt 
disclaimed responsibility, but it is ex¬ 
pected that tho Member for the Car¬ 
narvon Boroughs, who is notoriously 
sympathetic to Ante-diluvinns (is not 
his motto A pres moi le diHuye'!), will 
tako up tho matter on Ids return from 
San Romo. 

Having had time to consider tho 
Budget proposals in detail Mr. Asquith 
was loss complimentary and more crit¬ 
ical. Good humoured chaff of tlioPuiMK 
Misibtkr on tho demise of tho Land 
Values Duties before they had yioldod 
tho ‘‘rare and refreshing fruits” pro¬ 
mised ten years ngo, was followed by a 
reasoned condemnation of the proposed 
increase in tho wine duties, which he 
belioved would diminish consumption 
and cause international complications 
with our Allies. The Chancellor, 
again, had thought too much of re¬ 
venue and too little of economy. He 
urged him—in a magnificent mixture of 
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of the Bear-Garden nobody notices that thing was. As if there were not enough 

their faceB are all wrong. The two AT THE PLAY. real tragedy in the world and it were 

chief hears rush at the Master and the “ Mahy Rohr." necessary to invent! 

other hears jostlo round them, egging Of course nobody could possibly sus- I don’t think it fair to toll you any 
them on. When they seo that they poet Sir James Bauuie of plagiarising moro. You shouldn’t suffer these thrills 
cannot get at the Master they begin (savo from himself), yet it will explain at second-hand. But I can say that, 
snarling. One of them snarls quietly something of tho atmosphere of Marti in spite of making it a point of profes- 
out of a long document about the State- liose if I say that it is a story with sional honour to try to keep a warm 
ment of Claim, lie throws a copy of such a theme as that admirable ghost- spine and check tho unbidden tear from 
this at tho Master, and tho Master trios monger, tho Provost of Eton, would trickling down my noso (which makes 
to get the hang of it while tho bear is whole-heartedly approve — thrilling, you look such an ass before a cynical 
snarling; but the other bear is by now sinister, inconclusive — with (shall 1 colleague during the intervals), 1 was 
beside himself with rage, and ho begins say ?) just a dash of Sir Aiithuh Conan beaten in both attompts. The “effects” 
putting in what are called intorlocu- Doyle in his other-worldly mood to were astonishingly well contrivod by 
tory snarls, so that tho Mastor gels bring it well into tho movomeut. Natur- both author and producor (Mr. Holman 
terribly confused, though ho doesn’t ally tho variations are sheer Bauuie Clark). You wore not let down at the 

i i i . r 1.1 __a. . i- _ _ a. _ i._• 


let on. 

By-and-by all pretenco of for¬ 
mality and order is put asido and 
the battlo really begins. At this 
stage of tho proceedings tho rule is 
that no fewor than two of the pro¬ 
tagonists must he roaring at tho 
same time, of which one must be 
the Master. But the moro general 
practice is for all three of them to 
roar at the same timo. Sometimes, 
it is true, by sheer roar-power the 
Master succeods in silencing ono 
of the bears for a momont, but ho 
can nover bo said to succeed in 
cowing a bear. If anybody is 
cowed it is tho Mastor. Mean¬ 
while tho lesser hoars press closer 
and closer, pulling at the damp 
ends of their rainy moustaches 
and making whispered suggestions 
for now devilries in the ears of tho 
chief bears, who nod thoir heads 
emphatically but don't pay any 
attention. 

Tho final stage is the stage of 
physical violence, whan the chiof 
boars lean over tho barricade and 
shako thoir paws at the Master; 
they think they are only making 
legal gestures, but the Master 
knows vory well that they are get¬ 
ting out of hand; ho knows then 
that it is time he throw them a bun. So 




and of tho most adroit. I supremo moment by a hurried shufflo 

of dimly seen forms or the click 
of an oloctrician’s gear suggesting 
too solid tlesh. The houso was in 
a queor way stunned by the poig¬ 
nancy of the last scene between the 
young ghost-mother and tho long- 
sought unrecognised son, and had 
to shako itsolf boforo it could ro- 
ward with duo applauso the line 
playing of as poffect a cast as 1 
have seon for a long time. There's 
no maunor of doubt that Sir James 
"got it ovor” (as thoy say) all right. 

Miss Fay Compton makes aston¬ 
ishing strides. Her Mary liose, 
had adorable shy movements 
caresses, intonations, wistfulnesses. 
Theso were traits of Mary liose, 
not tricks of Miss Compton. And 
thoy escaped monotony—supremo 
achievement in the difficult cir¬ 
cumstances. Mr. Rokkbt Lohainis 
in the doublod rdles of Mary liose's 
husband and son, showed a very 
fine skill in his dilTercutiation of 
the husband's charactor in three 
phases of time and development, 
THE BUY WHO WOULD GROW UP PASTER an< l ot son’s, with its family 
TUAN HIS MOTHER. likeness and individual variation. 


mtm 


S ’M 

P 
is 






Miss Pay Compton. 
Mh. Robert Louaine. 


they think thoy are only making TUAN HIS MOTHER. likeness and individual variation, 

legal gestures, but the Master Mary aose _ _ m , k8 p AY Compton. Mr. Ernest Thesiueb, who seems 

knows vory well that they are got- Harry Mu. Robert Louaine. to touoh nothing ho does not adorn, 

ting out of hand; ho knows then gave a fine rendering of as charm- 

thnt it is time lie throw them a bun. So Mary liose is in fact a girl who ing a character as ever enmo out of the 
ho says a soothing word to ouch of thorn couldn’t grow up, because whenever BARitiEbox—the superstitious, learned, 
and runs hisponsavagolythrough almost she visited a little myitory island in tho courtoous crofter's son, student of Abor- 
evorything on their papers. Tho boars Outer Hebrides " they ” who lived in a deen University, temporary boatman 
growl in stupefaction and rage, and “lovely, lovely, lovely” vague world and (later) minister. He did his best 
take deep breaths to begin again. But beyond thoso voices would call licr incidentally, by rowing away without 
inoanwhile the keepor lias shouted for vaguely (to Mr. Norman O'Neill's casting off, to corroborate the local 
a fresh set of bears, who surgo wildly charming music), and sho would as logond that the queer little islaud some- 
into the room. The old boars are swept vaguely return with no memory of times disappeared. MissMABY Jebbold 
aside and oroop out, grunting. What the what had passed and no change in her was just the perfect Babrie mother 
result of it all is I don't know. Nobody physical condition. This didn’t matter (of Mary liose), Mr. Arthur Whithy’b 

knows. But tho now boars- so much when, ns a mere child, sho parson, Mr. Norman Forbes’ squire, 

[Editor.— I am muoh borod with this, disappeared for thirty days; but when, Miss Jean Cadell's housekeeper, left 
Author, —Oh, vory well.] A. P. II. mother of an incomparable heir of two, no chinks in their armour for a eritio's 
ransm. Viho was rapt away in the middle of a spleenful arrow. T. 

From the directions on an omnibus picnic for twenty-five years, and re- 
ticket.—- turned to find, a husband, mother and 11 It was ono of thoso perfect June nights 

“Passengers «ro requested not to stand on father inexplicably old and changed, and that so soldom occur except in August.” 

top of tho Bus back- seats for smoking.” dreadfully silent about her babe—well, • - Magatine. 

This is a thing we qpver do. you see for yourself how hopeless every- The result of Daylight-saving, no doubt. 
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.......... Among my own coovals, whom at last 

TI1E GONNOISKKIJ K. Time 

No moro to bits of china (though I Ts taking by tlio locks at forty-nino, 
lovo it), Searching (a quaiut but inexpensive 

To coloured prints no more my funcy pastime) 

roams, For balder heads thaif mine. 

Or all the works of art 1 used to covet . . . . 

Li other people's homes. j HINTS ON ADVERTISING. 

Old ursfc odilions, bhelliold ]>mlo and! _ Jf , 

brasses I In tno boliof that tlu? numerous signs 

Weapons’of Cromwell's time and! 1 '™ 1 notices such as those containing 
coats of mail I warnings and advice to the public, with 

Gate-tables, Queen Anne chairs ttndi whi ° h th ,° °>'° familiar, might be 
aught that passes employed as suitable media for com- 

For cruft of CmmcNOAi.E- mercial advertisement the following 

_ , ,, . , , , suggestions aro ottered for what they 

Such things no moro I spend my hard- ul . 0 ._ 

earned cash on ' _ 

< F “" tl '° S ‘ ,iril bo ’ U “ I’” 8 ” LIFT HOI WOBKliiT I 

Yet strong within mo burns the ruling When you walk upstairs 

passion bo suro your boots aro 

For anything antique. j shod with PUSSYFOOT 

mi ..I i r i I Rubber Ileels. 

To liaunt the sales for "finds no more; _____ 

my job is; 


I’ve found at length, to satisfy my 
bent, 

A widqr spliore for this my last of 
hobbies, 

Which costs me not a eent; 

Where I can see my friends possess the 
treasure 

Their souls desire, nor envy them for 
that; 

My game's to scan iny foliow-mau at 
leisure 

, Divested of-ftis bat; 


TO STOP THE TRAIN PULL 
DOWN THE CORD. 

Then light a NAVY LIST Cigarette. 
That alone is worth the £6. 


STICK NO BILLS. 

It’s not your job. 

I<ot 8TIKK0TINE do it. 
Sticks anything. 


THIS RACK IS PROVIDED FOR 
LIGHT ARTICLES ONLY. 

If your baby is a GLOXO baby 
- keep it on your knee. 

GLOXO builds bulky bairns. 


KEEP OFF THE GRASS. 

Unless you aro wearing 
Gl'MHOODLE’S 
Goloshes. 

Won’t wet feet. 


BEWARE OF THE POO. 

Wait till ho hears 
HIS MASTER'S VOICE. 

YOU MAY TELEPHONE FROM HERE. 

Ring up your newsagent and order 
your DAILY WAIL. 

Pillion Side. 

Order it now. 

CIIU CHIN CHOW. 


"CHARLES - 

This week, DnivEN Faosr Hour. 

Next week, At Sea." 

Daily Paper. 

Surely tbia pitiable case ought to be 
brought to the attention of tne Actors' 
Benevolent Association. . 
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though some phrases such as “ the at times barely sufficient 
ration ” are rather too redolent of the Fatherland. 

I see that on tho title-page of his latest story Jdr. W. E. 
Norris is credited with having already written two others 
(specified by name), etc. Much virtue in that “etc." I can¬ 
not therefore regard The Triumphs of Sara (Hutchinson) 
precisely as the work of a beginner, though it has a fresh¬ 
ness and sense of enjoyment about it that might well belong 
to a first hook rather than to—I doubt whether even 
Mr. Norris himself could say offhand what its number is. 
Sara and her circle are euiinontly characteristic of their 
creator. You have hero the same well-bred well-to-do 
porsons, pleasantly true to their decorous type, retaining 
always, despite modernity of clothes and circumstanco, 
a gentle aroma of late Vic- J 
torianism. Perhaps Sara is 
the most immediate of Mr. fsigSK 0, 

Norris’s heroines so far. Her 
money-bags had boen filled in 
.Manchester, and from time to mrsStJFntCltto 
time in her history you are ■ r . 

reminded of this circumstanco. ’m0%. ,, "* 

It explains much; though Hffjhf . 

hardly her marriago with Euan 

Leppmglon, whose attraction t ' M jdgZpt 

apparently lay in being one of SH; 
tho few males of her acquaint- fiuyT jSBgKL 

ance whom Sara did not find ^7/Bw 
it fatally easy to bring to heel. JIT |l|^. v ^ 

Anyhow, after marriage she 1 fK|f I |||1 1 
quickly grow bored to doatli < W' j| 
of him ; so much so that it l||| || ||j] 
required an attempt (badly WHIIIfik ' 

bungled) by another woman mM/lh ■ 

to get Euan to elope with her, ll liM ^68wi{p^ y 
and a providential collapse of ! 

tiie very unwilling Lothario, to ml ' i 

bring about that happy ending IHP., 

that my experience of kind , 

Mr. Norris has taught me to ' 
expect. I may add that ho 

has never done anything more ' / **• 

quietly entertaining than the I A - 

fnistrated elopemont; the lun- 
cheon scene at the Metropole, tf/ist-h**/- 

Brighton, between the angry ' ' 

but amused Sara and a bus- “Proper fed op wiv yoi 

band incapacitated by rage, £ “""modern woman .”™ 0 

remorse and chill, is an es- -—- 

pecially well-handled little comedy of manners. 


imm 




i/txZs+-/*•*■»* ■*/■' 
“Pkopeii fed op wiv yoi 

DAY I.ONO. I 'D ’IT YEll OVER 
I WOH A MODERN WOMAN." 


Sir Julian Corbett, in writing the first volume of Naval 
Operations (Longmans), has carried the semi-official history 
of the War at sea only as far as the Battle of the Falklands; 
but if tho other three or four volumes-the number is still 
uncertain—are to be as full of romance as this the complete 
work will be a library of advonture in itself. Hardly ever 
turning aside to praise or blame, he says with almost un¬ 
qualified baldness a multitude of astounding things—things 
we half knew, or gnesBed, or longed to have explained, or 
dared not whisper, or, most of all, never dreamt of. Here is 
a gold-mine for the makers of boys' boqjcs of all future 
generations to quarry in. Think, for instance, of the liner 
Ortega shaking off a German cruiser by bolting into an un¬ 
charted tide-race near th&Horn; or the Southport, left for 
disabled by her. oaptoi^ crawling two thousand "miles "to 
safety with only half an engine; or the triumphant raider 
Kartfouhe, her portrnMte baffled, fall to -the hatches with 


captured luxuries, bands playing, flags flying, suddenly 
blown up in mid-Atlantio. The game of hide-and-seek, as 
played by the Emden and her like, naturally figures very 
largely in a volume which Henty could hardly have bettered. 
The author’s veraoious narrative, leaving all pioturesqne 
detail to the imagination, gets home every time by the 
sheer weight of its material. The War in Home waters is 
no less fascinatingly reconstructed, and the case of maps 
contains in itsolf living epics for all who study them with 
understanding. * 1 

In writing her second bopk Miss Hilda M. Sharp has 
allowod herself what is, I suspect, the lady novelist's 
greatest treat, the extraordinary achievement of using the 
first porson singular and making it masculine. She has 

done it very woll too, and I 
-am happy to recall that, in 
another place, I was among 
tho many who prophesied good 
concerning her fuluro when 
slio made her debut as a novel- 
JHKT" ist with The Stars in their 

l Courses in Mr. Fisher Unwin's 

“First Novol Library.” A 
. Cairn in Pawn comes very 

. plots which it is most parti- 

jT 'o JHaU'mEb cularly a roviowor’s business, 
- ' in the rouder’s own intovest, 

,2 ' not, to roveal, but it is por- 

/fjpissS' > missible to explain that the 
\j l “ pawn ” of the title is a little 
’ll 1 / girl ailoptod from an orphnn- 
[ age, where, as someone says, 

^_- i “ tho orphans aren’t really 

orphans," by Julian Tarrant, 

1 ~ I whom a Bolect circlo ucknow- 

1|J' gm^S / 'j lodged as tho greatest poet 

\ \. l II / that ] a8 t y ears 0 f iii 0 nine- 
teenth century produced. Miss 
‘ Hharp oarns my special ad- 
*! i " miration by getting through 

, • v V r the inevitable description of 

the beginning of the Groat 
War in fewer words.than any¬ 
body whose attempt I have 
, I am. Cry, omr, cby ALi, y e t encountered, and steers 

THE *KAD WIV THE BOTH* IF J hroughout plea8ant GOUtSC 

-midway between a “best¬ 
seller" and a "liigh-brow." Lydia, the “pawn," is very 
charming, but quite possibly so, and though, of course, she 
must marry one of the three men interested in her adoption 
Miss Sharp will probably keep most of her readers, as she did 
me, in doubt as to which it is to be until quite the end of 
the book. I think that he may prove an acquired taste 
with most readers; but directly I found that he was apt to 
quote the reviews in Punch 1 realised that he was a man 
of discrimination, and deserved his good luok. 


An Urgent Bequest. 

M —— Co-operative Society, Ltd, 

Mom bora are requested to hand in their Share Pasi Books for Audit 
Purposes to the Head Office on or before 41 once." —Local Paper, . 

"Bev. -writes:—‘J have a Cousin readKg in the Transvaal 

who has been living on three plates. Of pomofmade of i— for five 
yean, and ia well and strong on it .’"—South African Paper, 

It sounds very sustaining. - ■ ' • 
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u a oiif adi a terms of the Peace Treaty and the sec- stalled in a certain large aerodrome in 

CHARIVARlA. tion that merely intends to evade them. Hampshire. It is rumoured that they 

Wh understand that Lord Fishes, *** will be willing to buy them back from 

who is reported to have taken a week It appear? that a man has been fined the purchasers at an enhanced price in 
off to say what he thought about the five pounds for using had language order to equip a new aerodrome in the 
Budget, has asked for an extension of about Mr. Winston Churchill. Latest samo locality. „ ... 


ue. * * reports from the district are to the 

* effect that his remarks were rather 

Germany has decided to abolish grad- good value for the money. 


ually all titles of nobility. They will 
disappear Yon by Von. 


effect that his remarks were rather According to a witness at Willesdon 
good value for the money. Police Court a carter charged with 

insulting behaviour swore for twenty 
A weekly paper advocates the steril- minutes without repeating himself. Wo 
izing of all foodstuffs. This is a decided understand that the Bargees’ Union 


Six hundred Irish emigrants left for advanco on the old custom of sifting tako a very serious view of the matter. 
New York last Wednesday on board soup through a set of whiskers. 

the Celtic. All, wo understand, were *** “ The cost of cremation is now excep- 

advised before leaving that the price Germany, says Mr. James Douglas, tionally low,” announces a Sunday 

of a man's votes, after the first fivo or lost tho War. It is said that even tho paper. Inexpensive luxuries are so 

six, isn’t what it was in former Pre- ex-Kaiser now admits that everything rare in tlioso days that one is tompted 

sidential elections. scorns to point that way. to give it a trial. 


" I hope I will not come back until 
the basis of a real 
peace with Russia is KjJff 
secured,’ 1 said Mr. 

Snowden on the eve of / " 

his departure. There 
are other people who 
don’t much mind what 
cause detains him. 

*1* Jjt 

* 

An earthquake is 
reported in California, 
and a volume of poems 
by the Poet La u heath 
is announced. What 
a breathless week! 


“ What is wanted 
in our prisons,” says a 
well- known preacher, 
“ is moro humanity; 
in the Irish prisons 
in particular the right 
kind of humanity.’’ 


scorns to point that way. to give it a trial. 

* * *..* 
* 

A Madras tiger cub, wo aro informed, Replying to Sir 





& 


SH 





CiJliH’f 

1 jW 



THE THINGS WE WRITE. 

"SlH 1’OMl'EY AND 1IIS GUESTS I.lTKltU.l.Y SWAM IN CUAMIDGNI- ' 


Sir K, Fraser, Mr. 
Austen Chamiihhlain 
stated that lie was 
not prepared to levy 
an equalizing tax on 
total abstainers. The 
belief that they are 
already sufficiently 
punished is widely 


“ Man, naturally 
funny, desires to ho 
trained for stago 
funny-man ” (Times 

Advertisement). The 
initial handicap is 
hound to toll against 
him. lie should try 
the House of Corn- 


Twenty - one pigs 
have died at Wokiug 


Even in the rare easos where we get has boon born at Pontypridd. Wo can ! as tho result of oating phosphorus. Tho 

hold of it we don’t seem able to keep it. only suppose that the animal did not owner was apparent ly unaware that 

■ t'** know it was Pontypridd. it lias taken years to accustom the 

The Liverpool and District Federa- *** American pig to a phosphorus diet, 

tion of Brotherhoods and Sisterhoods, Futurist painters, says a confompo- *** 

protesting against Sunday cricket, de- rary, are becoming scarce in America. Hytlie Council is offering sixpence 

clare their anxiety to maintain in every Tho wave of crime that followed the a dozen for dead wasps. Hunters may 

way the traditional sacredness of the War seems to bo falling off. bring their captures in on tho hoof hut 

English Sabbath. With roast beef at "V* must slaughter them beforo they can 

its present price this seems scarcely The Department Committee of tho touch tho money, 
possible. * Falkland Islands suggest that whales *.■ * 

* should be marked by a small projectile. A South Wales miner ciiarged with 
A"uniformeveningdressforwomen” This is much better than screwing tho trapping birds was found to bo wearing 

was advocated at a discussion on monster into a vice and carving its three coats. As this might have been 
“Fashions" by members of the Lyceum name and address on it with a chisel, due to an oversight on tho part of his 
Club. Smart Society, it is observed, valet it was not included in tho clnvrgo. 

by a gradual process of elimination is A Beaohy Head correspondent writes . ■ - ■ ■ ■ —- 

working down to something of the to a daily paper to say that lie has seen Our Tireless Terpsichoreans. 

kiud, ^ * a peculiarly bright light in the sky. "Miss— ’» daneo will take place on tho 

* Quite a number of people are asking, 2#nd and terminate on the 29th for this sea- 

" Increased party bitterness,” says Can it be the sun ? *on ”-Advt. in i+ortocial toper. 

®®^Hd Correspondent, 11 IS becoining a “That fine sporting neighbourhood, Epsom, 


due to an oversight on tho part of his 
valet it was not included in tho cliargo. 

Our Tireless Terpaichoreans. 

"Miss-’s dmico will take place on tho 


"Inoteased party bitterness,” says 
a Berlin correspondent, “is becoming a 


feature of German life.” Asbarpeleav- A morning paper reports that the is represented by a Mg clioijue from tho‘town 
age (A opinion is detected between the Government is now offering for sale cub."— Evening Paper. 
party that'reuses to comply with the all machinery, fixtures and fittings in- Good dog! 


“That fine sporting neighbourhood, Epsom, 
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THE HEALING WATERS OF SPA. 

[It is feared that the Treaty with the Turk 
will not be uigned in time for him to receive 
an invitation to join the Allies and their late 
enemies, towards the end of May, at the Con¬ 
ference to he held at Sj)a, where it is proposed 
to discuss a common scheme for the regenera¬ 
tion of the world.j 

Swket after hopes deferred that make 
The stomach fuel so queer, 

To think the Peace for which we acho 
May very soon ho here; 

That, though but scarce two years have 
passed 

Sinco we contrived to win it, 

The War, if things go on so fast, 

May end at any minute. 

Yet must the pace ho hotter still 
With less of “ hum ! ” and “ ha! ” 

If we would liavo our pleasure’s fill 
And moot the Turk at Spa; 

How nice if lie could only come, 

Fresh from Armenian slaughter, 

And join our Mixocl Symposium 
Over a mineral water! 

Ilis ripe experience would show 
Just how (by Allah’s grace) 

To make this world of sin and woj 
1 nto a better place ; 

And, though wo failed to cure at sight 
All ills that want allaying, 

At least (botwoen tbo Acts) wo might 
Together go a-Maying. O. 8. 

LE MONDE OU LON TRAVAILLE. 

There hml been a long sileneo be¬ 
tween us. Wo sat lunching comfortably 
at the KHz, and the Spring air came 
pleasantly in at the open window beside 
us. I watched tho people passing by 
and commented on some of I hem to 
Tony,but hoseemod completely wrapped 
in meditation. 

Beally it was a littlo aggravating. 
Spring always thrills mo to tho tips of 
my fingers; I had put on my very 
nicest clothes; wo were eating the very 
last word in lunches, and there was a 
glorious atmosphere of holiday in tho 
air; but it was all lost on Tony. 

Suddenly ho roused himself. “It’s 
a queer thing," he Logan d propos of 
nothing, abstractedly toying with his 
pfichc Melha and lapsing into thoughtful 
silence again. 

“ Shouldn’t bo surprised," 1 retorted 
sharply. 

Then I looked across at him and my 
heart sinoto me. Ho is extraordinarily 
good to look upon- -fair crinkled hair, 
Saxon colouring and blue eyes that can 
warm up so delightfully at momouts. 

“ What is queer, Tony? ” I wont pn 
more gently, conscious that in spite of 
his abstraction his gazo was wandering 
appreciatively in my direction, so that 
I felt my new blouso was not entirely 
wasted after oil. 


'• Well, the fact is,” he roused him¬ 
self to start, “ I ’vo been making some 
veil / interestin' oxporimonts." 

“ Oh ! ” I said, a trifle disappointed. 

11 Yos, very interestin’indeed. You 
know, of course, that I 'vo only boon 
demobbed about six months, so there’s 
no ghastly hurry or anythin’, but X 
rather feol that I ought to begin to 
think of doin’ somethin’—somo busi¬ 
ness, profession sort of affair, I mean. 
Havin’ made up my mind more or loss, 
I thought I'd come up to town yester¬ 
day and have a talk with one or two of 
the follows I know who have got jobs— 
got a fow lips and so on." 

“ That sounds an awfully good idea," 
I oncouragcd him. 

“ Well, it was rather," he agreed 
modestly, “ hut on my life, Betty, you'd 
nevor believe— Well, I ’ll toll you. 

“ J dropped in first of all on Dixon. 
Not a had chap at all, one of thoso- - 
you know—solicitors. Partner in an 
A1 firm an’ all that. They ’re fairly 
rakin’ in money’ at presont with this 
boom in Divorce Court stunts. 

“ Anyway wo began talkin’ about old 
times and so on, us I hadn't seen him 
for ages. We got laughin’ ovor some 
of his funny stories about thoir stuff— 
no names or anythin’ liko that, of 
course --ami then hit by bit T started 
tollin’ him what was really at tho back 
of niy mind about takin’ up the work. 
I don’t think ho grasped it quite at 
first, hut when ho did ho just leant 
back in his chair and looked at me with 
a kind of pity in' expression. ‘My dear 
old hoy,' ho said, ‘ take it from a friend, 
ono who lias been through it—don't! 
It’s a dog’s life; years of training; 
work all day and night. No peace. Ho- 
sponsihility all tho time. You know, 
dear old fellow, what you want is a 
soft job. Why don’t you start stock- 
hrokin’ or somethin' ? ' 

“ Well, of course that was a hit of a 
sot-hack; still I thought, ‘ Are wo down¬ 
hearted ? ’ So 1 trotted on round to 
old Simkins—remember that stock¬ 
broker chap wo ran into at tho Gaiety 
tho other ovenin’ ? lle'sa decent sort 
of follow; clover an’ all that too—but 
not by way of overworkin' himself. 

“ Well, I got to his oflico and askod 
him out tq lunch at the Club, hut he 
wouldn’t hear of it. ‘ My dear old man,’ 
ho said, ‘ you ’re cornin’ right along 
with me to the Carlton, and we 're goin’ 
to have tho best lunch they can turn 
out. I toll you I ’vo struck lucky this 
morning; absolutely had a haul!' 

“ Well, 1 thought that sounded pretty 
cheery, so wo toddled off, and I must 
say they did us jolly well. It soemed 
just the ehance to get him to talk in a 
pally sort of way, so I simply put it to 
him straight and told him what I was 


[May 5 , 1920 . 

thinkin* of doin'. He listened to me a 
bit doubtfully for a few minutes anil 
then leaned across the table and put 
his hand on my arm, interruptin’ mo. 
‘ Don’t yon do it, my son,’ lie said. ‘As 
a pal I warn you. The work! the 
worry! the carking auxiety! Take my 
word for it tho lifo of a stockbroker 
isn't fit for a dog.’ 

“ Scorned funny, didn’t it? Only lie 
was so insistent that I began to get tho 
hump about it mysolf too and after a 
littlo while I managed to leave him and 
rolled off to got cheered up by Bird. 
Teddy Bird's ono of the best of follows 
—always merry an’bright. Thoymanu- 
facture ladies’ jumpers or somothin’ of 
tho sort; they wore on Army clothiu’ 
dinin' tho War; pots of money, of 
course; not doin' too badly now either. 

“ I just blow in an' told him to como 
on the bingo or somethin’ to cheer mo 
up. Ho wanted to know what I had 
got the hump about, so 1 told him 
about Uieso other two chaps, and roally 
1 was beginnin’ to think what a let-off 
1 had had. Then a bright idea (lashed 
i illo my mind. Why shouldn't I manu¬ 
facture somethin'? Tt seemed such a 
toppin' good schomo that 1 asked him 
straight out what ho thought about it. 

“‘My poor innocent lad,’ ho said, 
‘don't you yet realise the sort of exist¬ 
ence follows liko mo have to lead ? 

I labour troubles, money troubles, tax¬ 
ation on profits. Why, good heavens, 
it's littlo better than a dog’s hfn!' 

“ T kind of felt crumpled and left 
him.” 

Tony looked across at me gloomily. 

There was a heavy silence. 1 couldn’t 
think of anything comforting to say. 
Ho paid the bill and wo started thread¬ 
ing our way towards Piccadilly'. 

“ But, Tony,” 1 finally suggested 
rather desperately, “ you said just now 
there isn’t such a ghastly hurry. Why 
don’t you just stay round and amuse 
yourself for a bit till something crops 
up ? ’’ 

He turned and gaxod at me re¬ 
proachfully. 

“My dear Bolly,” lie said, “ I thought 
you understood mo better than that. 
For a fellow of real ambition and keen¬ 
ness for gettin’ on,it's absolutely feed- 
in’, an oxistcnco like this, just messin’ 
about. It 'a tho limit. Why, it's 
nothin' bettor than a dog's-” 

1 glanced at him quickly and ho 
flushed crimson to the oars. 

“ What I mean to say—oh, hang it 1 ’’ 
he .stuttered, waving his cane. “ Hi, 
taxi! That’s right. Hop in, Betty. 
We’ve just about time to get a look in at 
the Palladium. You know one wants 
cheerin’ up these days. Thinkin’ 
seriously about things is so beastly 
worryin’.” 




PUNCH, OB THE LONDON CHARIVARI.—May 5,1M0. 


• ' *• 




m 


t 


7; 



“■ ^ V . ■-^sithl lssfim lh 

I' . ‘ 41 

*V ' • . *v';<awSi 

y-s'N > • - iSSg 

\\v, k' ..■» ". *• 






r.'r 

a--■ 

^Vl 









FROM TRIUMPH TO TRIUMPH. 

\ 

Mb. Lloyd Geobge. “I'VE MADE PEACE WITH GERMANY, WITH AUSTRIA, WITH 
BULGARIA, AND NOW I’VE MADE PEACE WITH PRANCE. SO THERE'S ONLY TURKEY, 
IRELAND AND LORD NORTHCLIFFE LEET.” 
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ALL FOR JANE. 

(With the British Army in France.) 
IIow Jano contrived to inspire affec¬ 
tion anil bitter rivalry in the hearts of 
Sergeant Bulter and Chippo Munks is 
hard to imagine. She was not beautiful 
or agreeable or even intelligent. And 
she was certainly fickle and greedy. 
If Sergeant Bulter persuaded her to 
accompany him for a walk she was 
quite likely to return with Chippo; and 
‘if Chippo invited her to dine tno end of 
the dinner was usually the signal for 
her to leave in searoh of the further 
hospitality of Sergeant Bulter. 

Nevertheless both soldiers wooed her 
with an intensity that nearly brought 
them into deadly conflict. The climax 
was precipitated by an announcement 
in Battalion Orders that ran:— 

" All ownerless dogs straying about 
the Camp will be secured by the Camp 
police for destruction. Owners of dogs 
will therefore ensure.that their dogs are 
provided with collars showing names 
of owners, and auohdogs are not per¬ 
mitted to stray abotit'the lines un¬ 
attended.” 


On reading this Chippo laboriously 
inscribed an old idontity disc— 

JANK MUNKS, 

“B" Cor., 

and sought out Jane in her usual 
corner near the cook-house. He was 
threading the disc with a piece of string 
when Sergeant Bulter appeared. 

“ What nro you doin’ to that dawg ? ” 
demanded the Sergeant. 

“ Fittin’ ’er with a necklace,” replied 
Chippo. 

“ Well, you can keep it to hang your¬ 
self with,” 6aid Bulter triumphantly; 
“ she's already provided.” 

Chippo perceived, what he bad pre¬ 
viously overlooked, that Jane's neck 
was encircled with a collar marked— 

JANE BULTER, 

SKHOEANTg' Mess. 

A sick feeling of disappointment oame 
over him, but he dissembled. 

“ I reckernize the family likeness, Ser¬ 
geant,” he remarked and walked away, 
whilst Jane, with oallous disregard for 
his sufferings, meditated whether to 
dine With the Ration Corporal or the 
Sergeant Cook, of both. 


Chippo walked gloomily in the direc¬ 
tion of the town. As he approached 
the place the blaring of cornets and 
sounds of hilarity reminded him that 
Quelquepart was holding its annual 
foire. Merry - go - rounds and swing- 
boats were not m harmony with Chip- 
po's mood, and the performance at the 
gaudily-painted Guignol struck him as 
particularly dreary, but the sight of 
Ferdinand Delauney's Grande Loterie, 
with its huge red wheel and tempting 
array of prizes, roused him to anima¬ 
tion. Ferdinand was attracting in¬ 
vestors by methods of persuasion which 
Chippo, as an acknowledged “ Orown- 
and - anchor ”. expert, recognised as 
masterly. 

"Beckon I’ll try a frano's-worth of 
Ferdy's prize bonds,” he said. " But I 
expect it 'll just be my luck to win a 
dog-collar or a muzzle.” 

In due oourse the wheel began to 
revolve, and it had soarcely •topped 
before Ferdinand jumped from the 
platform and embraced Chippo with 
emotion. 

"Man ami,” he said," inesfilieitatumtP 
VvMauet pqni le-pmn**r pri# b" ’ 
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Opening a orate he extracted an ath¬ 
letic young oockerel, which he thrust 
under .Ohippo’s arm, and the latter 
walked away with a prize for which, 
he had not the slightest use. 

Presently the cockerel began to 
struggle, and Chippo, after considering 
all methods of transport, took the string 
intended for Jane from his pocket, at-' 
tached it to the rooster's log and 
marched it before him. He had not 
proceeded far before he was confronted 
by the scandalised Sergeant Bulter, 
with Jane trailing miserably at his 
heels. 

“ Hi! ” shouted the Sergeant, “ what 
do you mean parading the town like a 
blarnod poultry show?” 

“ A chap must 'ave a bit o' company 
when he goes out. I ain’t got no dawg 
now,” ropliod Chippo pathetically. 

“Dawgs is one thing,” said the 
Sergeant, “ and a mangy wry-necked 
rooster wot's probably missing from 
some-one's back-yard is another. It 
ain’t regimental." 

“ It's as regimental as a yellow flap- 
eared mongrel wot's bin enticed away 
from its rightful owner,” said the in¬ 
subordinate Cliippo. “ There ain't no¬ 
think in King’s Begs, against it.” 

“P’r’aps thero ain't,” said Bulter; 
“ but it ain’t soldierlike.” 

“One minit, Sergeant. Wot’s our 
regimental mascot? It’s a goat. An' 
what's the Dampshires’ ? A chatter¬ 
ing monkey. If monkoys an’ goats is 
soldierlike so's poultry.” 

The Sergeant was silenced, and Chippo 
and his rooster proceeded on their 
way, giving a finished exhibition of the 
goose-step. 

Thereafter Chippo and his pet osten¬ 
tatiously paraded the linos, selecting the 
occasions whon the Sergeant was start¬ 
ing out for a constitutional. Though 
Bulter's feelings were soroly outraged 
he preserved an air of icy aloofness, 
which Jane imitated as long as she was 
on the lead. This apparent indiffer¬ 
ence should have been a warning to 
the cookerel, but he did not know Jane’s 
peculiar temperament. The full revela¬ 
tion came one morning when they met 
in the linos unattended by their respect¬ 
ive masters. The rooster quickly fell 
a victim to feminine duplicity, and Jane 
carried the mangled bundle of claws 
and feathers and dropped it at Cbippo's 
feet. 

Chippo took the remains to Sergeant 
Bulter. 

11 See what your dawg's done,” he 
said with indignation. 

“ An'„a good job too,” answered 
Balter. ' 

“ You 'ear that ? ” appealed Chippo 
to another N.C.Q. who was standing by. 
• “ He was alius jealous of me 'avin' a 



pet, so 'e deliberately set 'is dawg on it, 
an’ now 'e's gloatin’." 

“ See 'ere, my lad," splutterod Bulter, 
“ you ’ll be for orderly-room to-morrow 
if you ain’t careful.” 

“ Very well, Sergeant,” said Chippo 
meekly; “it’ll give me a chawnce to 
make my complaint to the orficer." 

“ 'Ow do you moan ? ” 

“ Why, against you for flat disobedi¬ 
ence of Battalion borders. If you ’adn’t 
let your dawg run about the lines un¬ 
attended this wouldn't ’ave ’apponed.” 

The Sergeant’s face bore the expres¬ 
sion of a quack compelled to swallow 
his own pills. Chippo continued re¬ 
lentlessly and untruthfully— * 

“ I 'ear she's bit the Colonel's groom 
ah' pinched the joint from the Warrant 
Orfioers’ Mess. She never oughtn’t to 
he at large, she didn't.” 


Rarely in his careor had Bulter shown 
such visible discomfiture. 

“Of course," added Chippo casually, 
“if Jane was my dawg I’d 'ave no 
grounds for complaint." 

When your strong man is compelled 
to submit to tho inevitable ho usually 
does it ungracefully. Bulter took the 
collar from Jane's nock and pushed her 
over with his foot. 

“ Take the brute,” he said, “an’ if 
ever I see 'er round this Mess again 
I 'll shoot ’erT_ 

“Paris, Friday.—The High Court % of the 
Senate resumed in public its hearing*of tho 
Caillaux trial. . . The jury found the pris¬ 
oner guilty. Mr. Justice Darling postponed 
sentence .”—Scotch Paper. 

No other journal appears to have 
noticed this remarkable extension of the 
Entente Cordiale. 
















































































































PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVABL. 


[Matt 5,. 1920, 


ci iTine-ru iun ucb wmiun uiu the 8ame ono * or man y weoks»t a time. You will now understand why I was 
ELIZABETH AND HER YOUNG MAN. It isn't her fault, poor girl. She would dejeoted at the perfidy of the follower 
The study door burst open and one be as true as steel if she bad a chance; belonging to the Boilermakers’ Society, 
end of Elizabeth—the articulate end she would cling to any one of them I saw a dreary period of disoomfort 


-was jerked into view 


through thick and thin, following him ahead of me. And worst of all I was 


“ Wot will you 'ave for lunch ? ” she to the ends of the earth if necessary. expecting the Boscombes to dinner 


“ Lamb 


demanded breathlossly. “ Lamb or It is they who are fickle, and the that very week. They had not before 
'am ? ” excuses they make to break away from visited us and Honry was anxious, for 

Abruptly recalled from the realms of her ure both varied and ingenious, business reasons, to make a good im- 
fiction-writing, I (her mistress) looked During the War of courso thoy always pression on them. I will not elaborate 
up a little dazed. “ 1 Lamb or ’am,' ” had the pretext of being ordered to the the case. All I can say is that there 
I repeated dully, “lamorram? Hr— Front at a moment's notice, and were is no earthly possibility of making a 
ram, I think, please, Elizabeth.’’ not, it appears, allowed to write home good impression on any living thing if 

Having thus disposed of my domestic on account of the Censor. Elizabeth Elizabeth is in one of her bad moods, 
obligations for tho day I returned to used to blame Lloyd Georoe for these And it would he no use explaining the 
my writing. I was annoyed therefore defects of organisation. And to this, situation to Mrs. BoScombe, because 
to see the other end of Elizabeth travel day sho is extremely bitter against the she has do sense of humour; or to 


round tho doorway and sidle into the I Government, 
room. Her protoxt for 

ffsrsisi a ira ill i 


she corrected with dig- Mrs. Smythede Willoughby. “Was tub grocer's nov impudent again this 
nity. “Well, they’ve moiinino, Ci.aua, when you telephoned the*order?” 

moved 'is Wlouartcrs Clara. “’K wad, mum! rut 1 didn't'are give 'im wot for. I bez, ‘Who 

from London to Man- ^muouGim”" TOC ’“ K "^™' T ° ? M " S ' SmVT1ib de “ 

Chester.” . --—- 

There was a tense silenco, broken In fact, she is bitter against every 
only by Elizabeth's hard breathing on one when lior lovo affairs are not run 




ivernment. •. I Mr. Boscombe, because ho likes a good 

dinner. 

Now it appeared these 

mtoiighby. “ Was the grocer's nov impudent again this become of tho surplus 
hen you telephoned the*ordeii?” million we hoard so 

, mum! but 1 didn’t 'are give 'im wot for. I bez,‘Who much about They re- 

XI. THINK YOU'RE A-TALK1N' TO? I'm MRS. SmYTHB DER pUed polit / n08S 

_that, judging from the 

In fact, sho is bitter against every- number of applications received, they 
ie when hor lovo affairs are not run- must be the million in search of 


a brass paper-weight ero she polished ning smoothly. Tho entire household domestics. 

it with hor sleove. suffers in consequence. She is sullen Returning home from the Bureau I 

“ If 'o goes to Manchester, there I and obstinato; sho is always on the found Elizabeth studying a time-table, 
goes,” she went on; “I suppose I’d verge of giving notice. And the way "I see it’s a hundred and eighty- 
quite easy get a situation there? ” sho broaks things in her abstraction is three miles to Manchester,” she com- 
“ Quito easy,” I acquiescod in a hollow awful. Elizabeth’s illusions and my men ted, “ an' the fare's 15s. 5Jd." 
voice. crockery alwuys get shattered together. “ That's an old time-table you ’ve 

She went out leaving mo chill and My rose-bowl of Venetian glass got got,” I hastened to remark; “ It is now 

dojected. Not that I thought for one broken whon tho butcher threw her £2 6s. 4 irl .—return fare.” 

moment that I was in imminent danger ovor for the housemaid next-door. Half- “I shan’t want no return ticket,” 
of losing her. I know full well that a-dozeu tumblers, a basin and several said Elizabeth grimly, 
this was but a ruse on the part of the odd plates came in two in her hands Sickening outlook, wasn't it ? 
young roan to disembarrass himself of after the grooer's assistant wont away * * * * * 

Elizabeth, and, if he had iuvolsed the suddenly to join the silent Navy. And The day of my dinner-party dawned 
entire Amalgamated Sooioty of Boiler- nearly the whole of a dinner service fair and bright, but Elizabeth was 

makers in the plot, that only proved Vras ‘sacrificed when Lloyd George raging. Things got so bad in foot that 

how desperate ha was. peremptorily - ordered her young man about mid-day I decided I must tele- 

I have very earnest reasons for wishing in the New Army to go to Mesopotamia phone to the Boscombes and tell them 
that Elizabeth could have a “ settled ” and stay there for at least three years Henry had suddenly been taken ill; 
young man. You see, she never retains without leave. and I was justiooking up the doctor's 





book to find something specially viru¬ 
lent and infectious for Henry when 
Elizabeth came in. Amazing to relate, 
her faco was wreathed in smiles. 

“They’ve sent from the Domestic 
Boorow," she began. 

“ Whatl” I exclaimed, "did they 
get me a waitress after all ? " 

She smirked. “ They’ve sent a man 
this time. A footman 'e was before 
the War, but since 'e's been demobbed 
'e's been out of a job. That’s 'ow it 
is ’«’s takin* temporary work and-” 

" He seems to nave told you quite a 
lot about himself already,” I inter¬ 
posed. 

She smirked again. “ I adn’t been 
talkin' to him ten. minutes before ’e 
asked me wot was my night out. ’E 
isn’t 'arf a one.” 

" It ieems he isn't,” I agreed. And I 
. seat'd^ a silent prayer of thankfulness 
to Heaveh and the Domestic Bureau. 
“ But -what about the amalgamated 

8hU tossed her head; 


A Legacy of the War. 

No one will lightly forget the noble 
services rendered by tho Y.W.C.A. to 
our troops and those of our Allies 
during the War, and many of Mr. 
Punch’s friends must have given prac¬ 
tical expression to their gratitude. But 
we are liable to forgot that the end of 
the War has not brought an end either 
to the work of the Y.W.C.A. or to the 
claim which that work has upon our 
recognition. There is pressing need of 
accommodation and protection and 
healthy environment for the large army 
of girls who have been demobilized and 
are now engaged in, or seeking for, 
oivilian employment. The funds of the 
Y.W.C.A. do not admit of the estab¬ 
lishment and maintenance of sullicient 
hostels for this good purpose. At the 
moment a chance is offered to them of 
purchasing a large, suitable and per¬ 
fectly-equipped house—rented during 
tiie War, and after, by the Y.W.C.A. 
—in a densely -populated district in 
Snath London.' The offer holds good 
for only a few days, and, if it is not 


taken, over two hundred girls will be 
turnod adrift to wander in search of 
lodgings. The price is thirty thousand 
pounds. It is difficult to think of any 
causo to which money could be more 
usefully subscribed. Mr. Punch begs 
his readers to send to the promoters of 
this good work some token of their sym¬ 
pathy and appreciation. Gifts should 
be addressed to the Hon. Emily 
Kinnaird, 4, Duke Street, W. 1. 

“UNITED STATES AND ARMENIA. 

It wonld bo grossly misleading to say that 
Congress, ill its present frame of mind, would 
accopt actual responsibility for a country 
whose place on the map of Europe is not oven 
known to the average citizen ."—Daily Paper. 
Even we ourselves were under the im¬ 
pression that it was still in Asia. 

“ The Conference of San Romo is virtually 
over, but the caravanserai of peace must make 
yot another journey boforo its goal is reached.” 

Irish Paper. 

Forthcoming song by Mr. Lloyd 
Gecbge: “Where my caravanserai 
baa rested.” 
















THE TOW-ROPE GIRLS. 

Oh, U ship in the Tropics a-foaming along, 

With every stitch drawing, the Trade blowing strong, 
The whito caps around her all breaking in spray, 

For the girls have got hold of her tow-rope to-day. 

(And it ’s 11 Haul away, girls, steady an’ true, 

Polly an’ Dolly an' Sally an’ Suo, 

Mothers an’ sisters an’ sweethearts an’ all, 

Haul away, all the way, haul away, haul! ”) 

She's logging sixteen as.she spoeds from the South, 
The wind in her royals, a bone in her mouth ; 

With a wake like a mill-race she rolls on her way, 

For the girls have got hold of her tow-rope to-day. 

The old man he stood on the poop at high noon ; 

He paced fore and aft and lie whistled a tune ; 

Then put by his sextant and thus he did say, 

“ The girls Imvo got hold of our tow-rope to-day. 

•* Of cargoes and charters we ’vo had our full share, 

Of grain and of lumber enough and to spare, 

Of nitrates at Taltal and rice for Bombay, 

And the girls have got hold of our tow-rope to-day. 

11 She has dipped her yards under,* liovo-to off the 
Horn; 

In the fog and the floes she has drifted forlorn; 
Becalmed in the doldrums a week long she lay, 

But the girls have got hold of her tow-rope to-day t ” 


Oh, hear the good Trade-wind a-singing aloud 

His homoward-bound chantey in sheet and in shroud; 

Oh, hear how he whistles in halliard and stay, 

“ The girls have got hold of the tow-ropo to-day! ” 

And it's oh for the chops of the Channel at last, 

The cheer that goes up when the tug-hawser's passed, 
Tho mate's “That’ll do,’’ and a fourteen months’ pay, 
For the girls have got bold of our tow-rope to-day. 

(And it’s “ Haul away, girls, steady an' true, 

Polly an’ Dolly an' Sally an’ Sue, 

Mothers an’ sisters an' sweethearts an’ all, * 

Haul away, all the way, haul away, haul! ") C. F. S. 

A Political Prodigy. 

11 Mr. Runciman is one of the coming men in British politics. As 
statesmen go, ho is a young man. He is just undor 5.” 

_L_ Provincial Paper. 

From a reoent novel 

"... had bought tho long-uninhabited farmhouso . , . and was 
converting it into a little venlre-d-terre tor his widowed mother." 

It looks as if the old lady intended to go the pace. 

11 Coox-0EuenAL Wanted; all nights out; piano, woll famished 
sitting room; month's holiday with wages each year; three days off 
per week; washing sent out; wage, one guinea per week.” 

Northumbrian Paper. 

With another three days off and the cooking put out as 
well as the washing, the Cook-General’s Union would, we 
understand, be almost disposed to recommend the situ¬ 
ation to the notice of their less experienced members. 
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sampmt rent prices it would be an offence against followed it, and went on to remark 

ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. good taste for anyone in this country to that he. did not on this matter expect 

Monday, April 26th .—Among the be soon drinking champagne. But Mr. the support of the Labour Party. Mr. 

many Members of the House who have Chamberlain could not agreo. In his Jack Jones stentoriously resented thin 

held His Majesty’s commission there view the larger the taxation on the slur upon their taste. “ Wo like a 
are, no doubt, some rather eccentric ^. good cigar ns well as anybody,” he 


held His Majesty s commission there view the larger the taxation on the slur upon their taste. “ Wo like a 
are, no doubt, some rather eccentric ^. good cigar ns woll as anybody," ho 

persons, but that hardly justified Mr. /jhhMi, shouted, adding somewhat superflu- 

Palmer in suggesting that they should Mfc. ously, “ Who has a better right to a 

be deprived in debate of the customary yj good dinner ? " This outburst may 

prefix “gallant.” The Speaker gave ^ have shaken the Chancellor's eon- 

no encouragement to the idea, and vietion that Havana cigars are indu- 

was still more shocked by Mr. Devlin’s | (.J bitably of tlie naturo of luxuries, 

proposal that all those courteous ex- Wednesday, April 26th. —According 

pressions should bo dropped, and that to the Duke of Rutland, who made an 

Members should “ call each other by V-StUi eloquent plea for tho hottor protection 

own names.” It would certainly add AiWmKi °f wild birds, their worst enemy is the 

to the pungoncy but not to the peace- />f villageschoolmastor.whosemottosooms 

fulness of dobate if tho Nationalist to be, “It's a fine day; let us go out 

Leader were allowed to refer to “Sir y A and collect something." I canuot help 

Edwah-r-d Car-r-son," instead of to thinking that Itis Graeo must havo 

“ tho right honourable gentleman tho \\ some special dominio in his mind and 

Member for Duncair-r-n.” \\ j J|Sjfe \\ was arguing from tho particular to tho 

At Question-time Lord Robert Cecil \\ l % gonoral. 

was informed that a roport on the state \\ J AjjK % Tho story of Lndy Astor’s seat is 

of Ireland was being prepared and \\ / % beginningtoresombloapenuynovelotto. 

would shortly he circulated. But a \\ att Va % Evicted by tho bold had Baronet below 

furthor crop of outragos so moved him \\ « % the Gangway tho horoino has been 

that he could not wait for tho facts, \\ w wt enabled by the courtosy of one of 

and forthwith moved the adjournment. \\ if pi Nature's noblemen, in the person of 

The ensuing debate was not very help- \ Jf vga, ^ Mr. Will Thorne, to find a.now home 

ful. Lord ItoiiEUT demanded tho re- D|\ in tho precincts of tho Labour Party, 

storatiou of law and order in tones so vl and sooms quite happy again, 

vigorous that an hon. Membor called Since the American Senate takes so 

out, “A Now Cromwoll! ” Ho did not kindly an interest in our affairs as to 

scorn to like the comparison and later j _-_irV.. -Jg| aw^. pass resolutions in favour of Irish 

on took most un-Cromwellian oxcep- —= indopondonco, Mr. Ronald McNeill 

tion to the Government's methods of “Tho Hon. Member says Tam I ike Oliver thought it would he only friendly if 
“ coercion." Mr. Bonau Law’s spoocli Ckomwki.l. —Lord limn: ;»r Ce< tlie House of Commons woro to recip- 

could in tho circumstances ho little bottle tho greator tlie patriotism of tho rocato with a motion in support of tho 
moro than an elaboration of “ Do not consumer. Filipinos' claim to solf-determination. 

shoot the pianist; lie is doing his best.” In advocating a slight relaxation of Mr. Bonar Law fought shy.of tho 
Tuesday, Ajrril 27th. —On the roport tho cigar-duty Mr. Hurd quotod Mr. suggestion and preferred Sir Edward 
of tho Budget resolutions thore was, of Bonar Law for the dictum that tho Carson's idoa that it was better for 

course, the usual attempt to get rid of excellence of a dinnor largoly depended each country to leave other countries 

• ■ . -I . A si t 1 111 _ il. _ 1! i - £ AI „ • . .. 1 1 1 i ill .1 ■ « , I, 


the tea-duty. As Colonel Ward sar-1 upon the quality of the cigar, that I alone 
castically pointed out, opposition _ s- 

to this particular impost has boen N Xl N 


to this particular impost has boen 
for years the “ by-election stunt ” 
of every party in turn. To-day' 
the rejection was movod by tho r- • 
Labour Party, and when tho ( 
Chancellor of the Exchequer 3 
asked if in exchange they were 
prepared to extend tho income- 
tax downwards Mr. J. II. Thomas 
boldly declared that for his part £ 
he was quite ready. But as it l|j 
appeared that his idea of tho cx- 
emptioix-limit was £325 a year J 
Mr. Chamberlain thanked him 
for nothing. 

Among the varied and ingenious 
arguments adduced by Colonel //ZzkL 
Guinness against the increased 
tax on sparkling wines the one 
that he evidently thought moBt ' ■ 

likely to soften the heart of the A-w-lk 
Chancellor was that it wfould - «wi 
reduce consumption, since at cur- good di 


' “ Who has a better right [than tho Labour Party] to a 
good dinner and a good cigar? ”— Mr. Jack Joses. 


lone. “ I would bo vory thankful," 
ho added rather wistfully, “ if Ire- 
laud would leave us alone." But 
his appeal fell on deaf oars, for, 
at the instance of Mr. T. 1’. O’Con¬ 
nor, tho House spent most of tho 
ovening in discussing the threat 
of tho Irish dock - labourers in 
Liverpool to paralyse tho trade of 
the port unless the Government 
released tlie hunger-strikers at 
Wormwood Scrubs. 

■ Tho rest of tho time was spent 
■p- in getting the House to agree to 
'j| the expansion of the Excess Pro- 
fits Tax. This was largoly secured 
tp by tho spocial pleading of Mr. 
|P Baldwin. 1 lis argument that to 
P call the tax “ temporary,” as his 
ftp chief did last year, was quite com- 
fe patible with maintaining and 
even increasing it, was more in¬ 
genious than convincing, but his 
o a promise that, if the shoe really 
pinched the small business and 





PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


ptar-VW 



the now business, the Chancellor 
would do his best to ease it, combined 
witii an urgent" whip ” to secure a big 
majority for the impugned impost. 

Thursday, April H9th. —Mr. Winston 
Churchill gave an account of the 
Easter riots in Jerusalem, where Jews 
and Moslems have been breaking one 
another's heads to the glory of God, 
for all the world like Irishmen in Bel¬ 
fast. He also promised to give further 
information as soon as Lord Allenby’s 
report should be reoeived. Lord Robert 
CboHi, who has lately developed an un- 
lawyer-like tendency to jump to con¬ 
clusions ahead of the facts, made what 
sounded distinctly like a suggestion 
that the British officers on the spot had 
been remiss in their duty, and thereby 
earned from Mr. Churchill a dignified 
castigation which pleased the House. 

Crowned with olive-branches plucked 
from San Remo the Prime Minister 
celebrated one of his now familiar peace- 
triumphs. Everybody knows the pro¬ 
cedure on these occasions—the crowded 
House, thq cheers raised by the faithful 
Coalitionists as the victor is seen mak¬ 
ing his way: to the Table, and-then the 
speech, so unvarying in itsbonstruction 
that I faney there-must he a sealed 
pattern for it in th& archives of No. 10, 


Downing Street. First comes a recital 
of the immense difficulties of the prob¬ 
lems to be solved—in this case includ¬ 
ing areally serious difference of opinion 
with our good friends the French; 
then a little comic relief at the expense 
of his arch-critic in the Press, who on 
this occasion had surpassed himself in 
“ simian clatter "; next a summary of 



Wmmmm * w 

COLONEL WEDG'V 
AGAINST MINISTBf 
NENOE." 


OOD PROTESTS 
IAL “IMPERTI- 


the wonderful results achieved—chiefly 
the establishment of direct relations 
with the hitherto boycotted Govern¬ 
ments of Russia and Germany; and 
lastly a declaration that all differences 
and difficulties had melted away, and 
that henceforward the Allies would be 
a band of brothers. 

Once more Mr. Asquith disappointed 
his more impetuous supporters and 
displayed his statesmanship by a speech 
in which he practically said ditto to the 
Prime Minister ; the only suspicion of 
a sting being contained in his sug¬ 
gestion that the Supreme Council had 
now outlived its usefulness and should 
promptly be replaced by the League of 
Nations. 

Mr. Bottomley, on the contrary, was 
all sting and no statesmanship. I 
gather that he has been conducting an 
unofficial conference on his own, and 
as the result of his conversations with 
distinguished but anonymous foreign 
statesmen has arrived at quite different 
conclusions from those of the Prim* 
Minister. The faet that he Was-kept 
waiting on the pier at Boulogne wbu* 
the British Delegation went off . in a 
special stqamer, on vrhioh he wae netf 
invited to embark, may bave imparted 
an extra spice of rancour to his atrtottrfa*.- 
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HIGH-BROWS, LTD. 

Whbnbvkb we spend a week in 
London 'we never seem to find time for 
the things we really want to do. After 
dinner, on our last night at home, 1 
say to Angela, "Let’s see—have wo 
any engagements this trip?" 

And Angela answers, “ Don’t you 
remember? We’re dining with the 
Hewetsons on Thursday, and on Satur¬ 
day the Etheridges are taking us to a 
symphony concert. Then there’s your 
sister.” 

“ Oh, ring her up, and suggest we corne 
to dinner on Sunday. We don’t want 
to waste a proper night on Nellie." 

" All right. That leaves us four even¬ 
ings for ourselves. 1 suppose you want 
to see the Quartermasters' Exiiihition 
at Olympia ? ” 

"What’s that?” 

“I can't thipk which part of the 
newspapers you read. Why, they ’vc 
had columns and columns about it.” 

“ All, that’s how I missed it. I only 
look at the 'late news.' it seems u 
waste of time to read the rest.” 

“ Well, it's an exhibition showing the 
wonderful work done by Quarter¬ 
masters in the War. Thoro are Quarter¬ 
masters checking stores-” 

“ Are they shown wondering where 
they ought to stand on a battalion 
parade? ” 

" I don’t know about that; but we 
see them indenting for coal-” 

"And regretting tbeir inability to 
ihsuo same ? ” 

“ Very likely. Anyhow, everything 
is arranged practically under the. actual 
conditions. The exhibition started in 

I an Army hut in St. James’s Park, but 
proved such a success it had to be 
moved to Olympia. Why, Mr. Chur¬ 
chill was there one day this week.” 

“ Did lie make a speech ? ” 

" lie either made a speech or left by 
a side-door. I can’t remember now, 
but I know he was there.” 

" Why can’t we go in the after¬ 
noon ? ” 

“They say it’s better at night, be¬ 
cause the whole placo is lit up by hurri¬ 
cane lanterns and looks like fairyland.” 

" Oh, very well. That leaves us three 
evenings. We-” 

“ There’s this French season at the 
Central. The papers say that no one 
who appreciates good acting can afford 
to raise that. It’s packed, I believe... 
Besides, one finds one's French comes 
bade very easily; By the end of the 
evening I ean generally follow most of 
: who* they say. 

I I " H'tn. Wo shan’t be able to see 
Bentt- itaft Bobby and Graves and 

Dblysia in two 
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Customer. “1 HF.p Cohonodorab arm going to up. Five shillings k\cm now.” 

Barber’s Assistant. " Well, we shall ’ate to smoke ’f.m neauer the knjj, that’s all." 


“ No—o. . . . Besidos, everybody 
says one ought to see this Japanese 
man in Borneo and Juliet. I hear the 
way he swarms up the creeper in the 
balcony scene is quite too wonderful. 
They made him do it four times the 
first night.” 

Thus we are left with six evenings 
of duty aud one of enjoyment, unless 
Angela happens to hoar that there is a 
’cellist from Spitsbergen or a Bolshevik 
soprano whom it is social death not to 
be able to discuss. In thut case we 
get no fun at all. 

- The Hewetsons, who live in London 
and oan enjoy all these opportunities 
for improvement and still have time 
for Mr. Bobby and the rest, tliink me a. 
terrible Philistine. But, as I pointed 
out to Hewetson, he suffers just As 
aoutely when he has a holiday and 
goes to Paris. Hewetson bolds' that 
there is only one theatre in Paris, the 


VariOtOs. But by the time he has 
accompanied Mrs. H. to the Franfais, 
the Op6ra, the Op6ra Comiquo and the 
Odeon, to say nothing of the ThMtre 
des Arts, ho is due back at the office. 
When I explained tliiB to him, his whole 
attitude changed at once, and he im¬ 
plored mo to accept his subscription for 
shares in my company. But liis heart¬ 
rending account of his last visit to 
Paris, before the War, when he and 
Mrs. II. spent two days hunting round 
the Louvre (Musie) under the impres¬ 
sion that the Kodinb were kept there, 
suggested a wider scope formy schemes, 
and it seemed to me that the only fail- 
way of acknowledging this was to 
make Hewetson a director. 

Add now I must tell you about my 
company, for, although we are in dariger 
of becoming over-capitalised, there art 
-still'one or two shares wo ’are wilting 
to sacrifice, practically at par. The 
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company is known as High brows, Ltd., 
and is “ designed to meet the require¬ 
ments ” of the countless thousands who 
detect a familiar note in the conversa¬ 
tion with Angela just recorded. The 
idea is simple and, like all simple ideas, 
great. We buy a house in each of the 
chief capitals of the civilised world, and 
to this house the visitor hurries as soon 
as ha has left his luggage at the hotel. 
Each houso will be arranged in the 
same manner, so that ho knowledge of 
the language of the country is required 
to enable the stranger to find his way 
about. 

The ground floor will consist of one 
large hall or room, combining the func¬ 
tions of waiting-room and Fine Art 
Gallery. Reproductions of the principal 
pictures and statuos of the national 
musoums will occupy two walls and 
the centre carpet, the remaining walls 
being hung with tlio more astonishing 
examples of contemporary painters. 
(Wo aro not anticipating any inquiries 
for contemporary sculpture). A mini¬ 
mum of ten minutes is nllowod for this 
room. When your turn arrives you 
mount to the first floor, which you find 
dividod into two parts. In each of 
those a cinematograph is installed, 
one “ featuring ” prominent artists in 
the standard dramas of the particular 
country—works like Lc Cid, Macbeth, 
Faust, or Veer Gynt ; while tho other 
runs through the morediscussod scones 
of any current entertainment which 
conceivably one “ ought to see." 

The first of those programmes is de¬ 
signed primarily for foreigners, and is 
meant to save them the fatigue of a visit 
to national or subsidised theatres, where 
theso exist. The socond is intonded to 
moot the roquiromonts of natives. Each 
bill will last lyi hour, and, though clients 
are entitled to see both performances, 
full-time attendance at either carries 
with it tho right to proceed to the 
next floor, llero again are two more 
rooms. In the first of these a gramo¬ 
phone renders in turn the leading 
vocalists and instrumentalists (serious) 
of the country. (Say half-an-hour.) 
So far you wdl have boon put to a 
minimum expenditure of one hour and 
forty minutes, and, as only five minutes 
is allowed for tho last room, the time 
total cannot be considered oxcessive. 

In this last room is nothing but a 
row of desks. You wait your turn 
bbfore one of these; then you hand in 
your name and receive a pass. On this 
is printed a certificate that you, the 
above-mentioned, are acquainted with 
the masterpieces tabulated overleaf. 
Thus in less than two hours (inclusive 
of possible delay ip the waiting-room) 
you are free to spend your holiday 
exactly as youjphoose. It is hoped 


that in time these certificates may come 
to be accepted as carrying complete 
immunity, for at least a month, from 
every form of intellectual treat. 

Hewetson wanted tho certificates to 
be issuod in the waiting-room. He 
said it would save time. Rut I decided 
that, if the prestige of tho institutions 
and their certificates is to be kept up, 
unscrupulous people must have no 
chanco of obtaining a pass and slipping 
away without going up-stairs. Indeed, 
I am adding an elaborate system of 
checks, by which it will become im¬ 
possible to roach the Discharge Bureau 
without sponding the requisite time in 
oach room. Tho first room is the 
danger. In the crush poople might 
escape to the cinemas before their ten 
minutes is up. My idea is to hand to 
each entrant a lump of High-brow 
stickjaw, guaranteed not to dissolve in 
less than the stipulated poriod, and to 
station a lynx-eyed dentist at the foot 
of tho stairs . , . 

Ilowetson in his simple-minded way 
also wanted the company to bo called 
tho Holiday-makers’ Knjoymont League, 
or tho Society of Art-Dodgers, or some 
such namo. lie evon thought the 
housos should be painted in bright 
attractive colours. I pointed out to 
him that they should be uninviting and 
dull in appearance, and that a uniform 
sobrioty, a suggestion of yoarning and 
uplift, inovory feature of tho company’s 
appeal would not only allow thousands 
of hypocrites, like Angela, to sook reliof 
at our doors, but would actually confer 
on people like Hewotson and me a 
stamp of that same intellectual passion 
from whoso manifestations we are en¬ 
gaged in escaping. 


“SWANSEA AND MSTKICT RUGBY 
LEAGUE. 

Cup Finals. 

Admission : Is. ; Grand Stand, Is. cxtrA. 
(Including Tax). 

AH Seats Free. No Collection. 

Flcaso bring your Bible for reference. 

Welsh Paper. 

Tho Welsh may not, liko the English, 
tako their pleasures sadly, but are evi¬ 
dently expeoted to tako them soriously. 

“ Partnership. —Ex-Regular officer, owing 
hotel at fashionable spa, dosircs to moot lady 
or gontlcmun, with capital.” —Daily Paper. 

Before replying we should like to know 
tho amount of the bill he owes. 


From a short story 
“ Unconscious of tho waiter at hor elbow 
with pad and pencil poised for hor order, un¬ 
conscious also of her husband, now her happy 
t4te-&-t4to, she spoke aloud: * One never 
knows 1 ’ *'— Monthly Magarine. 

Horn, they .must- have, enjoyed their 
cosy vis-d-vU. 


BIRD CALLS, 

u. 

I would not be the tomtit's mate, 

For, even if I were not late, 

It seems as though he'd gird at me, 
Saying, “ Quick, quick," eternally. 

The chaffinch you would never think 
Was much addicted to strong drink, 
Yet all the Spring you '11 hoar him say, 
"Oh, 

Thoro’s cheaper beer in County Mayo.” 

The jay, wliatevor ho is after, 

Makos tho woods ring with ribald 
laughter; 

“ Hee, liee, ha, ha," ho says, and then 
“ Ha, ha, hee, hee, ha, ha,” again. 

The plover over fields brown red 
Weeps for her children who are dead; 
Still day and night she orios to you, 

“ Mes pauvres petits l La grande 
charrue !" 

So silently the screech-owl flies 
You sometimes scarce believe your eyes, 
Until you start to hear him shout 
To timid mico, “ Come out! Come out /” 

Are baby martins in the nest 
With extra-loving parents blest ? 

That they should murmur sleepily, 

“ Oh cuddle me, oh cuddle me." 

When first tho chiff-chaff comos your 
way 

You 're glad, it means Spring’s come to 
stay; 

But soon you wish ho'd change his 
song 

With his “.Chiff-chaff, chiff-chaff" all 
day long. 

Those white-throats in the raspberry 
canes! 

They never take the slightest pains 
To hide from you how much they stoal, 
But say, “Thief, thiof,” throughout 
their meal. 


Commercial Candour. 

"Your £20 at -'a buys £25 worth oiso- 

wlicro.”— Advt. in Provincial Paper. 

A Humane Edict. 

“Notice is hereby given that tho washing of 
motor cars and vohiclos, and tho washing of 
widows, eto., by hosa has been prohibited.” 

Tasmanian Paper. 

“ Accountant wanted for Motor Companies 
in West End ; must have experience in Book¬ 
keeping ."—Weekly Paper. 

Not perhaps an unreasonable stipula¬ 
tion in thfe circumstances. 

From “ Books Wanted ":— 

“Orlando Furioso. 4 vols. 1773. Fine 
building.”— Publisher's Circular. 

We dare say it is. But what we are 
looking out for in this connection is 
Addison's works. 
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ROMA REDIVIVA. 

(4 Classical licvel, after the Press 
accounts of last week's Italian ball). 
Ancient history became luminous at 
Covent Garden last week, when the 
great ghosts of the past, from Romulus 
to Nebo and from Egehia to Agrii'I-ina, 
were seen one-stepping gaily in toga 
and stola at the great Roman ball. ■ It 
was the night, not of tho Futurists, but 
the Prmteritists, and right royally did 
they avail themselves of their chanoe. 

Perhaps the most arresting of all the 
oostumes were those worn by Lord 
Quezon as Tarquiniub Suferbus and 
Mr. Lanbbury as Spahtacus. The 
former was garbed in a magnificent 
toga purpurea, elaborately adjusted so 
os to show the latiolave on his tunica. 
Over this was a sumptuous laefima of 
silver tissue fastened over the tight 
-shoulder with a diamond fibula. On 


his head he wore a petgsus of hyacin- 
thine hue, out of which sprang three 
peacock's feathers. He was shod with 
curulo shoes, or mullei, fastened with 
four crimson thongs. Mr. Lansbury’s 
costumo was simpler but not less strik¬ 
ing, consisting of scarlot braccce or 
barbarian pantaloons, a jade - green 
synthesis, buckskin solece and an ac¬ 
cordion -ploated pilous. Lord Howard 
de Walden as Maecenas attracted 
general attention by the lustre of his 
amethystine tunica and the crimson 
heels of his crcpida, which may not have 
been archceologic&lly correct, but were 
certainly a happy thought. Mr. Ber¬ 
nard Shaw, who personated Cato of 
Utica, wore hygienio sandals, a white 
toga and a brown felt Jaeger pileus. 
Mr. Harold Beqbih as Mabobllus, the 
best boy of anoient Rome, formed an 
agreeable contrast to the numerous 
Messalinas, Poppauas and Cleopatras 


who lent a regrettably Pagan element 
to the assembly. But Lady Astob as 
Cornelia, mother of the Gracchi, was 
an austere and dignified figure in her 
panniered Botticelli stola, with pearl, 
embroidered red wings, and a flabcllum 
(or fan) of albatross feathers with gold 
bells attached. The grandeur that was 
Rome, again, was revived in Mr. John, 
who assumed the rfile of his namesake, 
Auoubtub, and in Mr. Bottomley, 
who as Hobatius Flaccus imparted a 
Sabine simplicity to the scene. 

It is a pity that a good many of the 
guests had indolently taken advantage 
of tho fact that ancient Roman dress 
was not obligatory, and yet it must be 
admitted that some of thorn looked the 
Roman part to perfection. The un- 
adornod rigours of evening dross only 
threw into groator relief tho truly 
Caesarian lineaments of Lord Riddell, 
tho stoical indepondonce of Mi'.Ckarleu 
Trevelyan and the aquiline dignity of 
Mr. Tich (Parvus). 

It may be added that the use of 
Latin was not compulsory, but that ono 
of the guests, who appoarod as Phu- 
pbluns, the Etrurian Bacchus, and par¬ 
took freely of the excellent neo-Faler- 
nian supplied by the firm of Leones, 
expressed the pious hope that he would 
not suffer too much from calida (era on 
tho morrow. 

“Mr. Pim Passes By.” 

Our Mr. A. A. M.'s play is now com¬ 
fortably sottlod in its now home (No. 3) 
at Tho Playhouse. A correspondent 
informs Mr. Punch that since tho open¬ 
ing night Mr. Dion Boucicault's popu¬ 
lar part has beeu developed to the slight 
disturbance of the balance of things; 
not so much by now dialogue as by 
deliberate iteration and portentous 
pauses. That on his first ontrance he 
now studios a photograph with his nose 
close up to tho glass, forgetting that, 
if he is as short-sighted as all that, the 
protracted gaze which he had previ¬ 
ously directed upon tho ceiling must 
have been fruitless. That Miss Irene 
Vanbrugh has dispensed with whatever 
serious element there was in her part 
and relies for her brilliant effects almost 
completely on its irresponsible frivolity. 
That Mr. Ben Webster has come on 
remarkably; and that the part of. the 
flapper is now played, according to 
nature by the right person. 

Mr. Punch's advice to any who have 
hitherto passed by is to go in aud see 
Mr. Pim doing it. 

"Now one just hates to drag in personal 
experiences, beoause it looks'as if one were 
trying to pose as a aero, whioh thing I hate.” 

IllustratedPaper. 

We heartily share the writer's dislike 
of the character. , 
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Worhtt Manager (to applicant for jmst as mghl-ieateliman). “Have Yor any rAinicui.Au (jiamkiuation I'oh this job?" 
Applicant. “Oni.y that I'm a vkuy i.iqiit ki.ih'.cku, Km. X wakks at it it. least noisk.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerics.) 

Few will deny Hint, in writing The Life of Lord Kitchener 
(Macmillan) so soon a ft. or the death of tlio great Field- 
Marshal, Sir George Airmen has at least displayed the 
courage of his affection, since to publish such a work 
in a time of controversy like tho present is inevitably 
to tl-ail a coat of many colours, each a challenge to some 
particular prejudice. If, however, ono can avoid any such 
attitude of parti pris and regard thoso three dignified 
volumos simply as tho record of a great man by ono who 
best know and admired him, they will naturally bo found 
of compelling interest. The throe main chapters, so to say, 
of the story, Africa, India and Whitehall, will each call up 
vivid associations for the reader; eacli has been told caro- 
fully, with just sufficient detail. Perhaps circumstances 
mado it unavoidable that Sir Geokoe Arthur should, if 
anything, rather overdo tho discretion that is tho betler 
part of biography; certainly in tho result ono gets what 
might be called a closo rather than an intimate study of a 
figure that in life was already almost logondary. If any 
man of our time was fittingly namod groat this was ho— 
alike in his single-minded patriotism, his succoss and that 
touch of austerity which-no anecdotes of exceptions can 
wholly disprove. In surveying his career of merited 
triumphs one remarks how often it was given to him—as 
at Omdurman and Pretoria—to redeem early disaster, and 
one feels again the pity of it that lie might not live to see 
his noblest task accomplished at Versailles. No doubt the 
last word upon Kitchener op Khartum cannot be written 
yet awhile; in the meantime here is a book that will have its 


valuo as history hereafter, and is to-day a grateful tribute 
to ono who nobly deserved gratitude. 

Personally speaking, 1 could find it in mo to wish that 
Mr. Maurice Hewlett would consult a good man about 
tho Saga habit, which appears to bo growing upon him, to 
the loss (or so I think) of all thoso who wero lovers of his 
more human and companionable fiction. J3ut I repeat that 
this is no more than individual prejudice, based on tho fact 
that thoso Norse chronicles (of unpronounceable people in 
prehistoric times) leavo me singularly cold. This apart, 
however, The Light Heart (Chapman' and Hai.l) may ho 
admitted an excellent sample of its kind. It is all about 
tho friendship of Thorgar and Thonnod, with the former’s 
untimely doalh, and tho punctilious attempts of tho lat.tor 
to fulfil his social obligation iu tho matter of exterminating 
tho slayers of his friend; also, as soeond themo, tho love of 
Thormad for King Olaf, and the ending of both of thorn— 
and of tho talo also—in tho heroic battle of Htieklostcad. 
Ono way and another, indo -d, you seldom saw a short hook 
that contained more bloodshed, or in which lovo-making 
(oh, Mr. Hewlett!) played a smaller part. Thoro was a 
“ slip of a girl ” in tho curly chapter of whom I had hopes, 
but stornor business caused her to be too soon eliminated. 
Skill and learning The Light Heart has in plenty, and an 
engaging suggestion of the early artistic tomperamont in 
the character pf Thormod, fighter and song-maker, lint 
I fall back on my old complaint of being left cold; and 
that I should suffer Unit way from the work of Mr. 
Hewlett gives you the measure of our loss. 

In his last grim and terriblo work, Realities of War 























































PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI; 


[Mat 6, 1920. 


(IIeinemann), Sir Philip Gibbs has fairly flung aside (he little of sensationalism for some tastes, it is very comforting 
restraint, enforced or self-imposed, that marked his des- to read. The fact is that the spies of the enemy were 
patches from the fighting fronts, to present war, tho horrible, pounced upon so promptly and had such a harrowing time 
senseless nightmare, as it really appearod to him. His that both their quantity and quality gradually sank to 
work as a correspondent emphasised for him the accumu- something very like zero. It is no exaggeration to say 
luted miseries of thousands rather than any individual’s that most of the miserable oroatures who came spying to 
share, and his point of viow is as remorselessly gloomy as this country never had a dog’s chance from the word “ Go.” 
can he imaginod. lie is detailed in disgust; he is passion- Ono cannot waste one’s sympathy upon those who for 
ate in pessimism. lie presents not only the soldier's dis- mercenary motives consented to be spies, but I am glad 
taste for trenches and machine guns, and his desire for the that Mr. Felstead pleads on behalf of such men as Carl 
things of familiar life, but also, with surprising vehomonco, Loiiy. “ Some day,” he writes, "when the nations of the 
his hatred of gonorals who give blundering orders from world grow more sensible, there will be two methods of 
comfortablo billots in the rear, or of munitioners in England treating spies. Those who can prove patriotism as the 
who keep optimistic in spite of bad nows from the Front, inspiring motive will bo dealt with as prisoners of war; tho 
lie doos not protend to ho quito fair in his criticisms, for hirelingswillbocondemnedtothodeaththey richly deservo.” 


obviously tho highor command had 
to keep out of the firing-line and 
somebody had to work—and hard 
too—to supply the torrent oT muni¬ 
tions demanded. Sir Pmr.ir ad¬ 
mits all that, but in a kind of agony 
calls on God and man to realiso the 
meaningless horror of it all and 
forbid, at any price, tho possibility 
of its recurrence. If sometimes 
unjust and nearly always tragical, 
the hook none tho less is free from 
anything like hysteria. 

Mr. Ward Mum writes with one 
eye on tho evening papers, and the 
very title (not to mention tho wrap¬ 
per) of Adventures in Marriage 
(Simpkin) luroH us without any 
sense of dillictilb transition from 
tho news of tho day to the realms 
of romance. Fifteen stories aro 
contained in this book, of rather 
unequal length and merit, nearly 
all of them dealing with a tense 
situation between husband and 
wife, sovoral of thorn calculated to 
lift the hair, and one or two suffi¬ 
ciently ingenious in mechanism, I 
should think, to raise a curtain. 
Tho adventures tiro not all un¬ 
happy, and tho author would seem 
on tho whole to balance tho scales 
fairly evenly between thoso who 
desire to reform tho Divoroo Law 
and those who would rather reform 
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run housing shortage. 

[Tt is suggested that those who occupy houses con¬ 
taining more accommodation than they need should 
lie compelled to allow thoir superfluous rooms to bo 
occupied by loss fortunate people. 1 

Visitor. “It’s au. uioiit, Kin. I’ve cabled to 
bfh Miss SunuioiNS—Timm floor back. I’m 'eh 
FKLOM'Y. You don't ’AI’I'LN TO KNOW IF SHE’S 
AT 'OMIl ? ” 


Tho rules, as they stand, decreod 
that Lody had to be shot, but, if 
ho could have receivod the treat¬ 
ment which brave men have a 
right to demand all tho world over, 
I do not believe that even the most 
rabid Gcrmanophobe would in his 
heart have been sorry. 

Mountain Memories (Cassell) 
must, if honestly named, concern 
itself to a certain extent with moun¬ 
tains, but even those of us who 
have never felt the smallest wish 
to climb can read it with great 
pleasuie. For although Sir Martin 
Conway does mention some of his 
mountaineering feats this book is 
concerned primarily with the spirit 
rather than with the body. “ A 
Pilgrimage of Romance ” is its 
sub-title, and, though there can’t 
be many Pilgrims who have dono 
butter climbing, I doubt if any 
more difficult font stands to bis 
credit than this of putting theso 
impressions of the quest of beauty 
so clearly and delicately be’ore us. 
The least deviation from the path 
of modesty would have led him 
into trouble, but he never makes it. 
" Reader," be writes, “ if you and 
I are to bo real comrades we must 
share the same adventures of fancy 
and of soul. . . My fairies must be 
Lliy fairies and my gods thy gods. 


the world. With the exception of the first tho talos aro Hand-iti-hand we must thrill with a single rapture—' le 

all effectively told and, if tho machinery is fairly obvious, emu- en Jlcnr et L'ditie cn Jlamme.’ ” For myself I am well 

it does not eliek too much. The last on the list is much content (whether he addresses me in tho second person sin- 

longthier than all the others, belonging to the classic maga- guluror plural, or both—as here) to have vicariously achioved 

zinc school, which ransacks tho bowels of the earth for a such heights in tho person of so admirable au agent. 

new and torrible setting. Here tho heroine, a beautiful -- - ■ . -.■■■■■ j:,8m 

Chinese girl, is discovered by the hero, a missionary, in "A ‘C.ksau’ Commentary. 

the cinnabar cavcrus of Hang Yiu, whore the workers ‘Thu Trial Scene ’ from ‘Julius Cffisar,' as given at the Coliseum 

have never seen the light of day, aro mostly blind and this week, struck mo as somewhat dull, or should wo say out of place? 

sneml the intervals of labour in oninm siren T like this Detached from tho body of tho play, tho scene must have perplexed 

spend the intei vais ot labom in opium sleep. I like ti ls gwne of tho audiouo(! un { a ,mliar with the written word.” 


yarn and recomineud it to tho attention of anybody who 
feels that marital squabbles are beginning to pall. 


Au excellent 
Spies at Bay ( 


will have been served by German 
ison) if it is carefully digested by 


The Rambler " in “ The Daily Mirror." 
Possibly he would have preferred the “ Tent Scene ” 
from The Merchant of Venice. • 

“ Wild Animals.—I have been told that when men are attacked 


those scaremongers who during the War insisted that and eaten by wild animals there is no sensation of pain. Canany- 
spies were as plentiful as sparrows in Great Britain. Mr. one who has had exporionco confirm this? "—Weekly Paper. ' 

^elstkad tells us the truth, and, though it may offer too Boferred to Sir A. Conan Doyle. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

We are pleased to note that the 
Kino’s yacht Britannia is about again 
after being laid up since August, 1914. 

V 

Smoking and chatting periods have 
been introduced in some Massachusetts 
factories. Extremists in this country 
complain that, while this system may 
be all right, there is just the danger 
that working periods might also he 
introduced. * * 

We aro pleased to report that the 

eclipse of the moon on May 3rd passed 
off without any serious hitch. This 
speaks well for the police arrange¬ 
ments. * * 


It transpires that a flapper complains 
that she dropped two stitches in her 
jumper as a result of the shock. 

# 

A water-spaniel was responsible last 
week for the overturning of a motor¬ 
car driven by a Superintendent of the 
Police near Norton Village in Hertford¬ 
shire. We understand that the dog has 
had his licence endorsed for reckless 
walking. ... * 

According to a Manchester paper a 
new tram, while being tosted, jumped 
the lines and collided with a lamp-post. 
It is hoped that, when it grows more 
accustomed to street noises, it will get 
over this tendency to nervous excite¬ 
ment. * ... 



“ \\ HAT 'H 
“Oh. is 'r 


"Audiences at tho music-halls,” A serious set-back to journalism is 
writes an actor to the Press, " aro more' roportod from South Africa. It appears 
difficult to movo on Satur- . . . ' 

days than on other days.” jfSPfr! -.'I 

This is not our experience. 1 1 [ ^ ^ W ^ iI 11 

often withdrawn without t’ 1 

any pressure after tho lirst |-J 

rary, has boon asked to in- 

What is wanted, wo undor- 
stand, is more glutton and - 

less mutt. ,.. ... '. —- ' 

Mmo. Landku, the wifo " ! ” i 
of the Parisian “Blue- 
board," has been granted "What's 'in iumnkss .’" "'i;\ \ nxiiiuwwr. 

a divorco. We gather that ' K? W|,, ' r " RK,: ' lh TO ’ AVl: ,,0N,: RKTT,: “ 01 ' 

there is something or other- - ---— - 

about her husband which made their that tho Army aviator who tlew from 
tastes incompatible. England to his homo at Johannesburg. 

aftor an absence of four and a-half 
It appears that Mr. Jkbhy MoVkauh yoars, deliberately arranged to see his 
is of tho opinion that the Homo Itulo parents beforo being interviewed by 
Bill is quite all right except where it reporters. . + 

applies to Ireland. 

In a London Police Court ihe other 
A visit to the Royal Academy this day a defendant stated that ho was so 
year again encourages us to believe ashamed of his crime that he purchased 
that, though wo may bo a bad nation, a revolver with tho intention of shoot- 
we are not so bad as wo are painted. ing himsolf. On second thoughts ho 

let himself oil with a caution. 

According to a morning paper a 

commercial traveller who became vio- Apparently the clothing of tho Royal 
lentlyill in the Strand was found to have Air Forco is not yet complete. Large 
a small feather stuck in the lower part headings announcing an R. A.F. Divorce 
of the throat. If people will eat fresh Suit appeared in several papers recently, 
eggs in restaurants they must be pre- although its design and colouring wore 
pared to put up with the consequences, not mentioned. ;1! 

The report that no inconvenience Builders have been notified that the 
was experienced by any of tho pas- prices of wall-paper are to bo raised 
stager , in the South London train forty to fifty per cent. In view of tho 
Which collided with a stationary goods- vital part played by the wall-paper in 
engine now tons out to be incorrect, the construction of the modern house, 


the announcement has caused wide¬ 
spread consternation among building 
contractors. * ... 

An Amorican contemporary inquires 
why Germany cannot settle down. A 
greater difficulty appoars lo ho her 
inability to settle up. 

❖ * 

A shop at Twickenham hears the 
notice, “ Shaving \\ bile you wait.” This 
obviates tho inconvenience of- leaving 
one’s chin at the barber’s overnight. 

•Jv * 

* 

“ Life and property,” writes a corre¬ 
spondent, “ are as safo in Hungary to¬ 
day as they aro in England.” It should 
ho borne in mind that there is usually 
a motive underlying these alarmist 
reports. M 

“ It is ten days,” writ os a naturalist, 
1" s ure I hoard tho unmis¬ 
takable ‘ Click, cuck, cuek' 
r Jj. ofthenovvly arrived cuckoo 
7 Mw: at Hampstead.” Not to be 
VjOj'f confused with the “ Cook, 
jwV" cook, cook! ” of the newly- 
/CjF malT ' et * housewife at Toot- 


'its UlMNKbfi / ’’ “*K's V rWII’CHMIftT.' 

:? Wi ll, *k rki.ms to ’am: pom: rkttjiii oi' 

that tho Army aviator who tlew from 
England to his homo at Johannesburg, 
aftor an absence of four and a-lialf 
yoars, deliberately arranged lo see his 
parents beforo being interviewed by 
reporters. . + 

In a London Police Court the other 
day a defendant stated that ho was so 
ashamed of his crime that he purchased 
a revolver with tho intention of shoot¬ 
ing himsolf. On second thoughts ho 
let himself oil with a caution. 

... + 

•2c 

Apparently the clothing of tho Royal 
Air Eorco is not yet complete. Large 
headings announcing an R. A.F. Divorce 
Suit appeared in several papers recently, 
although its design and colouring wore 
not mentioned. ., ... 


A weekly paper has an 
aiiiclo entitled “ Tho Lost 
Haggis.” Wo always have 
our initials put on a haggis 
with marking ink before 
despatching it to ho lailor- 

--— pressed. .. 

^ - ”+ ' 

> At tho annual meeting 

of tho National Federation 
oi' ir than of Fish-fryers the President 

-,-asked whether it was not 

possiblo to make fried fish shops more 
attractive. It appears that no serious 
attempt lias yet been made to discover 
a fish that gives off an aroma of violets 
wlun fried. .. t 

-<c 

Tho Directors of tho Underground 
oiler a prize of twenty pounds to their 
most polite employee. Wo have always 
felt that the conductor who pushes 
you off' a crowded train might at least 
raise his hat to you as ho moves out of 
tho station. 

Aftor considering tho Budget very 
carefully somo people are veering round 
to the theory that wo didn’t win the 
War, but just bought it. 


The Scarecrow Profession. 

“Wash'd, Youth of sixteen for one of Hie 
healthiest jobs in the world, most of tho time 
spent basking in tho buii, listening to skylarks 
and throstles ; wages 85s. guaranteed to smart 
youth. Lota of weaklings have been set on 
tlioir feet and prepared to face tho world at 
this situation." I’roeincial Paper. 


vot. oivm. 
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TO A BRICKLAYER IN REPOSE. 

He ST from your work awhile, my son, 

And let a mug of beer roplaco 

Tho moisture—sign of duty dono— 

That oozes from your honest face; 

Your tale of bricks, 

A long hour's task, already totals G. 

Our gooso that lays tho bars of gold 
Must not incur too big a strain; 

Nor need you, as I think, be told 
To koef) a chock on hand and brain. 

Lost you exceed 

Your Union’s limit in respect of speed. 

For homes a homeloss people cries, 

Rut you ’ve a principle at stake; 

Though fellow-workors, lodgod in styes, 

Appoal to you for Labour's sake 
To fill their lack, 

Shall truo bricklayers waivo thoir Eight to Slack? 

Nevor! You’ll lay what bricks you chooso, 

And let the othors waste their breath, 

These myriads, ranged in woary queues, 

Who desperately quote Macbeth :— 

“ Lay on, Macduff, 

And damned bo ho that first cries ‘Hold,enough’! ” 

Yonr high profession stands apart; 

Ry years of toil you’ve learned tho trick 

(Like Phkidias with his plastic art) 

Of slapping mortar on a brick; 

Touched too tho summit 

Of science with your loro of lino and plummet. 

And none may join your sacred Guild, 

Save only graduates (so to speak), 

Experts with hod and trowol, skilled 
In tho finesse of pure technique: 

And that is why 

No rudo untutorod soldier need apply. O. S. 

KING'S REGULATIONS, PARA. 1696. 

I have been in the-Army for ovor five years; I have 
wallowed in Elaudcrs mud; 1 have killed thousands of 
Huns with my own hand; 1 liavo seen my friends resume 
tho habiliment of gentlomon and rotiro to a life of luxury 
and ease; and yet I am still in the Army. 

I am informod that I am indispensable and that, although 
I shall be allowed to go in duo courso, the fate of tho nation 
doponds on my sticking to my job for a short time more. 
It w'ould be against the best interests of discipline for me 
to tell yon what my job is. 

Last week I yearned for a civilian life and decided that 
not only would I leave the Army but immediately and in 
good stylo. 

I laid my plans accordingly and proceodod to Mr. Na¬ 
than’s. There for the expenditure of a few shillings I 
purchased tho necessary material for my guile. 

1 retired to my olliee, that is the desk that I sit at in 
a room with two other oflicors, and I armed myself with 
a file which would act as a passport to tho Assistant of a 
Groat Man, who in turn is Assistant to a Very Groat Man. 
They all reside at tho War Oflico. I wept thore and was 
conducted to tho Assistant of the Groat Man. Everything 
was proceeding according to plan. 

I found him, aftor the manner of Assistants, working 
hard. He did not look up, so I laid my file before him. 


It was entitled “ Demobilization, letters concerning,” and 
this was followed by a long number divided up by several 
strokes. Within the file were some letters that had nothing 
to do with my plan and still less to do with demobilization, 
but I hoped that the Assistant of tho Great Man might 
not dolvo too deeply into their mysteries. 

My hopo was justified. “A personal application?" he 
asked as he glanced at tho rcforonco numbor. 

" Undoubtedly, Sir,” 1 replied, and something in the 
soldierly timbre of my voico arrostod his attention. 

Carofully replacing his teacup in its saucor ho raised his 
eyes towards me. As he did so ho started as though he 
had rocoived a shock: a look of perturbation camo over 
his features; his cheoks assumed an ashy tint and for a 
moment my fato trembled in the balanco. But gradually 
I could soo his years of training wero reassorting thomsclves; 
the moral support of the O.R.E. on his breast was restoring 
his courage; he inuttored to liimsolf, and I caught the words 
“ Suporior Authority.” 

Still muttoring ho rose and retired into the next room. 
Everything was proceeding according to plan. 

In loss than a minute lie reappeared and beckoned me 
to follow him. I then knew that I should soon bo in the 
presence of the Great Man himself. 

I stood in front of an oak desk and noticed the keen but 
suppressed energy of tho wall-paper, tho tonso atmosphere 
of war vibrating through the room, tho solid strength of 
England incarnate behind the oak desk. 

Tho Great Man spoke. His opening words showod that 
his interest was centred rather in me personally than in the 
file that lay before him. Ho spoke again, rose from his seat 
and disappeared. And as ho went I caught tho words, 
“Superior Authority.” In less than a ininuto ho roturnod 
and beckoned mo to follow him. 1 then knew that I should 
soon bo in tho presence of tho Very Great Man himself. 
Everything was proceeding according to plan. 

I stood in front of a mahogany desk and noticed the 
keener but more suppressed energy of tho wall-paper, tho 
tenser atmosphere of war vibrating through the room, tho 
solid strength of tho Empire incarnate behind tho mahogany 
desk. 

The Very Groat Man spoke. His opening remarks 
showod that his interest was centred in mo personally. 
Ho spoke again, and these are his exact words: "Mr. 
Jones,” he said, “I perceive that you are a studont of 
King’s Regulations, and that you conform your actions to 
those estimable rules. You will bo domobilisod forthwith, 
and in view of your gallant servico I havo ploasuro in 
awarding you a bonus of two hundred pounds in addition 
to your gratuity; hut please understand that this oxcoptional 
remuneration is given on the condition that you are out of 
uniform within two hours.” 

With my feet turned out at an angle of about forty-five 
degrees, my kneos straight, my body erect and carried 
evenly over tho thighs, I saluted,-about turned and marched 
to tho door. Everything had proceeded according to plan. 

As I reached the door tho Vory Groat Man spoke to the 
Great Man. “ You will draft an Army Order at once,” he 
said, “in these words: King’s Regulations. Amendment. 
Para. 1696 will bo amended, and tho following words 
deleted:-- -* Whiskers, if worn, will be of moderate length.’" 

I am still in the Artny. The truth of the matter is that 
what I have described did not really happen. My nerve 
failed me at tho door of Mr. Nathan’s. Rut I believe that 
whiskers, detachable, red, can be obtained from Mr. Nathan 
for a few shillings. 

Motto for the Anti-British Echo de Paris : " Ludum 
insolmtcm ludere Pebtikax." 
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DENMARK TO HAVE A MANDATE 
FOR IRELAND. 

SENSATION IX POLITICAL CIRCLES. 

Dashing round to Downin',' Street 
on our motor-scooter we wore just in 
; time'to catch Sir Philip Kuan by ono 
| of liis coat-tails as he was disappearin'' 
into t.ho door of No. 10 and to ask him 
| whether the strange rumour as to the 
| Prime Minister’s latost project was 
; true. 

i “ Perfectly,” replied tho genial Hec- 
retary, gently disengaging us. “ Mr. 
I Li.oyd Georoe has been greatly struck 
by Mr. Jack Jones’s comparison of 
Lord Roheht Cecil to Oliver Crom¬ 
well, and has been studying the wholo 
Irish Quostiou anew from an historical 
standpoint. JIo has decided that the 
inaudate for Ireland ought never to 
have been undertaken for tho Papal Sco 
by Henry 11. Stronubow-” 

“Let’s see, wasn't he a Marathon 
runner ? ” we asked. 

“You are thinking of Longboat,” ho 
replied. “ Tho Earl of Pembroke was 
invited to enter Ireland by Desmond 
MaoMorooh, and between you and mo 
and the lamp-post Desmond was a 


had hat. Look at tho way he stole 
Devorgiial, tho wife of Tioiieiranach 
O'Rourke.” 

"Quite, quite,” we replied. As a 
matter of fact, if ho had mentioned 
“Tho Silent Wife” wo should have felt, 
a bit more at home with the situation. 

“ Now tako tho Danes,” said Sir 
Philip. “Do you ever hear an Irish¬ 
man complain of ttie injustice done to 
Ireland by the Danes ? After that little 
scrap at Clontarf they accepted tho 
Danish invasion quito naturally. Any¬ 
how, the Danes got there first, and tho 
Prime Minister’s view is ‘first como 
first served.’ ’’ 

“But will Denmark undertake the 
inaudate?” wo asked doubtfully. 

“Why not? They have Iceland 
already, and there is only one letter 
different.” 

Scooting thoughtfully away, wo wont 
to visit Air. T. P. O’Connob, feeling sure 
lie would lmve some light to throw on 
the situation. We found him overjoyed 
with tho proposal. 

“ Ireland and Denmark are simply 
made for each other," he pointed out; 
“ both are butter - producing countries 
and, welded together, they will form 


one homogeneous and indissoluble pat. 
Peace will reign in Ireland from marge 
to marge.” 

Air. Devlin was less optimistic. The 
rule of Dublin Castle under Olaf Tbyu- 
vkkson was, he declared, not a whit 
better than tho rulo of Dublin Castle 
to-day. It was truo that Turqes the 
Dane was King of All Ireland in 815, 
hut it was not until that chieftain hod 
been very rightly and carefully killed 
by AIelachun that the Golden Age 
of Ireland began. He was doubtful 
whether Air. Edmund de Valera would 
consent to be a toparch under Danish 
suzerainty. As for himself, he held by 
the Home Rulo Bill of 1914 or, failing 
that, Brian Boru. 

When we asked Sir Edward Carson 
how he viewed tho prospect of becom¬ 
ing a Scandinavian jarl, he adopted 
a morose expression reminding us not 
a little of tho “ moody Dane.” 

“ If the Prime Minister’s proposal 
becomes law," he said firmly, “ I shall 
have no alternative but to hand over 
Ulster to Holland." 

We scooted slowly back to the office, 
forced to the oonelnsion that the Irish 
Question is not settled even yet. 










Mat 12, 1920.] 


PUNCH,.OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


GENIUS AT PLAY. 

Shall I ever see again 
In the human head a brain 
Like the article that fills 
That interior of Bill’s ? 

Never a day can pass but he 
Makes some great discovery; 

His inventions are so many 
That you cannot think of any 
Realm of science, wit or skill 
That is not enriched by Bill. 

To reliovo the awful strain 
Of possessing such a brain 
William always usod to play 
Eighteen boles each Saturday. 

But he scarce could see at all. 

And he often lost his ball, 

Plus his temper and his polf, 

So he mado a ball himself, 

Which, if it should chance to roam 
Out of sight, played “Homo, Sweet 
Home ” 

On a small ouphonium ho 
Had inserted in its tummy. 

Next ho wrought with cunning hand 
Round its waist an oudloss baud, 

An ingenious affair 

Such as tanks delight to wear; 

And, inside, a little motor 
Staitod every time you smote or 
Even when you topped your shot; 
And, onco started, it would not 
Stop, for if it camo within 
Half a furlong of the pin, 

Then it was designed to roll 
Straight and true towards tho hole. 
This is scarcely strange, bocauso 
It was bound by Nature's laws, 

And a magnot was tho force* 
(Hidden ’neatli its skin, of course) 
Which, thought ho, would make it 
feel 

Drawn towards a pin of steel. 

When he practised first with it 
William almost had a lit, 

For the ball with sudden whim 
Started madly chasing him! 

“That's a game that 1 ’ll soon soltlo," 
William said ; “ my clubs are motal; 
Spoons and other clubs of wood 
Will be every bit as good.” 

Then he found to his dismay 
Every time ho tried to play 
That the ball with sundry hoots 
Chased the hob-nails in his boots. 
Finally ho had to use 
On his feot a pair of shoes 
Oi a most peculiar shape 
Mado of insulating tape. 

So the final test arrives 
When once more he tees and drives. 
Joy 1 As soon as he has hit he 
Sees it toddling down the pretty. 
Never swerving left or right 
Till it waddles out of sight, 



Plodding through a bunker and 
Braying like a Gorman band. 

Reader, possibly you ’ll guess 
That the ball was a success. 

'Twas in fact a supor-sphere, 

But—I shed a scalding tear 
On these verses as I writo ’om—• 

He forgot just one small item 
Which (as small things ofton will) 
Simply put tho lid on Bill: 

For the hole proved far too small 
To accommodate his ball. 

“ Wanted Situation by respectable middlo- 
aged Girl; working housekeeper, can cook, 
bake; would not objoct to znilk one cow 
(Protestant ).”—Ulster Paper. 

As distinct from a Papal Bull. 


Singular Coincidence. 

“Having successfully towed tho disabled 
Ainenean sleamcr Tashmoo 1 ,‘200 miles, tho 
Fort Stephens, a (lunurd steamer, arrived at 
Queenstown on Saturday.” -Daily I'aper. 

“Having successfully lowed tho disablod 
American steamer Tashmos, with which sho 
fell in last Monday, ‘200 miles, tho Fort 
Stephen, a Cunard steamer, arrived at Queens¬ 
town on Saturday .”—Same paper, same day. 

“Tho King has notified his intention to 
command tho attendance of Lieu tenants of 
Counties and tho Lord Mayors and tho Lost 
Provosts of Great Britain, at Buckingham 
Palace on tho 15th instant .”—Glasgow Paper. 

Mr. Punch hopes that this additional 
publicity will load to tho recovery of 
tho missing magistrates. 
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THE AUTHOR-MANAGERS. 

Literature is becoming so com¬ 
mercialised that it is to bo expectod 
that before long popular authors, who 
already surreptitiously practiso the 
tradesman’s art, will go a step further 
. and writo their own advertisements. 
No longer will tlioy be content to get 
themselves interviewed on the subject 
of their noxt book, their new car and 
their favourite poodle, or to dopond 
on the oleaginous eulogies of tho pub¬ 
lishers. 

For instance: 

Mb. DOUGLAS DORMY 
begs to announce that he is 
NOW SHOWING 
his now Novel, 

THE HIDDEN HAND OP HATE, 

and confidently recommends it to 
his Customers. 

It contains no fewer than 92,503 of the 
best worms 
in the English Language 
and is guaranteed 
free from Split Infinitives. 

Or again:— 

Aro You one of the 

mentally alert men, the wistful women, 
who have tilled up an application form 
to-day for 

PATTERNS OF CIUPTEIl ONE 
of 

SEPTIMUS POSITER’S 
Now great romance of love and mystery 
THE SICKENING THUD1 
If you havo not already done so, lose 
no time, but writo asking for sample of 
OPEN ISO CIUPTEIl 
(whore tho pink-eyed woman prevents 
the marriage of Ethel and Luuovio); 
of 

CIUPTEIl NINETY, 
with its niuo superb-quality murders; 
or 

CIUPTEIl TWO HUNDRED 
(the last), whore Ethel and Ludoyic 
at last set out through tho 

VAJ HYLAND OE LIVE. 

You incur no risk in asking for these 
exquisite samples. 

Write direct to Septimus Posher. 
Or yet again ;— 

Mb. BOREAS BINES 
has pleasure in announcing that his 
new volumes of 

RECOLLECTIONS 

is now showing at all Libraries. Ho 
can confidently claim that this work, 
entitled 

PEOPLE I HAVE MET AND 
WHAT IS WBONG WITH THEM, 

is absolutely the most refined volume 


of Scandal on the market. All the're¬ 
miniscences are novel and tasty. 

Or once more:— 

KEATS WILLIAMS, 

Poet and Critic. 

Poems of every description oomplotcd 
at tho SHORTEST NOTICE. 

Ask to see our-choice Spring Lines. 
Specimens Free. 

Epics within'Tvvo Days. 

Odes within a few Hours. 
Sonnets, Rondeaux, Triolets, Quatrains 
while you wait, 

.1 reel l-known Jtuhjc m iles: “I should very 
much like to give you a trial. 1 am sure y ou 
deserve it.” 

DER TAG ONCE MORE. 

(“One hundred Diplomatists’ Writing Tables, 
Cupboards, etc., for immediate delivery.— 

Oilioo Furniture Manufacturers.-and Co., 

-, Berlin .”—The Times "Business Oppor¬ 
tunities" column.] 

Lightly loose the silken cable, 

Swell, ye sails, by zophyrs kissed, 
Rdnring me tho walnut tablo 
Thumped by Bethmann-Hollweg’s 
fist; 

Steering, not by course erratic, 

Safe to tho appointed wharf, 

Bring, O hark, the diplomatic 
Kneeholo desk of Ludendorff. 

Softly now, ye dockers, pardie. 

Cease your wrangling for a bit, 
Dump the seat whereon Berniimidi 
B owed his dreadful form (o sit; 
Make no scratch however tiny 
When the circling crane-arm sags 
On tho chair that rendered shiny 
JIindenburg’s enormous bags. 

Blotting-papered, india-ruhborecl, 

Good as now, with pencils piled, 
Bring me the immortal cupboard 
Whero tho Hymn of Hate was iilod; 
Who can say how oft, when brisker 
Beat the heart bohind bis ribs, 
Tirpits! wiped upon a whisker 
Pensively these part-worn nibs? 

Hero are Kultur's very presses, 
Calendars that marked The Day, 
Max von Baden’s ink-recesses, 
Dernbeho's correspondence-tray; 
Gone the imperial years, and cooler 
Counsels on the Spree are planned, 
Still one may acquire the ruler 
Toyed with by a War Lord’s hand. 

Waft them then, yo winds, lot Fritz's 
Office furniture be mine; 

Each one of these priceless kits is 
Salvage from a Junker shrine; 
(Breathing still the ancient essenoe, 

mi i it ( i -v i 


.Something of the German presence 
And the blazing German cheek. 

Evob. 


MANUAL PLAY. 

One point emerges very clearly from 
the murky chaos of the industrial 
situation to-day; and that is that the 
brain-worker will not forever be content 
to bo merely a brain-worker, thinking 
and thinking, hour after hour, day after 
day. He is beginning to realise his 
latent capacity for manual labour; and 
ho demands as his right a larger oppor¬ 
tunity for self-developmont, so that he 
too may escape from the drudgery of 
brain-work and rise at laBt to the higher, 
freer life of muscular exertion. There 
must already be many brain-workers 
who aro well-fitted to take their place 
in the ranks of manual labour; and 
tho cry goes up with increasing force 
that, given only that opportunity which 
is every man’s due, millions of tlioir 
fellows are capable of lifting thcmselvos 
to tho same standard. 

in my house tho cry goes up with 
peculiar force about Easter-time, when 
I repaint as much of the houso as I am 
allowed and whitewash tho rest, and 
can appreciate wlmt I am missing in 
my everyday calling. It is astonishing 
to think that one used actually to pay 
people money to paint and whitewash, 
and looked on with meek wonder, for 
six weeks, whilo they did it. Bour¬ 
geois I may he, but 1 have put aside 
that folly. The Easter holidays now 
are to me the best holidays of the year, 
because for four whole days I can do 
almost unlimited docorating. 1 begin 
with the conservatory; I do it a deli¬ 
cate pale blue, and it looks very lovely. 
The vine in the conservatory no longer 
yields her increaso as she used to do, 
but I can’t help that. After tho con¬ 
servatory I start on tho basoment, and 
the opportunities in the basement are 
ondless. It is a curious thing that 
brain-workers who do much decorating 
in their spare time do most of it in the 
basement and not in the rooms thoy 
have to occupy themselves. The base¬ 
ment is fair game. Another curious 
thing is that the people who do have to 
occupy the basement never seem to 
appreciate what you are doing for them. 
They appear to think you aro merely 
amusing yourself. 

The best day for doing the basement 
therefore is Easter Monday, when you 
can legitimately send the whole staff 
(if any) away for a holiday, and com¬ 
mandeer the entire kitchen equipment. 
This poiut is more important than you 
may suppose; since if the staff are at 
home and you want to use the base¬ 
ment buoket or the soft broom (both of 
which are essential for efficient white¬ 
washing) it is almost certain that they 
will at the same time want to put them 
to some preposterous use of their own; 
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and this causes either delay or friction, I don’t put my brushes in turpentine is one thing the staff enjoy more than 
probably both. Besides, they keep bust- when 1 have finished for the day; and tea-oups coming away in the ’and, it is 
ling about behind you and saying, 'T't, if I do I put the green brush and the really rubbing themselves against wet 
’ft," or "Busy to-day! ” in a surprised light-blue brush and the black brush paint and wandering round muttering 
voice. This is most irritating, and an nnd the white brush in the same pot, complaints about it. Without a driers 
irritated painter always goes over the and terrible things happen. I don't or some drier or whatever it is, the 
edges. like my art to be hampered by petty basement remains wet for ever, and all 

When you have got rid of the staff (if notions of economy, and if brushes per- work ceases while the staff amble 
any) you can got to work on the scul- sist in crystallising into tooth-brushes about, ecstatically rubbing themselves 
lery and whitewash the coiling. White- when left to themsolves for an hour or against the doorposts and saying “ T’tt, 
washing is much superior to painting, two I simply ifso a new brush. f tt,” in a moaning way. 

Painting lookslovoly while I * 1 It is a sad quality of oil-. 


Painting looks lovoly while 
you aro doing it, hut is very 
horrible when it is dry, 
being streaky or blistery or j 
covered with long hairs. —.■ 

Whitewash looks horrible It--,44- 

whilo you are doing it, but | : I - -jj-f ■ 
marvellous whon it is dry, 
which is much more satis- | J 
■ factory. In a life of average II 
prosperity and no small ||.i>|JJ 

public distinction, includ- iMfliy' 

ing an intimacy with a I ll j 111 
professional tenor and ifllu fflllnr 
two or three free lunches 
with noblemen, 1 can ro- illlfiftl' 
call few momonts of such KL', 

genuine rapture as the one \ ll 

when you croop down to 
the basement to find tho " rr ^ 
whitewash dry at last and 
brilliant as the drivon 
snow. 

The other tiling about 
whitewashing is that it is 
dono with a broom, not 
with a finicking brush and 
a small pot, but a good fat 
bucket and tho house- 
maid's soft-broom. In this ' J 

way you can really get WmIm ijn 
some bravura into your f!M\ [i jkijl 
work. And, except per- Jhy 

haps for watering the gar- szLJySy 
don with a hose, there is t. ’ 

no quicker way of making J. -1- - 
areally good mess. White- .. - 
washing by tliis method, ’ —: 

I find that it takes much 
longer to romovo tho w h ito- 
wash from the iloors and Jnne llYo 

other places whoro it is not--- 

intended to go than it docs to put Lhe 


paint that whon it is dry 
it no Ionger looks so lovely 

side of a window you are 

----- — - - . practically committed to 

-J.-’—r-' —- - . —_ Dowpzo. painting tho whole houso. 

The only thing that stops 

Mistress (to maul who has just served boarders' brealfast). “\Y pat wjoir rjaintincis a turneiltiiio 

T11K.Y TAI.KINU A1IOUT, JAMK?" . 1 

Jane. “You, Mum." ens.s, whichusually occurs 

_just before church on Sun- 

Nor do I insist on “cleaning thor-1 day morning, whon one has three work- 


whitewash on the places whoro it is oughly tho surfaco hoforo the paint is manlike coats of glossy enamel or pale- 
intonded to go; but tho charwoman appliod.” Anyone who-sots out in prac- green on ono’s hands. Week-end 
doos the removing on Easter Tuesday, tice to clean thoroughly the surfaco of painters should keep a close eye on the 
and I still think that that method is tho basement before applying tho paint situation, and cease work while there 
the best. Especially, perhaps, for out- will find that the Easter holidays have is yet sufficient turpentine to cope with 
side walls, bocause in one's artistic slipped away long before any paint is tho workmanlike coats; for I find that 
frenzy it is usual to cover most of tho applied at all. Besidos, one of tho in these days the churchwardens look ' 
rose-trees with whitownsh; they look main objects of paint is to hide tho askance at you if you put in a penny 
then like those whitewashed orchards, dirt, so why wasto time in romoving it ? with a pale-greon hand, 
and visitors think you are a scientific On the other hand, I am not content The extraordinary thing is that this 
gardener, combating Plant Pests. with mere painting; I go in thoroughly painting feverdoesn’t seem toafflietpro- 
Personally I don't pay too much at- for all the refinements like driers and fessional painters; they know exactly 
tention to the rather arbitrary rules on varnishes and gold-size. Driers and when to stop. But then they don't 
painting laid down by the Painters' gold-size are extremely necessary when appreciate the luxury of their lot. 
Union. Life is too short. For instance, painting the basement, because if there They don’t realise that theirs is one of 






Young Lady (making cnnren>alitm). “How i-i.uff.cti.v sweet! I’m m he 1 mist have keen ijii.im:. 1 uemembir those 
ULOKIOLS I'JSES.” 

Heal Artist. “I call that ‘Tut: Fkiixilihinu Tnfiaenui'. of the Sin's Kays on tub Mind or A 1’<h:i i.ost in Thuu.ht.’ " 
Young Lady. “How rrntr . nr.v sweet! No wondkk he eokt it. itioii nAUMNi..” 


j the few forms of labour in which a man 
, has somo tangible result (well, not tan¬ 
gible, perhaps) to show for his work at 
: the end of the day. Thcro is nothing 
more satisfactory than that. It is true, 
no doubt, that the professional painter 
would rather havo a windy article like 
this to show; all I can say is I would 
rather have a bright-bluo basement or 
a middle-green conservatory. 

A. P. H. 


THE EVE OF GREAT POSSIBILITIES. 

In a Press sighing deeply over the 
various Labour crises there is the glad 
news that Mr. Clem Edwards, M.P. 
(barrister), of the National Democratic 
Party, has made a match with Mr. 
Jamks Walton, M.P. (miner), of the 
Labour Party, to " hew, till and train 
two tons of cool in the shortest time 
for fifty pounds a side.” The contest 
is to take place at Whitsuntide. 

We hope that t more Members of 


Parliament will follow suit, and chal¬ 
lenge ouch other to fonts of wholesome 
toil, to the great benefit of the nation. 

In time no doubt the idea would 
take on with the masses and an im¬ 
mense amount of useful work would be 
performed disguised as sport. August 
flank Holiday might become the great 
yearly fixture for a sort of Gentlemen r. 
Players brick laying competition, and we 
may one day read of huge crowds being 
attracted to the East India Docks on 
Easter Monday to watch stockbrokers, 
Hushed with their victory of Boxing 
Day, playing a return match with the 
dockers at unloading margarino. The 
movement might expand until even on 
Labour Day work would be in progress. 

All this is, however, remoto, but the 
solid fac't remains that during Whitsun¬ 
tide of this very year work will actually 
bedone in a coal-mine. So far the miners 
themselves have expressed no oilicial 
views on the contost, but there is, a 
general feeling of amazement among 


them that auyono should work so hard 
ui llio chance of winning a mere fifty 
pounds. For the public at large thole 
is the gratifying thought that Messrs. 
Edwards and Walton are very nearly 
matched, and they should therefore 
produce between them in their friendly 
struggle the best part of four Lons of 
coal, an unexpected windfall for the 
nation. ..- 

“ POST Ol'TKT. TltKXSCKY JIONDK. 

It. .should 1 m* ihih'd thiit, as regards the l*ost 
Oflice is'riu , di\iilends on registered Ixmdswill 
not bododiic lid at thosouive.” - Daily Vane r. 

Nor, we understand, lias the Ciian- 
cki.lou of thk ExcuHyuKH any present 
intention of confiscating the capital. 

“AmERKA’S moil' J.’i.oamxu Har-room, 
Tin: Cm- os Mu a/.—300,000 dels. lias been 
spent iu fitting up this vessel for llm-aia 
American citizens. She will ply between 
Miami, Fla. and Havana,Cuba. A special bilge 
keel is being fitted to stead \ ship and pas¬ 
sengers .”—Shipping .hutmat. 

A very necessary precaution. 
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essence of parliament. 

Monday, May 3 rd . —The Prime 
Minister being confined to his bed 
and Mr. Bonar Law being engaged 
elsewhere in inaugurating the Housing 
campaign the Houso of Commons was 
in charge of the Home Secretary. 
Consequently Questions went through 
with unusual speed, for Mr. Shortt 
has a discouraging way with him. 
The most searching “ Supplementary ” 
rarely receives any recognition save a 
stony glare through his inseparable 
eye-glass, as who should say, “ How can 
So-and-so be such an ass as to expect 
an answer to his silly question ? ” 

People who consider that tho Minis¬ 
ter of Transport is too much of “ a 
railway man " will, I fear, be confirmed 
in their belief. In his opinion tho 
practice of tho Companies in refusing 
a refund to the season ticket-holder 
who has left his tickot behind and lias 
been compelled to pay his faro is 
“entirely justifiable.'' He objected, 
however, to Sir C. Kinloch-Cookh's in¬ 
terpretation of this answer as meaning 
tliat it was tho policy of 1I.M. Govern¬ 
ment "to rob honest people,” so there 
may bo hope for him yet. 

It is wrong to suppose that the class 
generally known as “Young Egypt” 
is solely responsible for tho anti-British 
agitation in the Protectorate. Among 
a long list of deportees mentioned by 
Lieut.-Colonel M alone, and subse¬ 
quently referred to by Mr. Hahmsworth 
as “ tho principal organisers and leaders 
of the disturbances " in that country, 
appeared tho name of “Mahmoud Pasha 
Suliman, aged ninety-eight years.” 


The process of cleaning-up after the 
War involves an Indemnity Bill. Sir 
Ernest Pollock admitted that thoro 
was " some complexity ” in tho measure, 
and did not entirely succeed in unravel¬ 
ling it in tho course of a speech lasting 
an hour and a half. His chief argu¬ 
ment was that, unless it passed, the 



THE SPRING-CLEANING (INDEMNITY) 
BILL. 

The Solicitor-General. 


“TOO MUCH OF A RAILWAY-MAN." 

Silt Kmc Geodes. 

country might he let in for an additional 
expenditure of seven or eight hundred 
millions in settling the claims of por- 
sons whoso goods had been comman¬ 
deered. An item of two million pounds 
for tinned salmon will give somo notion 
of the interests involved and inci¬ 
dentally of the taste of the British 
Army. 

Lawyers and laymen vied with one 
another in condemning tho Bill. Mr. 
Bar, as one who had suffered much 
from requisitionors, complained that 
their motto appeared to ho L’etal c'csl 
moi . Sir Gordon I Thwart, in mitiga¬ 
tion of tho charge that there novel - had 
been such an Indemnity Bill, pointed 
out that there never had been such a 
War. Tho Second Bonding was ulti¬ 
mately carried upon tho Government’s 
undertaking to refer tho Bill to a Select 
Committee, from which, if faithfully 
reflecting the opinion of tho House, it 
is conjectured that the measure will 
return in such a shape that its own 
draftsman won’t know it. 

Tuesday, May ■Hh .—Tho Matrimo¬ 
nial Causos Bill continues to drag its 
slow length along in the House of 
Lords. Its ecclesiastical opponents are 
gradually being driven from trench to 
trench, but are still full of fight. The 
Archbishop of Canterhury very nearly 
carried a new clause providing that it, 
should not be lawful to celebrate in any 
church or chapel of the Church of 
England the marriage of a person, 
whether innocent or guilty, whoso pre¬ 


vious union had been dissolved under 
the provisions of the Bill. His most 
reverend brother of York spoke darkly 
of Disestablishment if the clause wore 
lost, and eleven Bishops voted in its 
favour, but tho Non-Contents defeated 
it by 51 to 50. 

Captain Wedgwood Benn wanted to 
know whothor swords still formed part of 
tho uniform of Iloyal Air Force officers, 
and, if so, why. He himself. I gather, 
never found any use for ono in the 
“ Sido Shows" which lie has dosoribed 
so picturosquoly. Mr. Churchill’s do- 
fenceof its retention was more ingenious 
than convincing. Swords, ho said, had 
always been regarded us tho insignia of 
rank, and evon Ministers wore them on 
occasions. But the fact that elderly 
statesmen occasionally add to the gaiety 
of tho populaco at public colebrations 
by tripping ovor their " toasting-forks " 
hardly seems a sufficient reason for 
burdening young ollieors with a totally 
needless expense. 

Tho Bostmasthr-Grsf.ral is all for 
a quiet life. When the Dublin postal 
workers announced their intention of 
stopping work for two days in sym¬ 
pathy with a Sinn Fein strike, did ho 
dismiss them '* Not he. You can’t, as 
ho said, dismiss a wholo service. No, 
ho simply gavo them two days' leave 
on full pay, a much simpler plan. 

Thanks to tho Irish Nationalists, 
who have announced their intention of 
taking no part in tho discussion of tho 
Government of Ireland Bill, Mr. Bonar 
Law was able to drop the sehomo for 
closuring it by compartments. The 
new Irish doctrine of sclf-exlormina- 
tion has given much satisfaction in 
Ministerial circles. Mr. Churchill's 



A a 

“ L’JCTAT C'KST MOI" 
The Attorney-General. 
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THE PROFITEER’S CIGAR. 

Spokesman of Club Deputation. “ Wu trust, Silt, that you auk not i>ni,iuEUATi:r.Y wearim. -iiht hank on you it < to Alt, as 
IT IN THIS PKH1IIK OF YOUll FKLI.OW-MEMHKItH THAT YOU tillol LD OUI.IUU THEM HY HKMOVTNO IT.” 


gratitude, I understand, will take the 
form of a portrait of Mr. Devlin as 
Sydney Ccuton under the shadow of 
the guillotine. 

On tho Vote for the Ministry of Agri¬ 
culture and Fisheries Colonel Burn 
suggested that a now Department 
should be set up to deal with the harvest 
of tho sea. Dr. Murray approved tho 
idea, and thought that the Minister 
without Portfolio might give up loafing 
and take to fishing. 

Wednesday, May 6th .—Apparently 
it is not always selfishness that makes 
Trade Unionists unwilling to admit 
ex - service men to thoir ranks, but 
sometimes solicitude for tho welfare of 
those brave fellows. Take tho manu¬ 
facture of crickot-balls, for example. 
You might not think it a very arduous 
occupation, but Di\Macnamaha assured 
the House that it required a high 
standard of physical fitness,” and that 
leather-stitching was as laborious as 
leather-hunting. It is true that some 
of the disabled men with characteristic, 
intrepidity are willing to face the risk, 
but the Union concerned will not hoar 
of it, and the Minister of Labour 
appears to agree With them. 


Even on the Treasury Bench, how¬ 
ever, doctors disagree. Dr. Addison 
scorns distinctly less inclined than Dr. 
Mackamaba to accept the claims of tho 
Trade Unionists at their own valuation. 
Tho bricklayers have agreed to admit 
a few disabled men to their union— 
brickUiy ingapparently being a less stron- 
uous occupation than leather-stitch¬ 
ing—but excludo other ex-service men 
unless they have sorved their appren¬ 
ticeship as well as their country. Upon 
this the Minister of Health bluntly 
observed that the idea that it takes 
years to train a man to lay a few bricks 
was in his opinion all nonsense. 

Thursday, May 6th .—Possibly it was 
bocauso to-day was originally assigned 
for the opening of the Committee stage 
of the lloine Buie Bill that Members 
in both Houses drew special attention 
to the present state of lawlessness in 
Ireland. If their idea was to create a 
hostile ‘‘atmosphere " it did not succeed, 
for, owing to Mr. Lono's indisposition, 
tho Bill was postponed. Besides, the 
fact that every day brings news of 
policemen murdered, barracks burned, 
tax-collectors assaulted and mail-bags 
stolen, while to one class of mind it 


may argue that the present is a most 
inopportune moment for a great con¬ 
stitutional change, may to another 
suggest that only such a change will 
give any hope of improvement. 

It is, at any rate, something to know 
that Irishmen havo not in trying cir¬ 
cumstances entirely lost their saving 
grace of humour. Thus the writer of 
a letter to Lord Askwith, describing 
with much dotftil a raid for arms,, in the 
course of which his house had been 
smashed up and he himself threatened 
with instant death, wound up by say¬ 
ing, “ I thought I would jot down these 
particulars to amuse you." 

The Commons had a rather depressing 
speech from Mr. McCurdy. His policy 
hud been gradually to romove all food- 
controls and leave prices to find their 
own proper (and, it was hoped, lower) 
level. But in most eases the result had 
been disastrous, and the Government 
had decided that control must oontinue. 
Sir F. Banbury complained of the 
conflict of jurisdiction between - the 
Departments. It certainly does seem 
unfair that the Food • Controller 
should be blamed because the Board 
of Trade is “ making mutton high.” . 
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WANTED—A BOOK SUBSIDY. 

Mb. John Muhbay, the famous pub¬ 
lisher, has recently given a representa¬ 
tive of The Pali Mall Gazette some 
interesting facts and figures bearing on 
the impending crisis in the publishing 
trade. It is a gloomy recital. Men 
doing loss work per hour with the pi e- 
sent forty-eight hour week than with 
the old tifty-one hour week, and agi¬ 
tating for a further reduction of hours; 
paper rising in price by leaps and 
bounds. “ Between the two they are 
forcing up the price of books to a point 
when we can only produce at a loss.” 
In other words, we are threatened with 
not merely a shortago but an absolute 
deprivation of all now books. The 
horror of the situation is almost un¬ 
thinkable, but it must be faced. We 
can dispense with many luxuries—en¬ 
cyclopaedias and histories and scientific 
treatises and so forth—but among the 
necessities of modern life the novel 
stands only third to the cinema and 
the jazz. It is possible that in time 
tile first-named may reconcile us to 
booklessness, but that time is not yet. 


What amazes us in Mr. John Mrit- 
ray’h pessimistic forecast is bis failure 
to rocogni.se and advocate the only and 
pbvious remedy. By tho reduction of the 
Bread Subsidy fifty millions have boon 
made available lor tho relief of national 
uoeds. We do not say that this would he 
onough, hut if carefully laid out in grants 
to deserving novelists, so as to enable 
them to co-operate with publishers on 
lines that would allow a reasonable 
margin of profit, it might go somo way 
towards averting the appalling calamity 
which Mr. John Muurav anticipates. 

Tho Ministry of Information is closed, 
but should be at once reorganised as tho 
Ministry of Fiction, with a stall of no 
fewer than five hundred clerks, and in¬ 
stalled in suitable promises, tho British 
Museum for choice, thus emancipating 
the younger generation from tho dead 
hand of archtnology. Similarly the 
utmost care should lie taken to exclude 
from the direction of tho Ministry any 
representatives of Victorianism, Han* 
overism, or the fetish-worship of reti¬ 
cence or restraint. But no lime should 
be lost. The duty of the Stato is clear. 
It only needs some public-spirited and 


respected Memberof Parliament, such ns 
Lieutenant-Commander Kion worthy or 
Colonel Josiaii Whikiwood, to promote 
the legislative measures necessary to 
secure a supply of really nutritious 
mental pabulum for the million. 

For Prospective Centenarians. 

“ Salary. .C50 per annum, rising upon «ativ 
factory service bv annual increments of to to 
a maximum of tMSO.” — HWs/i /Viper. 

"t.'ONsriliNi n Mrmuy.—Tlio Chancellor of 
the Kxclnsjurr aelsnottledges (lie receipt of 
10/- from Liverpool. 

The charge for anuomiee.ments in tho Per¬ 
sonal Column is 7<€» for two lines (minimum), 
and l/i! for each additional line." 7 imrs. 

Any large outbreak of conscientious¬ 
ness on this scale will mean ruin for 
the cotiid n. 

■ A band of armed ruflians disguised as 
soldiers hold up a train near I’arghelia, in 
Calabria, and carried oft-the contents of ttfo 
vous, consisting chiefly of sausages.” 

Scvlrlt 1‘ajier. 

This is an abbreviated way of speaking. 
By “the contents of two vons” the 
writer evidently means the contents of 
the baggage of two Berman noblemen. 
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CONSPIRACY. 

It all happoned so naturally, so 
inevitably, yet so tragically—like a 
Greek play, as Willoughby said aftor- 
wards. 

Willoughby is my youngor brother, 
and in his lighter moments is a Don at 
Oxford or Cambridge; it will be safer 
not to specify which. In his younger 
and more serious days he usod to play 
the banjo quite passably, and, when the 
Hicksons asked us to dine, thoy insisted 
that he should bring his instrument 
and help to mako music to which the 
young people might dance, for it seems 
that this instrument is peculiarly suited 
to the kind of dancing now in vogue. 
Willoughby had not played upon the 
banjo for fiftoon yeurs, but he unearthed 
it from the attic, restrung it, and in the 
event did better than might have been 
expoctod. 

Anyhow, lie did not succeed in spoil¬ 
ing the ovening, which I consider went 
well, dospite the severe trial, to one of 
my proportions, of having to perform, 
soon after dinuor, a nutnbor of sconos 
“ to rhymo with hat." Indeed, when I 
was finally pusliod alono on to the 
stage, any chagrin T might have felt at 
tho ease with which tho audienco 
guessed at once that 1 represented 
“ fat ” was swallowed up in tho relief 
at being allowed to rest awhile, for 
“ fat " proved to ho correct. 

It is not of dumb-crambo, howovor, 
nor of hunt-tho-slippor (a dreadful 
game), nor of “ bump ” (a worso game) 
that I wish to speak, but of that which 
befell aftor. 

It was a very wot night, and when 
tho hour for our departure arrived 
thore aroso some uncertainty as to 
whether wo could find a taxi willing 
to take us homo. 

“ I will interview the portov,” said 
Willoughby (the Hicksons livo in a 
flat), and ho disappeared, to return in 
a few minutes with something of the 
air of a conspirator. 

“ Got your coat on,” he said curtly. 

“ Have you a taxi ? ” 

“ No, I have a car. Get your coat 
on, and bo quick about it." 

“A car?” I said. “What car? 
Whoso car?” f 

Willoughby turned upon mo, “If 
you prefer to walk, you can,” he said; 
“ if not, get your coat on, as I say, and 
don’t ask stupid questions.” 

I did not prefer to walk—would that 
I had 1—but proceeded to hid my host 
and hostess Good-night. Even as I 
was doing so tho porter came to th^ 
door. 

“Hurry up, Sir,” he called to 
Willoughby in a stage whisper. “ He 
can't wait; he's late already.” 


As we followed him into the hall 
the porter went on whisporing to 
Willoughby. 

" Friend of mine. Always do me a 
turn. Going right to your square." 
He continued to nod his head confi¬ 
dentially. 

Willoughby turned to me. 

“ Got lmlf-a-crown ? ” ho grunted. 

1 had. Tho porter's head-noddings 
redoubled. 

Arrived at the door, we found a 
resplendent car, a chauffeur of tho im¬ 
perturbable order soated at tho wheel. 

"I 'in very much obliged-,” Wil¬ 

loughby began. 

“ That's all right, Sir,” said the man. 
“ I 'in going that way.” 

We stepped in, drew tho fur rug over 
our logs, and the car glided off. 

“ It's a nice car," said Willoughby. 

“ I understand that tho chauffeur is 
a friend of tho hall porter?” I com¬ 
mented. 

“ That is so.” 

“ And tho owner of tho car is-? ” 

“ Some person unknown.” 

“ Whore ignorance is bliss-” 

“ I am a little doubtful if tho 
chauffeur will mention our ride to his 
maslor, if that is what you mean,” 
said Willoughby. 

“ Have you considered tho bearing 
of tho law concerning Conspiracy on 
this case? ” I asked. 

“ I have not, nor do I intend to,” 
said Willoughby airily. “The law 
concerning Bribery and Corruption has 
a much more direct hearing. Got two 
moro half-crowns? " 

1 was searching for them as wo 
turned into the squaro in which wo 
livo and tho car slowed down. 

“ Tell him it 'a at tho far corner,” I 
said. 

And then suddenly a rasping voico 
sounded on the night air 

“ Horo, llodgers ! Whore are you 
off to ? You 'ro very late, you know— 
very late.” 

The car had stopped with a jerk 
before a houso which was certainly not 
our house. A stream of light from the 
opon door flooded tho pavement. On 
the stops stood Porcival, tho man 1 had 
that row with about the Square garden. 
On tho pavement, his hand outstrelchod 
to open tho car door, was he of the 
rasping voice. 

“This is theowner,” said Willoughby, 
and he laughed quietly to himself. He 
always giggles in a crisis. 1 could have 
kicked him. But at the moment I was 
hurriedly debating, whether I could 
possibly escape by the door on the far 
side without being seen. “ A small 
thin man might have done it,” I thought. 
But, alas 1 I am neither small nor thin. 

Then the door of the ear opened and 


Willoughby stepped forth into the lime¬ 
light, as it were. During'the evening 
tho dumb-crambo and such had rather 
dishevelled his hair, and a wisp of it 
now appeared from boneath the brim of 
an elderly Homburg hat pushed on to 
the back of his head. Under his arm 
was the banjo. On his face was that 
maddeningly good-natured smile of his. 

“ What are you doing in my car?” 
demanded the raBping voi.ee. 

Willoughby did not answer for a mo¬ 
ment, hut simply stood there smiling. 
Then be said, “Entirely my fault. 
Your chauffeur is in no way to blame. 
The fact is wo couldn’t got a taxi, and 
my brother hoing rather dclicato- — ” 
“ What, another? " barkod the rasper. 
There was nothing for it. Acutely 
conscious as I was how emphatically 
my countenance, Hushed by tho exer¬ 
tions of theevoning, belied Willoughby's 
description of “delicato,” it was impos¬ 
sible for mo to remain in tho car, and 1 
stopped heavily out. 

" It rhymes with hat," said Wil¬ 
loughby softly. 

* ❖ * # # 

As we slunk off down tho Squaro, 
aftor as painful a live minutes as I care to 
romomber, Willoughby kept repeating, 
“ Vory unlucky —vary unlucky,” till wo 
arrivod at our own door. Then he 
began to laugh. 

“ And what is the joko ? ” I asked. 
“There is no joko,” he said—“no 
joke at all.” 

“ Indeed there is not,” I said bitterly. 
“ You must remember that, unlike 
yourself, 1 livo horo permanently,” 

“ I realise it,” said Willoughby. “But 
do you not think, on consideration, that 
that roally gives you tho advantage? I 
mean, you liavo thus tho opportunity 
of living down the unfortunate accusa¬ 
tion of inebriety that has boon brought 
against us, which 1 shall not bo in u 
position to do.” 

I hate living things down. 


Commercial Candour. 

From a restaurant hill-of-fare:— ✓ 

“Duvolled Log of Foul and Curly Bacon, 2/6." 

“WORMWOOD SCRUBS'S JLL-HKALTII. 

Released to I’iiivate Hospital. 

Mr. Kelly, tho Lord Mayor of Dublin, has 
released Wormwood Scrubs owing to his 
health .”—Australian 1‘aper. 

Some trouble in the cellular system, we 

gather. - 

Mr. James Sexton, M.P., who was 
howled down at a meeting at St. Helens 
recently, said he refused to bow the 
knee to a lot of body-snatchers who 
wanted him to sacrifice his manhood 
and'conscience to satisfy their inclina¬ 
tions. A self-respecting sexton could 
do no less. 
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A SPIRITED REPRESENTATION OF “Ca’ CANNY'' ON THE KENTISH COAST OCRING TUP, 
INITIAL WORK OX THK CHANNEL TUNNEL, rue. U.O. ‘200. 


Till-. ui.klikk; imireii. 

An aged couple. their features DIS¬ 
FIGURED J1Y MOSQUITO BITES, BRAVELY 
CONTINUE TO hir FOR THEIR PORTRAITS. 




Hfgfc 


'i IIE KITTEN WHICH AI.I. WHO KNOW AND LONE THE 
BEST TRADITIONS OF THE ACADEMY WOULD EXPECT TO 
FIND IN THIS IT Cl I'RE HAS EVIDENTLY STRAYED INTO 






-1/ 


'I HIS ONF. Wk DRAW ATTKNTION to TIII*t SO AS TO IMlKVKN I’ 
MSITOUS FROM WASTING Til 111 It TIM): IN ^KAHCHINO Foil IT ADI. 
0\l:il TllK GADDKKirs. 


- r > - 


iS'/'E nil nil. 


«'•*. 



,>i £) i 




*1 > 



THK T-’AMOI S MARIONETTE SHOW AT II1K QI'Al D’OKSAY. 

Mil'll INTEREST IS SC1IE TO IIE TAKEN IN THIS 1'ICilHE, VS MANY PEOPLE MUST 
HAVE I’.I'V.N WOSDERINO WHAT THESE WORLD 1 AMOl S STATESMEN LOOKED LIKE. 


V +.■, 







St)- — 


Thu stout gentleman appears to feel some 

DISCOMFORT FROM THE HEAT. THAT 18 WHY THE 
Hanging Committee have thoughtfully sus¬ 
pended SOME ICE OVER HIS HEAD. 


Here we have a scene of domestic pnhappink-s in a Scottish 
HOME. The GOOD WIFE is scandalised by her husband's LEVITY 
in dancing on the Sabbath. 
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THE PALACE AND THE 
COTTAOE. 

(After A ns and Jask Tayloh.) 
Hum on a mountain’s haughty steep 
Lord Hubert's palace stood ; 

Before it rolled a river deep, 

Behind it waved a wood. 

Low in an unfrequented vale 
A peasant had his cell; 

Sweet flowors perfumed tho cooling 
gale 

And gracod his gardon well. 

But proud Lord llubort’s house and 
lands, 

Of which he'd fain bo rid, 

Long linger on tho agents' hands— 

He cannot get a bid. 

On sauces rich and viands fine 
Lord Hubert's father fed ; 

Lord Hubert, when he wants to dine, 
Eats margarine and bread. , 

How diff'rent honost William’s lot! 

He's cheerful and content; 

Ho always lets his humble cot 
At thrice its yearly rent. 


Ilia dapple-cow and garden grounds 
Produco him ample spoil; 
llis lodgers pay him pounds and pounds, 
Ho has no need to toil. 

Lord Hubert sits in thrall and gloom 
And super-taxes grim 
Pursue him to his marble tomb, 

And no ono grieves for him. 

But, whon within his narrow bed 
Old William comes to lie. 

They 'H lind (I mean when William's 
dead) 

A tidy bit put by. 


ANOTHER HONOUR LIST. 

(From an Oxford Correspondent.) 

The list of the recipients of honorary 
degrees to bo conferred by the Univer- 
sityof Cambridge has already been an¬ 
nounced. We are glad to be able to 
supplement it by information, derived 
from a trustworthy source, of the cor¬ 
responding intentions of the University 
of Oxford. 

The Oxford list is not yet complete, 
but the following names and the reasons 


for which the distinction is to be con¬ 
ferred may be regarded as certain and 
authentic:— 

The Right Hon. Winston Churchill, 
M.P., for his strenuous efforts to 
brighten Sunday journalism. 

Mr. Augustus John, for unvarnished 
portraiture and the stoical fortitude ex¬ 
hibited by him in face of the persecution 
of the Royal Academy. 

Mr. Lovat Fbaseb, for his divine 
discontent with everything and every¬ 
body and bis masterly uso of italic type. 

Lady Cooper, the wife of the Lord 
Mayob, for conspicuous gallantry in 
advocating tho taxi fig of cosmetics. 

Sir Philip Gibbs, for his generous 
recognition of the services of British 
generals during the War, and for pro¬ 
moting cordial relations between all 
ranks in the Army. 

Mr. Wickham Steed, for his invalu¬ 
able and untiring exertions in familiar¬ 
ising the public with Jugo-Slav geo- 
graphy. 

All tho above will recoive the D.C.L. 
It is also proposed to confer the dogreo 
of Honorary Master of Arts on the en¬ 
tire body of Oxford road-sweepors, for 
their disinterested patriotism iu accept¬ 
ing a wage on a par with that received 
by many tutors and demonstrators of 
the University. 

1 • 

Anna Pavlova. 

Since I first saw her this year she 
lias beon a Sleeping Beauty (vory wide 
awake) and a Chrysanthemum and 
many other lovely things. In Autumn 
Leaves, where her bloom is blown away 
by the fierco ardour of tho Wind, and 
sho is loft to dio forsaken, she recallod 
a little the moving sadness of her Dying 
Swan. It was a “choreographic poem ” 
of her own making—to music of Chopin 
—and 1 think I have nover seen any¬ 
thing moro fascinating than the colour 
and movement of the Autumn Leaves 
and tho " splendour and spood ” of the 
Autumn Wind. This was danced by 
Mr. Stowitts, and it couldn’t have been 
in better hands or feet. M. Yolinine is 
largely content to be a source of sup¬ 
port and uplift to his partner, but m 
The Walpunjis Night lie gave us an 
astounding exhibition of poise and re¬ 
silience. In The Magic Flute (not 
Mozart's but Diugo’s), Mile. Butsova 
had a great triumph. Sho has all the 
arts and graces of her craft that can 
be taught, and to these she adds one 
of the few gifts that no training can 
confer— the natural joy of life that 
comes of just being young. 0. S. 

11 Food prices were coming down. Soap had 
already beon reduced Id. a lb.”— Daily Paper. 
We tried it in 1917, but found it deficient 
in protein. 
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“You 'he sure this is Wiltshire bacon?" 
“ Wnr.Ki? »o you get it fiiom, then?” 


“Kn—I wouldn't like to guarantee it, Madam—not aiihoi . uiely .’ 
“Well, it comes from Ameuica, Madam.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Probahly ono of your first, and abiding, impressions of 
The Third Window (Sucker) will bo that of almost extreme 
modernity. Certainly Anne Douglas Sedgwick (Mrs. 
Basil de Selincourt) has produced a story that, both in 
its protagonists—a young war-widdw and a maimod ex- 
officer—and in its theme — spirit-communication and 
survival of personality—is vory much of the momont. It 
is a short book, not two hundred pages all told, and with 
only three characters. You observe that I havo given you 
no particulars as to Iho third, though (or hecauso) sho is of 
tho first importance to the development. To say moro of 
this would be to ruin all, since suspense is essential to its 
proper savouring; though I may indicate that it turns upon 
the question whether the dead husband is still so far present 
as to forbid the union of his widow and his friond. The 
thing is exceedingly well done, despito a suggestion now 
and again that the situation is becoming something too 
fine-drawn; I found myself also in violent disagreement with 
the ending, though for what reasons I must deny myself 
the pleasure of explaining. Porhaps the cleverest featuro of 
an unusual tale is the idea of Wyndwards, tho modern 
“artistio” house that is its setting—a house rather over 
deliberate and self-conscious in its simplicity and boauty, 
lacking soul, but swept and garnished for the reception of 
the seven devils of bogiedom. Tho atmosphere of this is 
both new and conveyed with a very subtle skill. 

It must be admitted that Mrs. Belloc Lowndes’s young 
ladies enjoy singularly poor luck, as is shown notably by 


their habit when in foreign parts of picking up tho worst 
people and generally surrounding themselves with a society 
that it would bo llattory to call dubious. Tho latest victim 
to this tendency is Lily, horoino of The Lonely House 
(Hutchinson). It was situate, as you might not expoct 
from its name, at Monto Carlo, and Lily had come there 
as the paying guest of a courtesy undo and aunt of foreign 
extraction, about whom she realty know far too little. They 
had triod to postpone her visit at least for a couplo of days, 
tho awkward fact hoing that tho evening of her arrival was 
already earmarked for an engagement that Auntio euphe¬ 
mistically called “ seeing a friend off on a long journoy." 
If you know Mrs. Belloc Lowndes at her creepiest, you 
can imagine tho spinal chill produced by this discovery. 
Gradually it transpires (though how I shall not say) that 
whenover tho Count and Countess Polda wero in want of 
a little ready cash they wero in tho habit of “seeing olf” 
somo unaccompanied tourist known to havo well-filled 
pockets. So you can suppose tho rest. If I have a criticism 
for Mrs. Lowndes’ otherwise admirable handling of tho 
affair it is that she depends too much on tho involuntary 
eavesdropper; before long, indoed, I was forced to conclude 
either that Lily possessed a miraculous sense of ovorhoaring, 
or that tho acoustic properties of the lonely house rendered 
it conspicuously unsuited for tho maturing of felonious 
little plans. But this is a trifle compared with the delights 
of such a feast of first quality thrills. 

9 - 

The extraordinary cleverness of A Woman's Man (IIeine- 
mann) is the thing which most impres-os mo about this 
life story of a French man of lottors, at the height of his 
fame somewhere in the eighteen-nineties. Ho is made to 
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tell his own story, and pitfalls for the author must have 
abounded in such a scheme, but Miss Marjorie Patterson 
seems to havo fallen into very few of them. Armand de 
Vaucourt is h> self-deceiving sensualist who justifies his 
amours as necessary to literary inspiration and neglects bis 
wife only to find, too lato, that she has been bis guardian 
angel, her love the source of all that was worth while in his 
life and work. There have been such characters as Armand 
in liction who yet made some appeal to the reader's affec¬ 
tion; it is the book’s worst defect that Armand makes 
none. His recurring despairs and passions grow tedious; 
his linal but rather incomplete change of heart left uie 
sceptical as to how long it would havo lasted had tho book 
carried his history any further. Armand as a study of a 
certain type of egoist is supremo; my difficulty was that I 
had no desire to study him. Even Maria-Thirese Colbert, 
the decadent wife of his publisher, a very monster among 
women, is more interesting. Miss Patterson is on the 
side of tho angels, hut she makes her way to them through 
somo nasty mire, calling spades spades with a vigour which 
seems to havo pre¬ 
vented her from pa) - 
ing much attention 

10 some beautiful and 
hopeful things which 
also have ovoryday 
names. 

< lermany’s llirjh Sea 
Fleet in the World, 

11 nr (Casseli.), which 
is Admiral Kohkkr'h 
addition to tho enter¬ 
taining series, “ How 
we really won after 
all," by German Mili¬ 
tary and Naval com¬ 
manders, gives you, 
on the whole, tho im¬ 
pression of an honest 
sailor-man tolling tho 
truth as he sees it 
and only occasionally 
romomhering that ho 
must work in ono of 
tho set pieces of official propaganda. To a mcro layman 
this record is of immonse and continual interest; to the 
professional, keen to know what his opposite number was 
doing at a given time, it must ho positively enthralling, 
especially tho chapter on tho U-boats, with its dis¬ 
creet excerpts from selected logs. Incidentally ono can’t 
withhold tribute of reluctant admiration for the technical 
achievements of tho submarines and the courage, skill aud 
tenacity of their commanders and crows. Most readers 
will find thomsolves turning first to tho account of tho 
Jutland battle. Tho tale is told not too boastfully, though 
tho Admiral claims too much. Perhaps that may be for¬ 
given him, as he certainly took his long odds gamoly and 
fought his fleet with conspicuous dexterity. Also tho Ger¬ 
man naval architects and ordnance folk proved to have a 
good thing or two up their sleeves, and the gunnery, for a 
time at any rate, was unexpectedly excellent. Naturally 
perhaps Admiral Scheer may be claimed as supporting the 
Heattyites rather than the Jellicoists. But he is biassed 
and goes further than the most extreme of the former school. 
For his real grievance against tho British Navy, constantly 
finding vent, is that it did not ride bravely in', with bands 
playing, to the perfectly good battleground prepared with 
good old German thoroughness under the guns of Heligoland. 


No pioneer work was ever more persistently attaoked 
by the weapons of ridicule and contempt than that of the 
Salvation Army, and I suggest that all who sat in the 
hostile camp should read William Booth, Founder of the 
Salvation Army (Macmillan), and see for themselves what 
ideas and ideals they were opposing. Mr. Harold Bbobie 
has done his work well, and the only fault to be found with 
him is that his ardour has sometimes boguiled him into 
recording trivialities; and this error strikes one the more as 
Booth, both in his strength and in his weakness, was not 
trivial. When this, however, is said, nothing but praise 
remains for a careful study both of the man and of his 
methods. The instrument upon whioh Booth played was 
human nature, and he played upon it with a sure hand* 
because he understood how difficult it is to touch the spirit 
when the body is suffering from physical degradation. To 
this must be added a genuine spiritual exaltation and love 
of his fellow-man and also an indomitable courage. Few 
men could havo emerged with hope aud enthusiasm un- 
quenchod from such a childhood as Booth’s ; but we know 

how he lived to con¬ 
quer all opposition 
and to promote and 
organise what is per¬ 
haps the greatest 
movement of modern 
times. In paying our 
tribute to him for his 
successful crusade 
against misery and 
ovil wo aro not to 
forget his wife, whose 
unfailing lovo and de¬ 
votion were his con¬ 
stant support. 

Mr. John Galk- 
wouthv’b short stories 
aud studies in Tatter¬ 
demalion (Hkine- 
m a n n) are divided 
into “ of war-time ” 
and “of peace-timo." 
I think the greater 
part of tho author’s 
faithful company of readers will prefer the latter. Mr. Gals¬ 
worthy has loss than most men the kind of mind that 
can put off tho burden of tho suffering of war or submit 
easily to the difficult need for us all to think one way in a 
time of national crisis. But “ Cafard,” study of a poiln in 
tho despairing depression that comes of tho fatigue and 
horror of long fighting, who is liftod back to courage by a 
little frightened beaten mongrel whose confidence he wins, 
so forgetting his own trouble, was written, one can fool, 
because tho author wanted to write it, not because he felt it 
was expected of him. Of tho peace-time sketches “ Manna," 
with the theme of a penniless and eccentric parson charged 
with stealing a loaf of bread and acquitted against the 
evidence, is as admirable as it is unexpected in flavour. 
For the rest there is good Galsworthy, if not of the very 
best, and but little that one would not praise highly if it 
came from an author of lower standards. 


Throe members, quito impoune to scowl or snub, 
Disturbed the quiet of tho selfsame club; 

The first in resonance of snore surpassed, 

The next in raucousness, in both the last. 
Patience, exhausted, heaved a futile sigh; 

No force can cure them and they will not die. 
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_ |U the apple weevil A very good plan is his Livery has resolved bo drink no 

CnAftIVARIA. to make an imitation apple of iron and champagne at its feasts. Meanwhile 

A Swedish scientist has Invented a then wateh the weevil snap at it and other predictions as to the end of the 

new building material called sylvense- break off its teeth. world should be treated with reserve, 

losit. It is said to cost one-fifth the *** 

price of the building material in use in One North of England workman is After the statement in court by Mr. 
this country, which is known to the said to be in a bit of a holo. It scorns Justice Dahung people contemplating 
trade as wishyumagetit. that he has mislaid his strike-fixture marriage should book oarly for divorce 

card. ^ * if they want to avoid the rush. 

A folding motor-car is said to have * *** 

been invented which has a greater spood Immediately after a football match “Why Marry?” says the title of u 
than any other car. The next thing at fjondonderry, one of the players was now play. While no valid reason ap- 

that requires inventing is a folding shot in the leg by an opponent. The pears to exist many declare that it is a 

pedestrian to oope with it. latter claims that ho never hoard the small prico to pay for tho satisfaction 

*#* wbistlo blow. + ^ of being divorced. 

Berlin manufacturers are experiment- * * 

ing in making clothing from nottles. Dr. Eugene Fisk, President of tho Three-fourths of tho public only buy 
This is a chance that the nettle has Life Extension Institute, promises by newspapers to road tho advertisements, 




'/■,,! Tjj; 


long been waiting for. I scientific moans to prolong 

i\i - 

& 

A business magazine , ; m . 1 

suggests that a series [ " "“'i '. | \ 

of afternoon chats with - ft j — - • j !. ] 

business men should f; j.; j,j 

he arranged. Our war | jt j '' 
experience of morning ,'l ||j 
hack chats at the gro- '*;« TTSfc?- 
ccr’s is not encourag- Jy.fiL 

ing - v fffr 

The capture of lK ,, 

GcnerulCAKitANZA, says ™ 1 “~ —- -■ 

a Vera Cruz message, MrajLc: aanrv 
was a mistake ou tho 
part of Genoral San- 
CHEZ. We trust this wLH®™. 
does not mean that they vfflffifcsBl! 
will have to start the T 
thing all over again. 

r.Tr 

Those wlio under- W • 

stand the Mexican . 

troublo say it is doubt- 1 Mfar ’ “ " ,,v , ’ OKS Y01K SK,n A - NT ‘' n A, ' ol ' r T1 
ful whether America */&•«*■ “On. she V a kkw mm,. She om.y i 

can deal with this war_ 

until tho Presidential eloction is over. I for nineteen hundred years 


I scientific moans to prolong human lifolsays a contemporary. It would be in- 

Lerosting to know what 

i i: . 1 u i , tho others buy them 

\ i » ! mSbt . for. 


'■it!!' 




r Vi 




l iaitor, “ Win' doks yoi 11 skin ant <.n ahout tin. um si: with in it hat on 
HJisI i t’s/t, “On, kite 'k a new t.ini,. She only came this uoh.nimi, \m> hisn't | 

YET MADE Ul' IlEll JILM) WHETHEU SHE 'Ll. STAY.” 


“ l''ew people seem to 
realise,” says a cinema 
gossip, “ that Miss K. 
Eaden, tho American 
film actress, isfondoflu 
lips.” Wo are ashamed 
to confess that we had 
not fully grasped this 
fact. ** 

It uppoars that one 
newspaper has decided 
that May 21th shall he 
the opening date for 
ceasing to notice the 
cuckoo. Will corre¬ 
spondents ploaso note? 


, “Things are un- 

HOl SE WITH ill I* HAT ON > j n I re l ull{ l,” SaVK 

ltiiis nousi:\u, \M, ii isn't a „ ossip Wl iter yve 

_think people should bo 

If this is I more careful what llioy say. Scandal 


One war at a time is the American motto, the doctor's idea of a promise we would like this might got about. 


v t * rather not know what ho would call a 

We gather from a contemporary that threat. ... A certain golf club lias petitioned 

people who have been ordering large * tho local Council for permission to play 

stocks of coal in the hope of escaping Wood for making pianos, says a golf “in a modified form.” Members 
the new prices will be disappointed, weekly journal, is often kept for forty who recently heard the Club Colonel 
Still, they may get in ahead of the next years. “ And even this,” writes “ Jaded playing out of tho bunker at tho seventh 
advance. * Parent,” “ is not half long onough.” declare that no substantial modilica 

* *** tion is possible. + . 

Tho inventor of the silont typewriter With reference to the man who was 

is now in London. We seem to know seen laughing at Newport last week, it A new invention for motorists makes 
the telephone which gave him the idea, is only fair to point out that he was a buzzing sound when tho petrol tank 
*#* not a ratepayer, but was only visiting is getting low. This is nothing com- 

A man at Bow Street Court com- the ploce. * * pared with tho motor-taxes invented by 

plained that the Black Maria whioh * tho Chancelloii of thf. Exchf.qukh, 

conveyed him there was very stuffy. Labrv Lemon, says The Sunday which mako the motorist himself 
Some prisoners say that this vehicle is Express, is considered to be hotter than whistle. * 

so unhealthy as to drive custom away Ghablie Chaplin. As he is quite a 

from the Court. * * young man, however, it is possible that « In the opinion of a wookly paper no 

* he may yet grow out of it. dog can stand tho sound of bagpipes 

Fruit blight threatens to be serious * # * without setting up a howl. This only 

this year, says a daily paper, and The Clerk of the oldest City Com- goes to prove, what we have alwayB 
difestfc action should be taken against pany writes to The Times to say that, contended, that dogs are almost human. 


stocks of coal in the hope of escaping 
the new prices will be disappointed. 
Still, they may get in ahead of the next 
advance. * ,. 

Tho inventor of the silont typewriter 


tble v< 
drastic 
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THE PERSONAL TOUCH. 

(lit) our tireless Political Pcnetrator.) 

Fob somo time past, I understand, 
the Government has been considering 
stops to bring the personalities of Cab¬ 
inet Ministers more prominently into 
the public eye. “ We are not suffi¬ 
ciently known,” said Sir William Suth¬ 
erland, who has tlio mattor in hand, 
"as living palpitating figuros to the 
man in the street. Wo do not grip the 
nation.’s heart. We hick pop." 

1 told him that it was a pity about 
pop. 1 felt that the Government ought 
to have pep. and plenty of it. If pos¬ 
sible they ought to have vineg. and 
must. too. 

"You are right,” ho said. "Occasional 
paragraphs m the Press, snapshots 
which take us very likely with one log 
stuck out in front us if we wore doing the 
! goose step, rare provincial excursions 
and bouquets from admiring mill-girls 
are all very well in their way, but they 
are nothing to constant personal ap¬ 
pearances at stated times and in stated 
wluoes before an admiring mob. The 
Reroes of sport are overshadowing us,” 


he continued with a sigh, pushing me 
over a box of cigars. 

"What are you going to do about 
it V ” I asked, lighting one and putting 
another carefully behind my ear. 

" You must romember first,” ho re¬ 
plied, " that this is quite a modern 
difficulty. Statesmen of the past used 
to make their leisurely progress through 
the town surrounded Dy retainers on 
horseback, or in sedan-chairs, beauti¬ 
fully dressed and scattering largesse as 
they went. Thomas A Bechet, the 
groat Primate and Chancellor, used to 
have poor men to dino with him and 
crowds thronging round to bless him. 
To-day, I suppose, Joe Beckett in his 
flowered dressing-gown would be a more 
popular figure than Lord Birkenhead 
and the Arohbishop of. Canterbury, if 
you can imagine them rolled into one. 
In Charles II. ’s reign, when politicians 
used to play pile-mele where the great 
Cjlubs are pow, anyone, could rub snoul- 
ders with my lord of Buckingham and, 
if he was lucky, get a swipe across the 
shins with the duoal mallet itself. That 
is the kind of thing We want now. 

" I had thoughts of. thinning popular 


excursions down to Walton Heath, but I 
am not sure that the poople would caro 
to go so far oven to Bee Sir Eiuc Geddes 
carrying the home green and Lord 
Biddell —tho Riddell of the sands, as 
we call him affectionately down there 
—getting out of a difficult bunker. So 
I am trying to arrange for a few putting 
greens in railed-oil: spaces in St. James’s 
Park near tho pelicans, and we also 
propose to hold there on fine summer 
days the breakfast parties for which 
the Prime Minister is so famous. 
We shall make a point of throwing not 
only crumbs to the birds, but slices of 
bread and marmalade to the more in¬ 
digent spectators. We shall also try to 
get two or three open Bquash racket 
courts in Whitehall, so that on hot 
summer days the most carping oritie 
who watches a rally between Mr. Aus¬ 
ten Chamberlain and the Secretary 
op State for War will have to admit 
that we are doing our utmost to elimi¬ 
nate waste-produots.” 

“ But what about the clothes and the 
stately progress and the largesse? ” I 
asked; the largesse idea had struck me 
with particular force. 
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HOME-SICKNESS; 

on, The Sinn Feiner Ahroad. 

(After “ The Lake Isle of Tnnisfree,” with sincere apologies 
to Mr. W. II Yhath.) 

I winr, arise and go now to Galway or Tralee 

And burgle someone’s house there and plan a moonlight 
raid; 

Ten live rounds will I havo there to shoot at the R.I.C. 
And wear a mask in the bomb-loud glade. 

And I shall havo great fun there, for fun comes fairly last, 
Bonfires in the purple heather and the barracks burning 
line, 

There midnight is a shindy and tho noon is overcast 
And evoning full of the feet of kino. 

1 will arise and go now, for always in my sleep 

There comes the sound of rifles and low moans on the 
shore; 

I see the sudden ambush and hear the widows weep, 

And J like that kind of war. Evoh. 


AURAL TUITION. 

The only othor occupant of tho carriage was a well dressed 
man of middle ago, clad iu English clothes, but from many 
slight signs palpably a foreigner of some sort. 

Boon after tho train startod I notified that his mouth and 
throat were twitching and I surmised that ho was about to 
speak. But spooch is no term in which to describe tho queer 
animal, vegetable and mineral sounds which issued from 
him. First his mouth opened slightly and ho seemed about 
to sneeze. Next 1 was conscious of a scruping noise in his 
throat, accompanied by a slight ticking. It appeaved that 
ho was going to havo a fit and I regretted that we were alone. 
The noise grew' louder, took on speed and rose in a crescendo 
almost to a screech. Then a few more scrapes, us of a pencil 
on a slate, and I began to detect that lie was speaking. Ilis 
lips did not movo, so that his voice had a curiously distant 
sound. Nevertheless tho words wero clearly audihlo. 

Tho following is what he said in a low, metallic mono¬ 
tone: “Good morning, Sir. I am very pleased to meet 
you. Can you tell mo what o’clock it is ? 1 am much 
obliged. I wish to descend at Manchester. At what hour 
do wo arrive there ? There are few passengers to-day. Tho 
weather is fine. I bog your pardon if I do not make myself 
clear. I do not speak English perfectly as yet. No doubt 
1 have need of much practice. Can 1 send a telegram from 
tho next station V Is there a good hotel at Manchester ? 
Will you do me tho favour-” 

" Stop,” I cried, after having several times opened my 
mouth to auswor one or other of his questions. 

As soon as I spoke the words ended with a suddon click; 
the \oico descended and became a scrape; at last siloncc. 

“Ary dear Sir,” said I, “1 shall be happy to give you 
any information I can if you will ask one question at a 
time. You evidently speak English vory well indeed.” 

' His face lightod with approval of the compliment and 
then the wholo performance began over again. Once more 
the wheeze, the scrape, the screech, the tick and all the rest 
of it. I became tonified at these painful impediments in his 
speech. 

I remembered that somebody had once told me what ter 
do on such occasions. It was either to throw the patient 
upon his back and move his arms up and down in a 
travesty of rowing or to Blap him violently on the back. 
Seeing that the stranger was several times larger than 
myself I chose with diffidence the latter oourse. Rising to 


my feet I turned him round and thumped his baok vigor¬ 
ously. He received the treatment with amiabll smiles. 
Next he produced from his pocket a booklet, wbioh he 
handod to me with a polite bow, desisting entirely from his 
menagerie noises. 

I am of a nervous temperament and needed some minutes’ 
rest in which to collect myself. Then I began to examine 
the stranger’s gift. 

It was a well-printed pamphlet, obviously an advertise¬ 
ment :— 

“HOW TO LEARN FOREIGN LANGUAGES. 

The One Truly Scientific Method. 

Tho only way to acquire the roal accent of the native is 
to listen repeatedly to the language spoken by a native. 
With our phonograph No. 0034 and a selection of suitable 
records the student may listen for as many hours daily ns 
he chooses to the voice of a native speaking his own 
language.” 

I,o\ver down I saw: “Contents of Records. No. 1, At 
the Hotel; No. 2, At the Railway Station; No. 3, In the 
Train.” Ah ! there it was—tho wholo nionologuo:— 

“Good morning, Sir. I am very ploased to meet you. Can 
you tell mo-?" 

The explanation relieved mo; I turned to my fellow- 
traveller. 

“ Ary dear Sir,” said I, “ I congratulate you on being tho 
perfect pupil. Your teacher, could it feel such emotions, 
would he proud of you. Only to an exceptional student can 
it lie given so faithfully to reproduce "His Mastor’s Voice.” 


FIGURE-HEADS. 

“ You never see a decent figure-’oad, 

Not now,” Bill said ; 

“ A fiddlin’ bit o’ scrollwork at the bow, 

That’s tho most now ; 

But Lord! I’ve seen some beauties, more - n a few, 

An’ some rare rum uns too. 

Folks in all sorts o’ queor old-fashioned rigs, 

Fellers in wigs, 

Chaps in cocked ’ats an’ ’elmets, lords an’ dukes. 

Folks out o’ hooks, 

Niggers iu turbans, mandarins an’ Moors, 

. And ’eathen gods by scores ; 

“ An’ women in all kinds o’ fancy dresses— 

Quocns an’ princesses, 

Witches on broomsticks too, an’ spankin’ girls 
With streamin’ curls, 

An’ dragons an’ sea serpents—Lord knows what 
I’ve seen an’ what I ’vc not 1 

" An’ some’s in breakers’ yards now, thick witli grime 
And woathered white wi’ time ; 

Au ; some stuck up in gardens ’ere an’ there 
With plants for ’air; 

An’ no one left as knows but chaps like me 

How fine wi’ paint an’ gold they used to be 

In them old days at sea.” 'C. F. S. 


“Bag: and Baggage.” 

“According to present.arrangements the Turkish Peace Treaty 
will be presented to the Turkish delegation on May 11 at i p.m. in the 
Cloak Room of tho French Foreign Office.’’—Times. 

These ceremonies are usually conducted in the Salon de 
l’Horloge, but the new venue was doubtless thought more 
appropriate for disposing of the Turkish impedimenta. 
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THE MAKING OF A CRISIS. 

[We are privileged to-day to publish an 
unwritten chapter from Mr. IT. (1. \V jills’ 
History of the World. It is cntitlod “The 
Slimo Ago,” and has a topical interest since 
it outlinos the methods ol production of the 
Crisis, the only articlo of which the supply 
to-day exceeds tho demand.] 

Out of nil thin muddle mid con¬ 
fusion and slipshod thinking there arose 
one man with a purpose, ono man who 
fixed his oyes on a single inevitable 
goal and walked straight at it, not 
minding what or whom ho trod upon 
on the way. His purpose was the mass 
production of crises, and ho created 
crises as rabbits create their young, 
nine at a time. In thoso fuddlod in¬ 
competent days hoforo the Great War 
tho crisis was a littlo-known phe¬ 
nomenon. Here and there in tho drab 
routine of peaceful corpulent years thcro 
flashod in tho prosperous 
firmament the baleful light 
of a great anxiety. Agadir 
was ono; Caubon* and his 
gun-runners was another. 

Hut they wore fow ; they 
came like rare comets and 
wore forgotten. 

Then in tho Great War 
a new habit was born in 
tho minds of tho people, 
tho habit of crises. Even 
then at first they came 
decontly, in ordered suc¬ 
cession—Mons, Ypres, tho 
Coalition, Gallipoli. Hut 
the people’s craving was _ 

insatiable; thepeoplocried 
for moro crises. Party 

Then this man stood up -1- 

and said to tho people, “ I will give you 
crisos.” 

And ho did. Instead of a casual crisis 
here and there, to every year a crisis 
or two, ho gave them a crisis every 
month, every week, evory day, and still 
they were not satisfied. And so, at 
last, out of all the muddle and waste 
and pottifogging stupidity this man 
created crises as men crento matches, 
by the gross. And this was how ho 
creatod thorn :— 

Extract from “ The Slime," April 3rd, 
a paragraph in the Foreign Intelli¬ 
gence :— 

“ Bobadig, April 1st. 

“A party of French mules, passing 
to thoir quarters in the vilayet of Arima- 
bug, were to-dny attacked by an Aus¬ 
tralian sheep on the staff of tho British 
Military Mission. It is fcarod that 
many of the mules were injured. Fool¬ 
ing runs high among the peasantry, 
incensed already by the failure of the 
British Government to provide mos¬ 
quito-nets for the sacred goats." 


Extract from a leading article in “ The 
Slime," April 6th, on Land Tenure 
in Wales :— 

"... Parliament to-day will be occu¬ 
pied Avith the preposterous Budget pro¬ 
posals, but we hope our legislators will 
find time to pross the Primh Ministeb 
for an explanation of the outrageous 
incident at Bobadig reportod in our 
columns last wcok. There is only too 
good reason to foar that the policy of 
alternate violence and inertia, against 
which wo have so ofton protested, has 
at last inflamed the law-abiding animals 
of Bobadig .. 

From “ The Slime " Special Corre¬ 
spondent :— 

Bobadig, April 3th. 

“ Sinco my last message (much muti¬ 
lated by the Censor) evonts have movod 
rapidly. Two of the mulos have died 



TRUK POLITENESS, 
in Chech Cai>. “Will you have my place, 

of their injuries in hospital; three others 
lio in a dangerous condition at Umwidi, 
four miles away, where they fled for 
refuge from tho wanton onslaught of 
tho Australian sheep. This sheep, it 
now transpires, was tho porsonal attend¬ 
ant of Genoral Riddlecombo, Hoad of 
tho Military Mission, a circumstance 
which is not calculated to allay the 
local animosity which the incident has 
aroused. The situation will require all 
tho tact that the British Government 
can command.” 

Extract from the Special Crisis Column 
of “ The Slime," April 11th :— 
“ANGLO-ARMENIAN RELATIONS. 

GRAVE WARNING. 

"In a telegram which we print in 
another column our Special Correspon¬ 
dent in Armenia confirms to-day tho 
sorious fears to which we gave expres¬ 
sion in our issue of April 6th con- 
o'orning the possibility of a crisis in 
Anglo-Armeman relations. The inci¬ 
dent of the Bobadig mules is already 
bearing fruit, and we can no longer 
doubt that popular feeling in the vilayet 


of Arimabug has been dangerously in¬ 
flamed by the obtuse procrastination 
of the British Government. These un¬ 
fortunate mules. . . .” 

" Scbatchipob, April 10 th . 

“ Communications with Bobadig have 
broken down, but it is reported that a 
mule was buried thero on Sunday in 
circumstances of great popular excite¬ 
ment. A large crowd followed the body 
to the cemetery and made a demonstra¬ 
tion after the ceremony outside the 
house of the local veterinary surgeon, 
who is alleged to have treated the 
animal for mumps instead of sheep- 
shock, with fatal results." 

From “ The Slime," April 14th. 

“GRAVE CRISIS. 

ARMENIAN ANGER. 

THE MURDERED MULES. 

“As wo feared, a serious qrisis has 
arisen in Anglo-Armenian 
L 1 U | relations. At Bobadig a 
I ~ I j~ I li mule ha3 perishod 

Mil I and his interment was 
made tho occasion of a 
great popular demonstra¬ 
tion against tho policy of 
Great Britain. In diplo¬ 
matic circles no one is 
attempting to conceal that 
the situation is extromoly 
grave. Tho Pkimk Min- 
ihteh has returned to 
Downing Street from Jjo 
Touquet. Shortly after his 
arrival tho Armenian Min¬ 
ister drove up in a motor- 
cab and was elosotod with 
, in? „ the Pbf.miku for a full ten 

—_I minutes. After lunch, Lord 

Wurzel arrivod in his brougham. At 
tea-time the Minister of Mutton-Con¬ 
trol dashed up in a 24 ’bus, foilowod 
rapidly by the Secretary of State for 
War on his scootor. Mr. Burble wore 
an anxious look....” 

Extract from a leading article in “ The 
Slime," April 16th :— 

"SPIT IT OUT. 

" We trust it is not already too late 
to appoal to the Government to extri¬ 
cate the Empire from the perilous posi¬ 
tion in which their wilful stupidity has 
placed it. The news from Bobadig is 
exceedingly serious. Another of the 
affronted mules has perished in circum¬ 
stances of tho foulest indignity; it only 
remains for the other two to die for 
the triumph of British statesmanship 
to be complete. These wretched crea¬ 
tures are being slowly sacrificed for the 
foolish whim of a British Prime Min¬ 
ister. No doubt remains that they 
have been subjected to sheep-shook by 
the savage bites of the Australian 
animal. The Government, blinded by 
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its own infatuate folly and doaf to 
the storms of popular indignation in 
this country, continues to treat them 
for mumps. . . . By this test the 
Government will be judged at the forth¬ 
coming election. They must realise 
that the time for trilling is past. If 
the resources of the British Empire aro 
unable at this date to combat the 
monace of sheop-shock among the loyal 
mules of Bobadig, then indeed .... At 
least we are entitled to ask for an ex¬ 
planation of the presence of an infuri¬ 
ated sheep on the staff of a British 
General. The Fnmn Minister , . . 

From “ The Slime," April 17th, 

"AT LAST. 

The situation in Bobadig is easing 
rapidly. The Government has at last 
carried out the instructions of The 
Slime, and we understand that a Min¬ 
isterial expert in sheep-shock has been 
sent to the assistance of the surviving 
mules. But while we may congratulate 
ourselves on the lifting of the clouds in 
that directioh matters in West Ham 
give ground tor the gravest anxiety. 
She. Wood-lice of West Ham are pro¬ 


verbially of an irritable nature, and the 
attitude of the Government has been 
calculated for some time to inflame . . .” 

From “ The Slime," April VIIh. 
“Bojuim; cuists ovk.k. 

Premier Yields. 

Wo are glad to report , . . ." 

From “ The Slime ,” April '10th. 

"WEST IIAM CRISIS RKiilNS. 

Wood Lice in Revolt. 

Giiave Warning. 

Once again wc must warn the Gov¬ 
ernment . . . .” 

And so on. A. P. II. 


“ Three swift fierce rounds between Beckett 
and Wells and the 1H,000 spectators ut Olympia 
last night witnessed the close of yet another 
great ring drama ."—Daily Chronicle. 

“ Beckett . . . bowed more by instinct than 
of set purpose to the shouting, over-wrought 
people who from the floor of Olympia shot lip 
to the ceiling .”—Daily Telegraph. 

We had no idea uutil we read these 
paragraphs that the spectators took 
such an active part in the proceedings. 


TIIE FA111Y TULL. 

“ I am asked to tlio bull to night, 
to-night; 

What shall I wear, for 1 must look 
right?” 

“ Search in the fields for a lady's smock ; 
Where could you find you a prettier 
frock ? ” 

'• I am asked to tlio bull t > night, 
to-night; 

What shall I do for my jewels bright ? ” 

II Trouble you not for a brooch or a 

ring, 

A daisy-chain is the properest tiling.” 

II I aui asked to the bull to night> 
tonight; 

What shall I do if] shako with fright ? ” 
“ When you are there you will under¬ 
stand 

That no one is frightened in Fairyland." 

. It. F. 

“WIT AND HUMOUR. 

Ashton and District Undertakers' Associa¬ 
tion have advanced the prices of hcarae and 
carriages for funerals."— Yorkshire Paper. 

If this is the kind of humour that appeals 
to our contemporary it should alter the 
heading to “ Grave and Gay.” 






















PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[May 19, 1920. 



COMMUNISM AT CAMBRIDGE. 

[Bolshevism mid Communism claim man) 
odhoronts among tho young intellectuals at 
our ancient Universities .—Yule i’ecss.] 

I am a Socialist, a Syndicalist, an 
Anarchist, a Bolshevist—whatever you 
like to call mo; if you wish to be pre¬ 
cise, an International Communist. 

. Anyhow, as sucli I aui opposed 
tootli-and-nail to the iniquity of tho 
existing Competitive System. It is my 
intention to devote luy life to its eradi¬ 
cation, in whatever form it may he 
disguised, and to inaugurate au ora 
of loving-kindnoss, peace, leisure and 
plenty, similar to that uosv enjoyed by 
the people of Russia. 

But nay duties do not lie only in tho 
distant future; they ate hero, in the 
presont, facing me in the University. 
For nover, I think, was the unclean 
thing, Competition, so prevalent and 
unabashed as at Cambridge to-day. 

Both in work and in sport is the evil 
rampant. Take as an example the re¬ 
actionary custom of dividing tho Tripos 
Honours List into three classos. Can 
you imagine anything more induoive 
to competition ?' Worse, it is a direct 
invitation to the worker—often, I am 


proud to say, unheeded—to exceed tho 
ono - hour - day for which we Com¬ 
munists are striving. 

Even moro deplorable is the compe¬ 
titive spirit in sport; more doplorable 
because moro insidious. Even thoso 
whom wo are wont to regard as our 
comrades and leadors are not always 
proof against the canker in this guise. 
I remombor paying a visit to Fonner’s, 
that fair field corrupted by competi¬ 
tion, to raiso my protost against 
inter-collegiate sports. To my inde¬ 
scribable grief and amazement 1 beheld 
ono whom I had always followed and 
rovoreneod—a man of mighty voice 
oft lifted in debate—preparing to com¬ 
pete (mark the word) in a Three-Mile 
Race. “Stay, comrade,” I cried. Ho 
heedod me not; moreover, it certainly 
appearod to me that he attempted — 
thunk God, unsuccessfully—to win the 
race. Maybe I go too far in ascribing 
to him this desire to come in first, with 
a resultant triumph over his fellows; 
btit was not his very entrance a coun¬ 
tenancing of evil? Had he considered 
the feelings of bitter enmity inspired in 
the many who toiled behind him ? And 
the encouragement to College rivalry t 


—a rivalry in no way differing from 
that botween nations, save that College 
distinctions ure, of course, less artificial. 

It bocomes obvious, I think, to every 
unprejudiced observer that most of the 
gamos now unfortunately so popular 
at the University — rowing, cricket, 
football and tho like —must <jo. But 
lot it not be assumed that tho Com¬ 
munist is averse from recreation pro¬ 
perly conducted ; far from It. There 
is no possible objection to diabolo or 
top-spinning, for instance, and, though 
competitive marbles must not bo played 
(whether on the Senate House steps or 
elsewhere), solitaire may be permitted 
as in no way provoking tho deplorable 
spirit of rivalry. 

Of other gamos the Communist will 
discard bridge, billiards and “ general 
post”; and even hunt-the-slipper” 
and “hide-and-seek" are not altogether 
free from the competitive taint. But 
an excellent game is open to him in 
“patience,” while there is no pastime 
more indicative of the true Communis- 
tio spirit than “ ring-a-ring o’ roses,” so 
long os proper care be taken that at 
the last “ tisnu ” all the players eollapse 
simultaneously. 
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essence of parliament. 

Monday, May 10th. —But for tho pro- 
Bence of a bandful of Irish Peers and 
of Sir Edward Clarke (looking little 
older than when he pulverised Glad¬ 
stone’s second Homo Buie scliome in 
1893) you would never have 
thought that this was the first 
day in Committeo of tho Bill 
“for the better government of 
Ireland." The Ulstermenwero 
on duty in full force, but tho 
bench on wliieh tho National¬ 
ists aro wont to sit was, like 
their beloved country, “ swarm¬ 
ing with absentees." 

Lord IIuoh Cecil, like Har¬ 
lequin, smoto everyone impar¬ 
tially, one of his most tolling 
strokes being the remark that 
tho Prime Minister could not 
distinguish between tho art of 
winning an election and the 
art of governing a country; but 
othorwiso his performance was 
about on a par with that of 
Mr. Jack Jones, who spolto 
against tho Amendment and 
voted for it. Mr. Bonar Law's 
declaration that tho Bill, how¬ 
ever unacceptable to Ireland 
at tho moment, furnished the 
only hope of ultimate settle¬ 
ment, coupled with the Ulster loader's 
promise that, much as he loathed tho 
idea of a separate Parliament, ho would 
work it for all ho was worth, carried 
the day. Mr. Asquith’s Amendment 
was knocked out by 259 to 55. 

In subsequent Amendments otlior 
Mombers attempted to emphasise the 
idea of ultimate union by calling the 



A PROTESTING CONVERT. 
Sia Edward Carbon. 


statutory bodies “ Councils ” instead of 
“Parliaments,” and by setting up a 
single Senate to control them both. 
But they did not meet with acceptance. 
Captain Elliott thought tho first as 
absurd as tho idea that you could make 
two dogs agree by chaining them to¬ 


gether, and Mr. Long dismissed the 
Hecond will) tho romavk (which shows 
how rapidly his political education has 
advanced sinco the Parliament Act) that 
ho was in groat doubt as to whether a 
Second Chamber was in itself a pro¬ 
tection for minorities. 

Tuesday, May 11th .—Lord London¬ 
derry moved tho second reading of the 
Air Navigation Bill. An important 
part of the Bill relates to trespass or 
nuisanco by aoroplanes. Tho rights of 
the property-owner usque ad caelum 
will obviously have to be considerably 
modiliod if commercial aviation is to bo 
possiblo; but Lord Montagu ontored a 
caveat against accepting the provisions 
of tho Bill in this regard without eloso 
examination. Constant flying over a 
man's houso or property might, as lie 
said, constitute a serious nuisauco. 
Imagine an “air-drummer,” if one may 
so call him, hovering ovor a lloyal 
garden-party and showering down 
leaflets on the distinguished guests. 

The little coterie that is so nervously 
anxious lest this country should do 
anything to assist tho Poles in their 
attacks on tho Bolshevists was par¬ 
ticularly active this afternoon. Even 
the Speaker's large toloranco is be* 
ginning to give out. One of the gang 
announced his intention of repeating a 
question already answered. “And I 
give notice,” said Mr. Lowthbr, “ that 


if tho lion, and gallant Member does 
repeat it I shall not allow it to appear 
on the Notice-paper." 

Another lion. Member vvantod to know 
why, if we wore not helping the Poles, 
wo kept a British mission at Warsaw. 
“ Among other tilings,” replied Mr. 
Churchill, “ to onable me to 
answor questions put to me 
here.” A third sought inform¬ 
ation regarding tho oxpondi- 
turo of the Socrot Sorvice 
money, and was duly snubhod 
by Mr. Cuamukrlain with tho 
roply that if lie answered tho 
quostiou the Service would 
coaso to bo secrot. 

The rejection of the Einunco 
J fill was moved by Mr. Bottom- 
lijy. In his view the Chan¬ 
cellor was making a great 
mistake in trying to pay oil' 
debt, especially if it meant tho 
taxation of such harmless lux¬ 
uries as champagne and cigars. 
“ Let posterity pay,” was his 
motto. Still, if Mr. Chamher- 
lun was detorminod to persist 
in his foolish courso, lot him 
givo him (Mr. Bottomley) a 
free hand and he would guar- 
anto3 to raise a thousand mil¬ 
lions in a month. Tho host 
comment on this oration was 
furnished by Mr. Barnes, who strongly 
advocated a tax upon advertisements. 

Wednesday, May ixth ,—The pre¬ 
valent notion that the only road a Scots¬ 
man cures about is that which loads to 
England cannot bo maintained in faco 
of Lord Balfour's vigorous indictment 
of tho Ministry of Transport for its 
negloct of tho highways in his native 
Clackmannan. 'J’lie Duke of Sutheb- 



»SUMER IS Y-CUMEN IN." 

Sir Robert Horne welcomes a useful 
ally. 



] LA lit KQ U1N 'S OKKKNSIY K. 
I.ouo IIluu Cecil. 
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Seiyeanl, “’Old yeu 'eads ur! ,\u. the r*a ends was ticked er done afobi: you- 'Ere, what the- ?” 

Uhl Soldier (who hasprothwed a small note-hook). “All incur, Skhckaxt, I \u only keihmni. a record of the ‘ fad end ’ joke 
I've now heard it two thousand four hundred and seventeen times." 


land was equally eloquent about the de¬ 
plorable state of the Highlands, whore 
the pooplo wore not oven allowed tolo- 
plionos to make up for their lack of 
transport facilities. “ Evil communica¬ 
tions corrupt good manners,” and there 
was real danger that the Highlanders 
would vote “ Wee Free ” at the noxt 
General Election. Appalled by this 
prospect, no doubt, Lord Lytton has¬ 
tened to return a soft answer, from 
which we learned that three-quarters 
of a million had ulready been allocated 
to Scottish roads, and gathered that the 
dearest ambition of Sir Erne Geodes 
was to share the fame of the hero im¬ 
mortalised in the famous liues:— 

“Had you seen but those toads before they 
were made 

You would hold up your hands and bless 
General Wade." 

Only Mr. Kipling could do full justice 
to the story of the abduction, pursuit 
and recapture—all within thirty-six 
hours—of an English lady at Peshawar. 
Even as officially narrated by Mr. 
Montagu it was. sufficiently exciting. 


The most curious and reassuring fact 
was that all tlio actors in the drama, 
abductors and rescuers alike, were 
Afridis. It is to bo hoped that this 
versatile community includes a cinema¬ 
tograph operator, and that a film will, 
like the lady, shortly bo “ released." 

The miners’ representatives made an 
unselfish protest against the increase 
in the prico of coal. Although it would 
justify them in demanding a further 
iucreasa in their present inadequate 
wage they did not believo it was nocos- 
sary or, at any rate, urgent. Sir Bodert 
IIorne assured them that it was, and 
that the present moment—the season 
in happior days of “Lowest Summer 
Prices "—had boon selected as the least 
inconvenient to the public. 

Thursday, May 13th .—Ireland main¬ 
tains its pre-eminence as the land at 
paradox. Among the hunger-strikers 
recently released from Mountjoy prison 
were (by an acoident) several, njen who 
had aotually been convicted. TheHouse 
learned to its surprise that these men 
oannot be re-arrested, but a re o ujj for 


good (their own, though possibly not 
the community’s); whereas the untried 
(and possibly innocent) suspects may 
bo re-arrested at any moment. 

The now Profiteering Bill, which, to 
judge by the criticisms levelled against 
its exceptions and safeguards, will bo 
about as effective as its predecossor, 
was read a third time. Bo was the 
Health Insurance Bill, but not until 
a fow Independent Liberals, led by 
Captain Wedgwood Benn, had boen re¬ 
buked for thoir obstructive tactics by 
Mr. Myers and Mr. Neil Maclean of 
the Labour Party. As the small hours 
grew larger this split in the Progressive 
ranks developed into a yawning chasm, 
and the Government got a third Bill 
passed before the weary House ad¬ 
journed at six o’clock. 

“It has. been arranged that tho Speaker shall 
make tho psontaticii of plate [to Hiss BoNAR 
Law], and Mr. Lloyd George and Mr. Asquith 
will fake part,"—Daily Chronicle. 

It is hoped that they will leave a sub- 
stanjjjal portion for the bride. 
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Slwjnnan. “.\jiu you him: one wii.e he bchiuknt?" 

Member of the Mew Plutocracy. “Well, I've oni.y one neck, ain't T?" 


A SMALL FABM. 

To all of you who have begun to gaze 
pensively at railway posters, to furrow 
your brows over maps and guide-books, 
or hover sheepishly about the inquiry 
offices of Holiday Touring Agencies, I 
would whisper: “ Go to a small farm 
and bask.” 

You will note that I say a small 
farm. A large farm has much that is 
pleasant and pungent about it, but to 
my mind you cannot bask properly on 
a large farm. You are too much in the 
way. The medley of barns, byres, styes, 
rods, poles and perches is u hive of rest¬ 
less energy. Unless you are walking 
about with a bucket or prodding some- 
tiling with a stiok you feel you have no 
right to be there. On a largo farm you 
are expected to accompany your host 
! across u couple of ten-acre fields to look 
! at his young wheat. Some people can 
tell what is the matter with a field of 
■ young wheat by merely leaning on a 
gate and glancing at it. Unless I can 
, feel its pulse or take its tomperaturo I 
j cannot toll whether young wheat is 
[ suffering from whooping-cough or nasal 
I catarrh. All I can do is to nod my 
head sagely and say that, considering 
the sort of Government we have got, it 
looks pretty flourishing. Then my host 
roiuarks that he has got a young bull 
i in Bodger’s Paddock (about three milos 
! across country) that it will do my heart 
! good to see. That is the worst of a 
large farm ; anything you want is sure 
f o he several fields away from you. 

Now at the small farm which 1 re¬ 
commend, hut tho address of which I 
am not going to give away, you may 
lie and bask by tho duck pond und be 
quite in tho picture. Further, if a 
sudden irresistible desire for something 
—a hoo or a cow, for example—should 
come over you, you have only to put 
out your baud and grab it. There is 
a compactness about the place. They 
do not put the cattlo in odd fields five 
miles apart, hut leave them to lounge 
round the duck pond or sit in the front 
garden, where they oan be collected 
without effort. There are no energetic 
squads of farm-labourers; no bustling 
battalions of land-girls with motor- 
plough attachments. The outdoor staff 
is generally to be found sitting on a 
bucket by. the duck pond rubbing at a 
bit of harness and looking decently 
rural. When he has rubbed the har¬ 
ness he stands up and looks at the 
young wheat. Then he turns round 
and glances at tho mangel-wurzel field. 
If the appearance’of it displeases him 
be reaches out for a rake and puts it 
right. Then he sits on the bucket 
again and has lunch. 

When you go to bed at this farm you 


knock your head against tho lintel of 
tho sitting-room with a force corre¬ 
sponding to your height and vitality. 
Then you hit your head a second time 
when asconding the stairs and again 
on entering the bedroom. If you are a 
heavy breather you sweep tho ceiling 
clear of Dios and cobwebs while you 
sleep. At dawn, or possibly an hour 
or so before (for he is a nervously con¬ 
scientious bird), the farm cock steps off 
the roof of the cow-shed on to your 
window-sill and bursts into enthusiastic 
admiration of himself and things in' 
general. Some people of an egoistic 
and unimaginative temperament got up 
at once, in order that they may spend 
the rest of the day telling you how 


much they enjoyed tho sunrise and 
what a fool you were to miss it. The 
true busker, on the other hand, de¬ 
clines to ho a party to a procedure 
which destroys the whole poetry of 
dawn and induces tho proud chauticleer 
to the boi did status of an alarum-clock. 
He simply pushes the bird off the 
window-sill with his foot, turns over 
and goos to sleep. Ami later on, when 
the sound of othor people knocking 
their heads against various portions of 
the building arouses him, ho goes to 
sleep again._ 

“Col'STiiY Join eh Wanted." 

Adel, in Provincial Pa/ter. 

To work on the Channel Tunnel ? 
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v BRIDGING THE LITERARY CULF. 

(Famous Publisher's Great Scheme of 
Heconciliation.) 

Hearing on good authority that Mr. 
Blinkingliain, tho well-known publisher, 
was about to launch an enterprise of a 
magnitude only comparable with that 
of tho Eney. Jirit. or tho D.N.U., Mr. 
Punch hastened to headquarters for con¬ 
firmation of tho roport, wub graciously 
adrnittod to his presonce and furnishod 
with tho following interesting details. 
Mr. Blinkingham, it may ho mentioned, 
is at all points a finoly equipped repre¬ 
sentative of his class, handsome, woll- 
groomed and wearing his monoclo with 
distinction. Ilis sanctum is furnished 
with delightfully catholic taste -Louis 
Quinze furniture, a Japanoso ombossod 
wall-paper, pictures by Botticelli and 
Mr. Wyndham Lewis and statuettes of 
Plato, Voltaire and Mr. Wells (the 
Historian, not tho Bombardier). 

After sumo preliminary observations 
on tho deplorable condition of tho pulp 
industry, Mr. Blinkinghum unfolded 
his colossal scheme. “ By way of pre¬ 
face,” romarked tho great literary im¬ 
presario, “ lot me call your attention to 
the momentous statement mado by the 
Editor of The Athenieum in the issue 
of May 7lh : ‘ We doubt whether there 
has over been a generation of men of 
lettors so startlingly unoducatcd as this, 
so little interested in tho study of the 
great writors before them.’ The Editor 
of The Athaueum takes a most gloomy 
viow of tho situation, which is fraught 
with an atmosphoro of hostility and sus¬ 
picion inimical to a revival of criticism. 
Yet he sees in such a rovival the only 
way of salvation, theonly moans of heal¬ 
ing the internecine feud which is now 
convulsing the young literary world. 

“For my own part I am convinced 
that a hotter way is to lure back tho 
modernists to a study of great writers 
by presenting them in a more palatable 
form, not by compressing or abridging 
them—for that has been tried before 
—but by having them re-written in con¬ 
formity with present-day standards by 
eminent contemporary writors. This 
notion had been germinating in my 
head for some time past, hut 1 did not 
soo my way cloar until I read tho 
luminous and epoch-making remark of 
Mr. C. K. Shorter, that he would 
sooner have written Tovi Jones than any 
book published thesotwo hundred years. 
In a moment, in a flash, my scheme 
took shape. 1 Ho shall write it, or rather 
re-write it,’ I said to mysolf, and I have 
already submitted to this eminent man 
of letters my rough scenario of the lines 
on which Fielding’s novel should be 
brought home to the Georgian mind. 
In roply he has made a counter-sug¬ 


gestion that the characters should be 
rearranged on a Victorian basis, Char¬ 
lotte Bronte replacing Sophia,T hAck- 
ekay Mr. Allworlhy, while the titlo- 
r6lo should bo assigned to an enter¬ 
prising publisbor. But 1 am not with¬ 
out hope that ho will adopt my plan. 

"The revival of interestintheworksof 
Richardson, tho other groat oighteenth- 
century novolist, is, 1 think I may 
safely say, a foiogone conclusion. Miss 
Dorothy Richardson lias enthusiasti¬ 
cally welcomed the proposition that sho 
should reconstruct the romances of her 
illustrious namosako, and confidently 
expects, on tho basis of tho mothod 
employed by her in The Tunnel, that 
she will bo ablo to excavate at least a 
hundred volumes from the materials 
supplied in Sir Charles Gramlison and 
Clarissa■ Harlmre. 

“Nor shall wo overlook the earlier 
masters. Professor Ciiamiierlin, whoso 
thrilling lectures on Queen Eli/.adeth 
and Lord Leicester have boon tho 
talk of tho town for tho last fortnight, 
has kindly undertaken to organise a 
new variorum vorsion of the l'lays of 
Shaknvkare, with tho assistance of 
Mr. Looney, tho writer of tlip roccntly- 
puhlishcd and final work on the author¬ 
ship of the plays. Milton will bo pre¬ 
sented in both verso and prose, Mr. 
Make field having promised to re-wnto 
his epic in six-lined rhymod stanzas, 
shorn of Latinisms; while a famous 
novelist, who does not wish her name 
to appear at present, has consented to re¬ 
cast it in tho form of aromancoundcrtho 
titlo of The Miseries of Mephislophdes. 

“Returning to tho eighteenth century, 
I am glad to he able to say that a bril¬ 
liant reconstruction of Porn’s Dunciatl 
is promised by tho Sitwell family, in 
which the milk-and-water school is held 
up to ridicule, with Tennyson in the 
place of dishonour’formerly occupied 
by TnEODALD. With a magnanimity 
that cannot bo too highly commended, 
tho staff of The Times has undertaken 
to adapt another forgotten work under 
the titlo of Grey's Eulogy, with spocial 
reference to tho work of the Loaguo of 
Nations. 

“ I confess to fooling rather doubtful 
as to the possibility of reviving any in¬ 
terest in the works of Scott, Dickens 
and Thackeray. They aro at once too 
near and too far. Still I hope to per¬ 
suade Miss Rebecca W ebt to try her 
hand at Vanity Fair. Then there is 
George Eliot, another uncertain quan¬ 
tity, though perhaps something might 
be made of The Mill on the Floss if it 
’were renamed Tullivcr’s Travels, and 
given an up-to-date industrial atmo¬ 
sphere by Mr. Arnold Bennett. I 
have my eye on Mr. Lytton Stiiachey 
as the man who could make a fine 


modern version of Tom Brmvn’s School¬ 
days. At the moment he is too busy 
with his Life of Queen Victoiiia, but 1 
feel sure lie wi 11 not lightly abandon so 
splendid an opportunity of unmasking 
the pedantry and pietism of Dr. Arnold 
and throwing the white light of truth 
on ‘ Rugby Chapel.’ ’’ 


BIRD CALLS. 
hi. 

The robin holps to brighten Winter 
days 

And, if you listen carefully, lie says, 
“Oh please, oil please do leavo somo 
crumbs for me; ” 

It’s greed, but still lie says it cheorily. 

The starling rolls bis “ r’s ” with unctu¬ 
ous joy 

And, preening, wonders whom bo may 
annoy, 

Then imitates a ben, a water-fowl 
And next tho “Be quick” of a white 
barn-owl. 

The heron has a fierce and yellow oyo 
Ami eats up all our fishes on the sly; 
There scorns to bo but one bo deigns to 
like, 

For all I hear him say is simply "Pike.” 

Treo-crrepevs, liko somo busy brown 
fiold-mice, 

Unwearying chase the furtive fat wood- 
lico, 

Then round tho oak-tree’s bole thoy 
slyly poop 

And tell you what you thought you 
know—" Wo crcop.” 

This is the way the sparrow calls his 
mate; 

He says it oarly and ho says it late, 
lie says it softly, but ho says it clear: 
"Como unto me, como unto me, my 
dear.” 

Dress at the Curzon Wedding. 

“ Princess-wore a black bat, n cloak 'of 

tailless ermine, and a black and silver toque." 

Daily Telegraph. 

“ Then camo Mrs.-in a dull golf hat.” 

Daily Graphic. 

As a protest, we suppose, against the 
other lady’s extravagance in wearing 
a couple of hats. 

"John-, a coloured man, was charged 

with using obscure language in Maria Streot. 
Tho magistrates fined him 5s." — Welsh Paper. 

Most unfair 1 Lots of men do the very 
samo thing in Parliament and get paid 
four hundred pounds a year for it. 

Heading from pp. 516,517 of Punch’s 
official rival, The Telephone Directory : 
“Subscribers should not enoaok 

TUB TELEPHONISTS IN CONVERSATION." 

We should ourselves have plaoed the 
asterisks after the word “ the.” 
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AT THE PLAY. 

“Why Maury?” 

This is a protracted discussion of a 
venerable topic and takes place in a 
sun-parlour, which I regret to say is 
tho brightest thing about it. 

John is a dollar-snob—it is John's 
parlour—and has two sisters, Jean and 
Helen. John is easily tho heavy-woight 
champion in stage brothers. Sister 
Jean, who is ontirely dependent on 
John, loves a poor man, but under 
John's guidance traps a rich ono. Sister 
Helen (who has a job) also loves a poor 
man, but thinks marriage not good 
onough. This was, I imagino, due 
chiefly to living with John and 
Mrs. John. She may have got 
a touch of tho sun-parlour. 

Her man is a terrific young 
scientist, who onco with four 
colleagues deliberately let a 
dungorous Cuban mosquito 
nibble his arm. The colleagues 
died whilo Ernest survived, 
which I regretted. Howovorhe 
bocamo demonstrator at the 
Institute of Bacteriology, with 
Helen as his assistant, and in 
tho excitement of the imminent 
discovery of his now bacillus 
tho two spend the night in 
the laboratory totally unchap- 
eronod. Tho discovery saved 
thousands of American babes, 
but it ruinod Helen's reputa¬ 
tion. 

Hero the narrative becomes 
confusod, but anyhow John, 
who was a trustee of the In¬ 
stitute, spoilt the throe Acts in 
alternately sacking and rein¬ 
stating Helen and Ernest, in 
thinking of a salary, doubling 
it, adding thousands of dol¬ 
lars to it and taking away tho 
salary first thought of, togethor with 
the additions (and so da capo), according 
as he wished to provent tho murriago 
because of Ernest's poverty, or bring 
it off bebauso of Ernest's disposition to 
take Helen to Paris (Franco) and dis¬ 
pense with ompty rites, or postpono it 
to gain time, or, on tho contrary, have 
it celebrated between tho dressing 
and tho dinner gongs in order to 
announce it to important members of 
the family, who, if I understood the 
butler aright, had already fallen on 
their food whilo host and hostess, two 
pairs of lovers, Uncle Everett and 
Cousin John were bickering in the sun- 
parlour. 

Cousin Theodore, a guileless and 
dollarloss clergyman, padded about on 
the outskirts of the disoussion, making 
obvious remarks about tho sanctity of 
marriage and enunciating the highest 


principles, which ho promptly swal¬ 
lowed. But it was Uncle Everett, tho 
judge (the only human figure in the 
bunch), who grasped tho fact (long after 
I did, but let that pass) that tho two 
principal young egotists simply lovod 
being talked over at puch gross length. 
To put an end to the businoss he used 
a trick whereby, apparently according 
to tho law of tho unnamod State in 
which the parlour was situate, the two 
wore legally married without intending 
it. They had the tact to accept this 
solution, and this softonod my heart 
towards them for the first timo. 

It was amusing to see Mr. Aubrey 
Smith wondering how on earth ho had 


culties of marriage and the conven¬ 
tional hypocrisies that hedge round 
that honourable institution, but just 
forgot that serious argument cannot 
easily be conveyed through the medium 
of fantastically impossible and unin¬ 
teresting people in an extravagantly 
farcical situation. The play was kindly 
reeoived. .—. • T. 

THE MADNESS OF THE MACNAMARA. 

(From the Gaelic—with apologies to 
Bon Gavltjkb.) 

Wekkrkes swore a feud 

Against the clan McGeorgy; 

Marched to Leamington 
To hold a pious orgy; 

For they did rosolve 
To extirpate tho vipers 
With thirty stout M.P.s 
And all the Northsquith 
“pipers.” 

“ Lads,” said IIoooe and Benn 
To their faithful scholars, 

“ Wo shall need to fight 
To rotate the dollars ; 
Here's Mhiomac-Namara 
Coming with his henchmen, 





•WHY MAURY?’ 


Mr. C. Avnimr Smith {Uncle Everett). “I)o rov know the 
answer?" 

Miss Hknmktta Waixox (T,ucij). "There ark a ooon many 

QUESTIONS ABOUT THIS IT,AY THAT 1 WOULDN'T CARE TO HAVE 
TO ANSWER.” 

got into this play, and Mr. A. E. George 
prowling about the stage intent appar¬ 
ently on showing how many ways there 
are of uttering “Pshaw 1” and “Tut- 
tut!" or noise to that effect. It isn’t 
as easy as it ought to be to do justice 
to players playing impossible parts; to 
Miss Henrietta Watson struggling 
pluckily and skilfully with lior Mrs. 

John; or to Mr. Cowley Wright or Miss 
Rosa Lynd, so perfectly appalling did 
Ernest and Helen seem to mo and so 
anxious was I to get them off to Paris 
respectably or otherwise. They never, 
by the way, gave me tho faintest im¬ 
pression that they could ever have done 
work of any value in their laboratory. 

’ I have no idea what the moral of 
this modern mystery play may be, but 
I did gather that the authoress was 
seriously perplexed, not perhaps in any 
startlingly new way, about the diffi- 


And sovoral Front- Bonch 
men.” 

* A-- * 

“ Coot-tay to you, Sirs,” 

Said Mhic-mac-Namara 
In a voice that rcachod 

From fjeamington to Tara; 
“ So you Yl drum us out 
To onjoy your plunder, 
Adding to a crime 
Suicidal blundor." 

But the bravo Woofrocs, 
Heedless of his bawling, 
Drowned him with the storm 
Of their caterwauling; 

So Mhic-mac-Namara 
And the valiant Kell A way 
Gave some warliko howls' 

And in haste got well away. 

In this sorry style 
Died ta Liberal Party, 

Which in days of old 
Had boen strong and hearty; 
This, good Mr. Punch, 

Is ta true edition ; 

Bore's your fery coot health 
And—bless ta Coalition I ' 


Another Impending Apology. 

11 We aro glad to be able to state in referenoe 
to our Pastor that, though muoh improved in 
health, ho is still unfit to resume his work 
amongst us."- Congregational Magasine. 

“This should bring joy to the heart of 
evory resolutionary Socialist." 

The Workers’ Dreadnought, 

All the Socialists we have met answer 
to this description. 
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ADVENTURES OF A POST-WAR SPORTSMAN. 

P.-W.S. (otter-hunting for the first time). “ Tired? Cooked to a tuunI 1 wouldn’t ’ave come ho far but one of your 

CHAPS TOr.n ME YOU ’AD A STRONG DllAQ Ur T1IE RIVER AND 1 THOUGHT WE MIGHT ALL GO 'OME IN IT. AND NOW BAYS IT’8 
ONLY A SMELL 'E MEANT.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

I should certainly call Mr. Compton Mackenzie our first 
living expositor of London in fiction. Indeed the precision 
with which, from his Italian homo, he can recapture the 
aspect and atmosphoro of London neighbourhoods is itself 
an astonishing feat. In The Vanity Girl (Cassell) he has 
happily abandoned the rather breathless manner induced 
by the migratious Sylvia Scarlett, and returns to the 
West Kensington ol Sinister Street, blended subsequently 
with that theatricol Bohomia in which Jenny Pearl danced 
her little tragedy. There is something (though by no 
means all) of the interest of Carnival in the now stage 
story; that the adventures of Dorothy lack the compelling 
charm of hSr predecessor is inevitable from the difference 
in temperament of the two heroines and tho fact that Mr. 
Mackenzie with all his art has been unable to rouse more 
than dispassionate interest in what is really a study of 
successful egotism. From the moment when, in the first 
chapter, we encounter Dorothy (whoso real name was 
Norah) washing her hair at a window in Lonsdale Road, 
an eligible cul-de-sac ending in a railway line, beyond 
which a high rampart marked the reverse of the Earl's Court 
Exhibition panorama, to that final page on which we take 
leave of her as a widowed countess, sacrificing her future 
for the sake of an Earl’s Gourt of a different genre, her 
Career, sentimental, financial and matrimonial, is told with 
amazing vivacity but a rather conspicuous laok of emotional 


appeal. It is perhaps an unequal book; in parts as good 
as tho author's best, in others hurried and perfunctory. 
Ono of our more superior Reviews was lately debating Mr. 
Mackenzie's command of tho “ memorable phrase.” There 
are a score hero that I should delight to quote, oven if the 
setting is not always entirely worthy of them. 

So long as “ Bebta Buck ” will write for us such pretty 
books as Sweethearts Unmet (Hoddeii and Stoughton), 
wo need never feol ourselves dependent on Amorica for 
our supply of sugary novels. This home-grown variety 
is just as sweet, and roally, 1 think, may bo guaranteed not 
only harmless but positively beneficial. Tho authoress has 
evidently a tender pity for tho young men and women whom 
our social conditions doom oither to have no companions 
among their contemporaries or only the wrong ones. Her 
horoine represents the too-much-shelterod girl alone in an 
elderly circle, her hero tho lonely young man who has no 
means of getting to know people of his own sort (I can’t say 
class, becauso the authoress seems rather uncertain about 
that herself). Her story is written in altcrnuto instalments 
by “ the boy ” and “ the girl,” a method which encourages 
intimacy in the telling as well as a sort of gushing attention 
to the reader not so pleasant. Miss Nora Schlkgel has 
drawn a pretty picture of Julia and Jack to adorn tho 
wrapper, and I can assure everyone who cares to know it 
that they are just as nice as they look; Jack's passion 
for abbreviation (“rhodos” for rhododendrons) being tho 
only, ground of quarrel I have with them or their creator. 
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Of a war-story roviowed 
in those pages some 
months ago I romombor 
taking occasion to say that 
tho author had damaged 
his offect hy a too obvious 
wish to injure tho repu¬ 
tation of a certain cavalry 
brigade (or words to that 
effect). Well, a hook that 
I have just been reading, 
The Squadroon (Lank), 
might in some sense be 
rogarded as a countorblast 
to tho former volume, 
since its writer, Major 


the censorship still prevented anything like carping critioism 
of matters near the battle-front, The Glory of the Coming 
(Hoddkr and Stoughton) naturally resolves itself into a 
psean of praise of the French and British armies in general 
and the American troops in particular, both white ana black. 
Mr. Ibvin S. Comb brings good credentials to his task, for 
ho saw tho advance of the German army through Belgium 
in 1914, and in this book he describes the combined resist¬ 
ance to their last great effort before defoat. Tho accident, 
if we may so call it, to the Fifth Army has had nowhere a 
more eloquent apologist. “ They were like ants; they were 
like flies,” he says of the Germans; “thoy left their dead 
lying so thickly behind that finally the ground seemed as 
though it wore covered with a grey carpet.” There are 
interesting strictures in the lator chapters on some of the 
quaint semi-official delegations and personages who per¬ 
suaded the United States Government to let them come over 
and visit the War; and there aro a numbor of quito good 

yarns of the Yankee pri¬ 
vate, related in the Yankee 

_ _.•__a style. But better than all 

... ", |§j||l the American stories 1 

=—= ' —"H USH I 1^0 that of the 

c' Bedfordshire soldier who, 

HIM w l 10n as kcd by tho writer 

Pi to direct him toBlerincourt 

) j I am rather a stranger 

MbUm\ I nips by tho way I ought 
to make if quito clear 
/ M H I 1 that flic title refers to the 

00,n ' n R °t tho American 
[iffy-* m • troops, and tliat, although 

gf the lino, “ He is trampling 

dmlllilJlMi //Jb l aM fik 0l, t tho vintage where 

t,) , ffiklm ' >1 [ iff tho grapes of wrath are 

Mlm lWMitt ill \mlim s toi-ed," is also quoted in 

P 1 mlMM the prefatory stanza, thore 

“ is nothing in the book 
-o proprietor)) haws instructed their about Mr. “ PrSBYFOOT " 
ion or use of a word by it guost. If JOHNSON. 


[“I hear of a scasido hotel wlnwo proprietors li.no instructed their 
stuff never to correct tho pronunciation or use of a word by a guest. If 
it is necessary to use the same term in the conversation the guest's form 
of it is the one to Ire used; it saves a lot of irritation, if not actual 
humiliation."— Deal a Ncirs,] 

Waiter (n-ith antiiipnlive tact) t« ho’Ulny customer. "Any itonsu 
doovkiis, Sin ? ” 


I suppose the War did 
throw up a great number of 
worthy pomposities genu¬ 
inely eager to sorve their 


Abdkrn Beaman, D.S.O., has admittedly intonded it as a country in some conspicuous and applauded way. and old Mr. 
vindication of the work of the cavalry in the Great War. I Thompson, the principal figure in Young Hearts (IIohder and 
can say at once that the defence could scarcoly havo found Stoughton), may be taken, on tho authority of J. E. Buck- 
a bettor advocato. Major Beaman (who, 1 think super- hose, as an East Hiding variant of the typo. He had always 
fluously, figuros in his own pages in the fictional character some patent scheme for winning tho War or improving the 
of Padre) has writton ono of tho most interesting records Peace, and no doubt deserved all the ragging be got, though 
that I havo read of personal experience on the Western I lost my zest in the matter before the author did. Mr. 
Front. Partly this is explained by his fortunate possession Thompson bad two daughters; a minx (almost too minx-like 
of a style at once sincere, sanoly balanced and always for belief) and a never-told-ber-love maiden of sterling worth, 
engaging Also his story, apart from the matter of it, The latter marries the good-young-man-under-a-cloud fthe 
reveals in tho men of whom he writes (and incidentally in cloud was, of course, a misapprehension or, alternatively, nad 
tho writor himself) a combination of just those qualities a silver lining), though the minx shamelessly tried to " bag 
that wo like to call essentially British. Cavalrymen of him,” as she did every eligible male, the good sister tamely 
course will read it with a special fervour; but I am mis- submitting under the impression apparently that the other 
taken'if its gonial temper doos not disarm oven so difficult was a perfect darling. I indeed seemed to be the only 
a critic as the ex-infantry Lieutenant—than which 1 could person who really understood what a little beast she was— 
hardly say more. In short, The Sqvadroon is a belated and possibly the author, who finally allotted to her the 
war book in which tho most weary of such matters may beautiful unsatisfactory young man with the emotional 
well recapture their interest. tenor. Commended for easy seaside reading. 

Written in the last great ebb and flow of the War, when To Recalcitrant House-owners : Let and let live. 



































































Mat 28 , 1920 .] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 



CHARIVARIA. 

Bohemia has decided to have a 
Coalition Government. Several Lon¬ 
don morning papers are prepared to 
offer them one in good going condition, 
providing they pay cost of transit. 

According to a conjtomporary,“rabbits 
arc worth less when thoy are skinned by 
the shopkeeper.” So is the customer. 

* * ' 

“ It is of greater advantage to know 
the Welsh language,” says Professor 
Trow, “ than to know French.” That 
is, of course, if you wish to use it for 
defensive purposes. 

Sir Gordon IIewaut has declined to 
“ make any attempt to consider what 
is to happen after the next election.” 
The fact of "the matter is that The Daily 
Mail itself has not yot decided. 

* * 
i'i 

It is reported that an opposition 
League of Nations is to he started 
among countries addicted to war. The 
League will take oognisanoe of all out¬ 
breaks of peace. * 

A peculiar incident is reported from 
a large town in the South of England. 
It appears that one day last week a 
bricklayer lost count of the number of 
bricks ne had laid, with the result that 
a recount had to be made to enable him 


to ascertain whether ho had finished 
for the day or not. 

The Post Office Workers' Union Con¬ 
ference at Morecambo declared last 
week that the Government was “with¬ 
out capacity, courage or principle.” 
Apart from these defects they have no 
fault to find with it. 

* ' 

Sir Jagadiz Chgndeu Bose, lectur¬ 
ing at Westminster School, said that 
plants, like human boings, are sensitive 
to pain. Somo of the war-time allot¬ 
ment marrows we heard so much of 
must have suffered badly from obesity. 

Most actors, in the opinion of an 
official of the Actors' Association, are 
better off than thoy used to be. But 
what we frant to see is an improvement 
when thoy are on. 

. * 

American shipping circles deny the 
rumour that they are building a liner 
measuring thirtocn hundred feet in 
length. \Ve felt at the time that this 
vessol must have been a Canardor. 

* * 

Although a hoavy safe was bodily re¬ 
moved from a small house in Wolver¬ 
hampton during the night, not one of 
tbe tour persons sleeping in the next 
room was awakened by the burglars. 
Such thoughtfulness on the part of the 
intruders deserves the greatest credit. 


“A singlo greenfly,” declared a speaker 
at a mooting of tho R.S.P.C.A., "may 
have fifteen thousand descendants in a 
week.” This almost equals the record 
of tho Chicago millionaire who recently 
died intestate. ... .. 

A motor-cyclist who was thrown from 
his machine as a result of colliding with 
a car near Birmingham was asked b) 
(lie occupants of tho latter why ho did 
not look where ho was going. This in 
our opinion is a most difficult thing to 
do, as ono’s destination is so uncertain 
until the actual landing takes place. 

V 

On being sentenced to six mouths’ 
imprisonment at a London Polico Court 
last vveok a burglar throw his hoot at the 
magistrate and used insulting language 
towards him. Wo understand that in 
future only law-abiding criminals will 
be allowed inside the court. 

, V 

A Hackney boy has dug up a Queen 
Anne shilling. We understand that, on 
hearing the price of sugar, tho shilling 
asked to be put back again. 

The old gentleman who, after reading 
in the daily papers that all hairy cater¬ 
pillars should be destroyed at sight on 
aeoount of their destructive powers, tried 
to orush a Socioty lady’s pet Pekinese 
in Hyde Park with his foot is now sup¬ 
posed to be short-sighted. 
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THE VIRTUE THAT BEGINS AWAY FROM HOME 

(as illustrated by an American sample of missionary 
seal). 

In Kuropo’s hour of darkest night 

That daunts tho faith of saga and seer 
I long to sharo tho morning light 
Diffusod in yonder hemisphere; 

There all is joy and radiance (just 
As when on Eden first tho sun rose), 

Thanks to the Power that holds in trust 
That legacy of Colonel Monroe’s. 

But out of those so halcyon skies 
Chill blasts of disillusion blow 
■When I observe with pained surprise 
The state of things in Mexico; 

And "Why,” I ask, "in Ileavon’s name, 

Can’t ‘Cod’s own country’ (U.S.A.) go 
And, by tho right nono else may claim, 

Put it across tho dirty Dago?” 

Then I reflect: "’Tis not so strange; 

Some virtues best begin at home, 

But others, of superior rango, 

Prefer to start beyond tho foam; 

There are who mend the ills at hand, 

But thoso whose aims are oven bigger 
Seek out a far and savago land 
There to convert the godloss niggor. 

"This chance, no doubt, distracts the Yank 
From sinners at his very door; 

No local cure, ho feels, can rank 
With efforts on a distant shore; 

His heart to Sinn Foin’s gospel wed, 

And by its beauty deeply bitten, 

Ho sends his dollars forth to spread 

Tho fear of hell in heathen Britain.” O. S. 


THE BEST PICTURE IN THE ACADEMY. 

Let me soo. I must have been battling my way through 
tho Galleries stop by step for an hour and three-quarters, 
and I haven’t yet decided which is tho best picture. 

But then it's no easy matter to tnako up ono’s mind when 
there are so many, many pictures—and so many, many 
people. 

And some of them, I’m sorry t> say, aro not quite so 
considerate as they might bo. For instance, I had nearly 
chosen Mr. Clausen's Shepherd Boy: Sunrise. I was 
imagining the hush, the solitudo. Suddenly two inexorable 
hats wore thrust between ine and tho canvas, while two in¬ 
exorable voices carried on a detailed discussion about what 
Doris (whoever Doris may be) was woaring at tho wedding 
yestorday. 

It wasn’t fair to mo; and it wasn’t fair to the Shepherd 
Hoy. I know he hasn’t got a faco, poor follow. But is 
that a reason for putting ideas into his head ? 

It sooms to me the crush is fiercer than ovor in front 
of tho picture over there. Probably 1 shall find that to be 
the best of all; No. U74\ Mr. J. J. Shannon’s Sir Oswald 
Stoll. Ah, I see. These ladies aro simply using the un¬ 
fortunate gentleman as a looking-glass to tidy their hair in. 

But oh, Sir Oswald, do I really look as tired as all that ? 
Yes, you ’re right; 1 am tired. 1 ’ll go and sit down. ■ 

Not a vacant seat anywhere. .... Yes, there is—quick! 
At the far end of the Galleries. Now isn’t it just like the 
Supreme War Coicncil to have left that one chair empty for 
mo at their table? 


No, it’s a trick 1 The artist know I should nover have 
the effrontery to sit there, right under tho Prime Minister's 
nose. Vory well,Mr. Olivier, exhausted thoughl am, I shall, 
not vote for you either. 

There’s a dull pain all down my spine. My feet aro like 
lead. Give it up? Nover! I will not leave until I have 
found the masterpiece. 

But I can stem the tide no longoy. I surrender myself 
to the mob and let it bear me whither it wills . . , 

Where ami? Oh, tho Architectural Room. Throngedthis 
afternoon, like all tho others. And yet, once upon a time, bo- 
foro I grew old and weary - heavens, how weary!—I remem¬ 
ber this room with only one other person in it, and she- 

Why, boro! Right in front of mo; No. 1X35: London 
County Westminster and Parr's Hank, Ltd.: Brondesbury 
branch. That's it. That's the best picture in the Academy 1 
Not so much because of its chiaroscuro, not because 
of its romantic associations, but because, immediately op¬ 
posite that branch-bank, there’s a placo whore at last, at 
long, long last—ah 1—-I can sit down. 


OPEN DIPLOMACY. 

Stung to the quick by tho accusation of secrecy hurled 
at him by a portion of tho Press in connection with the 1 
conference at Lympne, Mr. Lloyd George has arranged, 
with M. Millkuand, wo understand, to make the next, 
encounter, on French soil, a vastly different affair. As a 1 
delicato compliment to tho Welsh blood.shared by the! 
Prime Minister and the greatest of our Tudor kings, and! 
through tho courtesy of Sir Philip Sassoon who has \ 
kindly promised to defray tho whole of tho expenses, tho j 
wise en seine will bo arranged to resemble, almost to tho 
minutest detail, the Field of the Cloth of Gold. 

* -I- si! :}e ‘I: j 

The place of meeting will bo botween ArdresandGuisnes. i 
Hundreds of skilful workmen, if they do not happen to be! 
on strike, will ho employed in erecting tho pavilions that 
aro to lodge the two statesmen, who will meet in open 
field, hut not he allowed, either of them, to visit tho camp 
of the other lest they ho suspected of secret diplomacy. 
M. Millerand and Mr, Lloyd George will first meet rid¬ 
ing on horsoback, and each wearing as much cloth of gold 
and silver as can possibly bo put upon their backs. Mimio 
jousts and mock combats will be hold. Lord Derby, Lord 
Riddell and Mr. Philip Kerr will all oncounlor chosen 
French champions. Six days will be givon to tilting with 
tho Innco, two to fights with tho broadsword on horseback, 
two to fighting on foot at the barriers. Mr. Lloyd George 
will wrestle with M. Millerand. 

# # * * 

On the last day there will be a gorgeous masque, at which 
tho Prime Minister will appear accoutred asllorcules, wear¬ 
ing a shirt of silver damask, with a garland of green damask 
cut into vino and hawthorn leaves on his head, and in his 
baud a club with fourteen spikes. His Nemoan lion skin 
will he of cloth of gold, and his buskins of the same material. 
Fountains of French wino will play in the British marquee. 
M. Millerand's chief pavilion will have a magnificent dome, 
sustained by one huge mast, covered with cloth of gold and 
lined with blue velvet, with all the orbs of heaven worked 
on it iu gold, and on the top outside a hollow golden figure 
of St. Michael. All the Press, but particularly those repre¬ 
senting Lord Nobthcliffe’s papers, will be not only 
allowed, but entreated and cajoled, to go everywhere and see 
everything, to play about with tho ropes of the tents and 
take snippets of doth of gold for souvenirs. 

* Hi * * * - . 

Ob, how different from Lympne (pronounoed " mph ”) I 
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Magistrate (to incorrigible vagrant on his thirteenth appearance). “I’m tired of seeing you, and don't know whether to send 
Y llt; TO GAOL OH THE WORKHOUSE.” 

Vagrant. “Make it gaol, hy lid, as there you do get a room to ykiiself, whereas in the work’us you never know 

WHO YOU RUB SHOULDERS WITH.” 


HAMPSTEAD. 

The trouble about Hampstead is that 
it is so very much further from Ken¬ 
sington than Kensington is from it. 
Every day, I believe, there pass be¬ 
tween Kensington and Hampstead tele¬ 
phone conversations something like 
this:— 

Kensington. When are you coining 
to see us ‘l 

Hampstead. Why don't you come 
here instead ? 

Ken. It's such a fearfully long way. 

llamp. I liko that. Do you know 
that a bus runs the wholo way from 
here to Kensington ? 

Ken. I don't blame it. But I’m jolly 
suro it doesn’t go baok again. 

Then Hampstead rings off in a rage 
and nothing is dono about it. 

Mr. Budyard Kipling must surely 
have known of this regrettable estrange¬ 
ment or be would never have sung— 

‘i North is North and West in West, aud never 
tho twain shall meet 

Except in the Tube at Leicester Square or 
the corner o£ Oxford Street.” 

Anyhow you will find that peoplo 
living in Ilampstoad tend more and 
more to regard themselves us dwellers 
in the mountains, and take defiantly-to 
wearing plaid shawls and big hobnail 
brogues, and carry alpenstocks in the 
U nderground with them. They acquire, 


moreover, the keen steady gaze of those 
who live in constant communion with 
the silent hills, so different from the 
Oriental fatalism in the eyes of the 
Kensingtonite, which comes from the 
eternal contemplation of tho posters of 
Chit Chin Chow. 

It is possible, however, to visit Hamp¬ 
stead, if you aro sufficiently venturous, 
by bus, tube, tram or train. If you are 
very rich tho best way is to take a taxi¬ 
cab as far as Chalk Farm, whoro Lon¬ 
don's milk supply is manufactured. You 
cannot go further than Chalk Farm by 
taxi-cab, because thodrivor will explain 
that he is afraid of turning giddy, hav¬ 
ing no head for heights. You have their 
tho choice of two courses, either to pur¬ 
chase tho cab outright and drive it your¬ 
self, or to finish your journey by the 
funicular railway. 

Let us suppose that you have done 
the latter and emerged on tho final peak 
which surmounts the Hampstead range. 
On your way upwards you will havo 
been oharmed by the number of pic¬ 
turesque houses which seem to have 
been thrown at the side of the hill and 
to have stuck there, and also by the 
luxuriant groves of cocoanut palms and 
orange and banana trees which the 
L.C.O. has thoughtfully planted topro- 
vide sustenance Tor London on its Whit¬ 
suntide Bank Holiday. It is indeed a 
pleasant thought that so many hard¬ 


working people are able on this day to 
snatch a little leisure in tho good old 
English fashion on the swings aud 
roundabouts and forsake the weary 
routine of watching American films. 
These great crowds picnic also on tho 
greensward, bringing their food in 
paper wrappers, so that a student of 
such matters can easily gauge the pro¬ 
portionate circulation of our principal 
morning dailies by taking a walk 
round Hampstead Heath early on Whit- 
Tuesday morning. 

When you have reached the last sum¬ 
mit you will find yourself confronted 
by a frowning Gothic pile known as 
Jack Straw’s Castle, and a large flag¬ 
staff’ on which the flag is only flown 
when the castellan is in residence. 
There is also a pond whoro the inhabit¬ 
ants of Hampstead, both old and young, 
swim their dogs after stioks and float a 
great variety of boats. On fine morn¬ 
ings there is such a confusion of boats 
and sticks and barking dogs that, if you 
are luoky, you can come up with an 
Irish terrier and an ash plant and go 
down rather proudly with a Newfound* 
land and the latest model of Sham-, 
rock XIV. 

Looking downwards, from the top 
you will discern on the open slopes ana 
twinkling amongst the vegetation a 
vast multitude of white poles.' On 
Saturday afternoons, I believe, there' 
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nre more polos on Hampstead Heath 
than in the whole of Kieff. Each polo 
is attached to a boy scout, and it has 
been calculated that, if all tho boy 
scouts in Hampstead vrero to set their 
polos end to end in a perfectly straight 
line from the llugstaff, pointing in a 
south-easterly direction, they would Do 
properly told off by their scout-masters 
for behaving in such an idiotic manner. 

Next perhaps in interest to tho boy 
scouts, both because of their quaint 
mediaeval costumo and the long lances 
which they carry in their hands, are 
the ranger's of Hampstead Heath. 
Feudal retainers of tho L.C.C., they 
sally ever and anon from their lairs 
with lances couched to spear up the 
pioces of paper which the people of 
London have left behind; and this 
paper-sticking is really the best sport 
to ho enjoyed now on Hampstead Jloath, 
unless one counts fishing for dace in 
tho ponds, which I take to bo the most 
contemplative recreation, excopt coal¬ 
mining, in the British Isles. 

Amongst tho very many famous 
people who oitlior live or have lived at 
Hampstead may ho mentioned Mr. 
(iicuAi.u in; Mauri Kit, Constable, Lord 
Byuon, Lord Lkvkiihulme, John Mase¬ 
field, Joe Beckett, the younger Fitt, 
Miss Marie Lloyd, Keats, Madame 
Pavlova, Komney, Claude Duval and 
Kichaud Tuiu’in, the last of whom, 1 
boliovo, boquealhod his spurs to the 
borough in grateful memory of all that 
it had done for him. There are no high¬ 
waymen to be mot at Hampstead Heath 
now, but tho solicitor and house-agent 
of tho man from whom I am trying to 

lease Number-but there, perhaps 

I had better not go into that just now. 
I cannot howevor omit to say a few 
more words about Keats, beeauso tho 
nation is trying to buy his house, 
although it has not yet been decided 
which of them is to live in it if they get 
it. In the gardon of this house the poet 
is said to have written his colebratod 
“ Ode to a Nightingale,” aud tho night¬ 
ingale may still he heard on Hamp¬ 
stead Heath in June. Presumably it is 
the same bird, and the lines, 

"Thou west not bom for death, immortal bird ; 

No hungry generations tread thco down," 

must be taken as a remarkable instance 
of literary foresight, for crowds of people 
have for years been trying in vain to 
trample the brave bird down and have 
evidently been hungry, or they would 
never have left so much sandwich-paper 
about. 

Oh, and there is yet one more notable 
resident of Hampstead, as you have 
doubtless just gathered, and that is 

myself, or will be if those accursed- 

but another titne, perhaps. Evoe. 



j. h.dowtlzo 


Conductor (to ahijlilniy passenger, iclio li is tang the bell several limes). “That’i.t. do, 
MY BANANA QUEEN. ONE JUNO IS SUFFICIENT - NOT ' Till; Ul.UF, Uul.I.S OF SCOTLAND.'” 


A PLEA TO TIIE EXCHEQUER. 

Less gifted souls may seok an earthly 
mute; 

Lonely for over I am doomod to he, 

For all my life to Art is dedicate ; 

Yoa, Art for mino or (speaking Eng¬ 
lish) mo. 

I ’vo put away the commonplace de¬ 
lights 

Of humbler folk to brood on things 
sublime; 

Rapt and aloof 1 over troad tho heights, 

Thinking groat thoughts and getting 
words to rhyme. 

» 

Maidens have passed before me, but no 
bride 

Among thorn all have I ossayod to 
choose; 


Sternly 1 'vo put the thought of lovo 
aside, 

An austere pool “wedded tothoMuso.” 

But now of ono small guerdon I am fain 
(A pool’s solace for the lovo ho lacks)— 
That this may qualify me to attain 
The married man’s robot from in¬ 
come-tax. 

Commercial Candour. 
“AMAZING SHOW OFT-'KIt. 

I,AST Sewn Days." 

Adrt. tn Daily Caper. 
Wo know this kind of shoe. 


“Paihiot, splendid talker, South African 
grov. in perfect condition ; good reason for 
soiling; doos not swear."- J'rorincial 1‘aper. 

Tastes differ, of eourso; but personally 
wo should not call this a “ good ” reason. 
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THE TARTAR PRINCESS. 

Sub wus staying at a Finnish hydro 
near Helsingfors. 1 asked for hor on 
the telephone and Iter old mother an¬ 
swered. 

“ Is it you, Monsieur Anatole ? Fancy 
ringing up so oarly—twelve o’clock! 
Of course Tatiana is in bed. One can 
soo you have boon away from your 
nativo country a long time. Wo loft 
Petersburg three months ago. Come 
and seo us at a reasonable time—say 
three o’clock—and we’ll tell you all 
about it.” 

My two years’ sojourn in England 
had accustomed mo to English ways. 
I had cortainly committed an indiscre¬ 
tion in ringing up my former clients (I 
was their legal advisor in Petersburg) 
at such an unconscionable time. 

I found Tatiana, in a smart black 
glace gown, reclining on a sofa and 
smoking a cigarette in a dull sitting- 
room, surrounded by other Russian 
emigres. She jumped up when she saw 
me. 

"At last, Monsieur Anatole,” she 
said. “ Y'ou remember when you loft 
Petersburg in 1918 f told you that you 
would bo submarined, but hero you aro 
back again safoly. I’m so glad." If or 
eyes shone and sho held out her littlo 
white hand. “You have brought it 
with you ? ” 

“ What with mo?” 

"The soap, of course. Surely you 
remember. I askod you to buy me 
somo Savon Ideal in Paris. It is the 
only kind that suits my skin.” 

“ But I haven't been to Paris." 

"You haven’t brought my soap! 
Why haven’t you been to Paris? ” 

“ I have been to London.” 

Sho pouted. " Why stay in Ijondon 
instead of Paris? What sdlincss! ” 

“And how did you got hero?” I 
asked. 

“ By sledge. It w as terribly exciting 
and illegal, of course, and dangerous. 
Petersburg's awful. All the pipos havo 
burst and there are no Russians thoro.” 

“ No Russians! ” I oxclaimed. 

"Becauso tho best people—I mean, 
of courso, the people who won't work— 
have all adopted other nationalities. 
We aro—what are wo, Mother?,” 

“ I think it’s Adgans, my dear," tho 
old lady chimed in. 

“Adgans,” I rcpoalod. 

“ Something of that sort,” said the 
Princess. “ It doosn't matter about tho 
name, but it’s more convenient. You 
are under the protection of your Gov¬ 
ernment and then your property bene¬ 
fits.” 

“ Do you mean Azerbaijans ? ” I 

asked. 

“-Oh, I daresay.” 


“ But what claim have you ‘to bo- 
come Azerbaijans ? ” 

“ Every claim," she answered with 
asperity. " Somebody had a property 
there once—either ono of our family 
or a friend. Why don’t your family 
bocome Esthonians? You’d find it 
much more convenient. Your father 
could leavo Petersburg.” 

" But he’s never been to Esthonia." 

“That's nonsense,” said Tatiana; 
“ he must have travelled through Reval 
at some time, and besides I remember 
ho went to Riga once to fight a case 
for the Government.” 

“ But Riga's in Latvia,” 1 protested. 

“ What does that matter? Anyhow 
we escaped with two huudred thousand 
roubles and one small trunk. The first 
few weeks wo had a great time here 
and spent all our money, hut after that 
we had to ‘ put our teoth on tho sholf.' " 

"But how did you manago without 
money ? ” 

“ Well, we sell our things—jowellery 
and clothes. I think you might at least 
have come hack through Paris; I can't 
understand how you forgot about the 
soap. You've no idea what bad mani¬ 
curists the Finns are; they'vo torn my 
fingornails to hits.” 

“ But when you 'vo sold all your 
clothes and jewellery what do you in¬ 
tend to do?" 1 asked. 

Tatiana laughed. “ Then there s 
tho house in Petersburg that will fetch 
quite a lot of money, and thero are n 
number of people hero who want it.” 

“ How can you sell a house to people 
who can't get to it? " I asked. 

Tatiana shrugged her shoyultlors. “Of 
course I can soli it all the better becau» o 
they don’t know the state it's in, 1 
think England must have made you 
rather silly. You wrote and asked mo 
to lunch without my husband and you 
know it’s not done in Petersburg; 
you've become quite English.” 

“ But last time wo met you were just 
divorcing the Count and l wasn’t quite 
sure of your relations with your new 
husband." 

Tatiana kissed the tips of her fingers. 
“ lio's lovely ! ” sho cried enthusiasti¬ 
cally. “ A real Cossack ollicer. Why, 
thero he is! Dmitri, this is Monsieur 
Anatole, our family lawyer. He 'll sell 
the house for us, and ho’s promised 
mo somo Savon Ideal from Paris. 
You ’ll go to Paris, won’t you ? ’’ she 
said, putting a very soductive face eloso 
to mine. 

I parried. “ It’s difficult for Rus¬ 
sians-” 

c " Oh. that’s all right; you can bocome 
a Czecho-Slovak. I can give yoa a 
letter; you need only stay there balf- 
an-hour when you ’re passing through." 

I felt ray cherished Russian nation¬ 


ality slipping away and my only safety 
seemed to lie in an instant departure. 
I caught her hand and kissed her pol¬ 
ished finger-tips. She bent forward and 
kissod my forehead. 

“ Good journey,” she said. 

" A happy time at home," I answered, 
and, saluting hor husband, I hurried 
to the door. 

" I’m glad there's a little bit of 
Russian left in you,” she called after 
me. “ And by the way you might 
bring two boxes of tho soap; it doesn’t 
last long.” 

ONE SPORTSMAN TO ANOTHER. 

You that I fancied my proy 
(Mine was the blunder)— 

Tlireo pounds I'd back you to weigh, 
Not an ounce under— 

Are you, liko prices to-day, 

Rising, I wonder? 

Triton were you among trout, 

Jaw tough as leather; 

I put it over your snout 
Light as a foather— 

Splash! and the line whizzing out 
Linked us together; 

Till, oro your fato I could sea!, 

Me you eluded; 

Back came tho lino to tho reel 
(Cast not included); 

Oft ’fcwixt the weed and tho creel 
Fish slip—as you did. 

So, since all winter, alack! 

1 have bemoaned you, 

Give me a chance to get hack 
Somo of my own duo 

Interest earn’d on the black 
Gnat that I loaned you. 

Then we ’ll bo for it, wo two 
(Luck to the winner!); 

Mcauwhilo be careful what you 
Take for your dinner; 

Fancy confections eschew— 

Blue, dun or spinner. 

Scorning (you ’ll grant me tho boon?) 
Other folk’s gay fly, 

Under the willow till June 
Sheltered and gale lie; 

1 shall be aftor you soon, 

I and my May-fly. 


“ I should bo very glad to havo a movement 
started to put un end to the extravagant, un¬ 
seemly and disedifying length to which ladies 
in this country have gone in adopting fashions 
of dross ."—Irish Pai«sr. 

Hitherto it had boon supposed that the 
objection to the modern modes was 
their excessive brevity. 


“ Coopers Wanted, dry or tight; only Society 
men need apply."— Adct. in Daily Paper. ~ 

Inebriation is no longer popular among 
Society men. 
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MUCH THE BETTER HALF. 

“ Then you moan that neither of you is coming to the 
concert?" said Margery. 

“ Speaking for myself," said John, “ the answor is in 
tho affirmative—or negative, just as you prefer. Any way, 
1 ’m not coming. Your worthy brother must decide for 
himself.” 

“ Our worthy brother-in-law has spoken for me, Margery,” 
I said; “ I also regret my inability to assist at the revels." 
“Then all I can say is I think you ’re a couple of pigs.” 

11 Margery, Margory,” said John, "really your lang¬ 
uage- I shall have to write to tho papers about you." 

“That’s the idea,” 1 joined in. ‘“The Modorn Flapper,’ 
by ‘ Broad-minded but Shockod.’ You’d belter look out, 
Margory, or you’ll never marry. The papors are full of 
letters about people liko you. There's a beauty this 
morning. Half a minute ; 1 ’ll road it to you." 

“Don’t troublo yourself, please,” said Margory, curling 
her lip up somowhere 
ovor her right eyebrow. 

“ No troublo at all, 
it’s a pleasure,” I said, 
turning ovor the pages. 

“ All 1 here we aro. This 
is signed ‘ Disgusted 
Ex-Soldier.’ Listen 
“‘Sib,—S peaking as 
one but recently return¬ 
ed to so-called civili¬ 
sation after tho horrors 
of two years of war 
[“ Conscript 1" said 
John] ,may I venture to 
give you my opinion of 
the Modorn Girl . . .’ ” 

“That’s you he 
means,” said John. 

“ Pali! ” said Mar¬ 
gery. 

“And bah! to you 
twice," said John. 

“Shush,both of you,” 

I said; “ listen to ‘ Dis¬ 
gusted Ex-Soldier ’:— 

‘“What was it kopt up our hearts and spirits during tho 
terrible days and nights in tho trenches ? ’ " 

“The Rum Ration,” cried John. “Hoar, hear. Loud 
cries of ‘ Down with Pussyfoot! ’ ” 

“ Nothing of tho sort,” I said. “ ‘ It was the thought of 
the sweet simplo girls at homo in England that nerved us 
during those frightful days.’ ” 

“ Was it ? So it was. Of course,” said John foobly, 
“I forgot." 

“ ‘ It was for them that we suffered as we did.’ ” 

“Did we? I moan was it? So it was,” said John, 
growing enthusiastic. “Good old ‘Ex-Soldier! ’ What’s 
ho say next?” • 

" ‘ And when we return at last from the toil and stress 
of war [Grunts of appreciation from John], what do wo 
find?”’ 

“ Pork and beans,” said John. 

I looked at him severely. 

“John,” I said, “this is no matter for idle jesting. 
Listen what the poor follow goes on to ,say, “‘What do 
wo find?’” 

“ Boiled bo- I don’t know, Alan,” he finished hur¬ 

riedly as I looked at him again. " 1—I don’t think I 
found anything.” 


“ ‘ We find,’ ” I continued, treating him with contumely, 
‘“a laughing, giggling, smoking, jazzing, frivolous and 
slangy crowd of ill-mannered flappors, devoid of all interest 
in the higher aspects of life and thinking only of the latest 
fox-trot. What hope havo I of finding among such as 
theso tho woman who will look after my home and bring 
up my children ? ’" 

“ Hooray! ” said John, “ that’s tho stuff to gie ’em.** 

Margery squeaked with indignation. 

“Look after his homo, indeed,” sho choked. “The 
impertinence of it! Tho conceited ape! Who does ho 
think he is ? ” 

“ Margory,” said John in his spocial deep tone, " you aro 
too young to understand these things.” 

“ Understand them! 1 should just think 1 am. I didn’t 
believe such conceit existed in a man nowadays." 

“It isn’t conceit, my dear Margery; it is tho Right 
Attitude to Adopt," said John, speaking in capitals. "Per¬ 
sonally, 1 admire the man. Begin as you mean to go on, 

say.” 

Margery snorted. 

“I should just liko 
to sco you beginning 
then,” she said. 

“ That is procisoly 
what I am going to do,” 
said John, leaning hack 
in his chair and stretch¬ 
ing his logs. “ I see 
now that 1 havo always 
boon too easy - going 
with Cecilia. From now 
onwards, however,there 
will bo a difference. 1 
shall ho master in my 
own house. In short 
— or— nous avons 
cluvntjit lout cola! Am 
I right, Alau ? ” 

“ Nothing to speak 
of,” I said; “but the 
idea’s good. Carry on, 
John." 

“ Ah, well, the idca-’s 
tho thing, as Shakbi’kauk said. Anyway, the point is that 
‘Ex-Soldier’ has awakened my sense of manhood. In 
future I shall, as I say, take my rightful position.” 

“ Indeed,” said Margery; “and how are you going to set 
about it?” 

"Well, here’s a caso to bogin with,” said John. “I 
havo said that I won’t bo dragged round to your beastly 
village revels to-morrow, and I stick to it. What Alan does 
is his own concern. For my part I shall spend to-morrow 
ovoning having a quiet million up on the table." 

“I’m with you,” I said; “wo will bash the globules 
togotlier.” 

Margery decided to change her tone. 

“ Don’t bo boastly, John,” she said ; “ you know Cecilia 
expects you to como with us.” 

John laughed softly. 

“ Precisely, my dear Margery," ho said, “ and that's a 
very good reason why I shouldn’t go. Cecilia always 
doos expoct me to do everything she wants. And I’m 
so good-natured I have always given way. But never 
again, Margery; I shall not come to the concert. I shall 
say to Cecilia, ‘ Cecilia, I am not coming to your conoert,’ 
and that will end the matter.” 

“Then I think ypu ’re a selfish beast,” said Margery. 

Just then Cecilia came into the room. 
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WHITSUN AUCTION AT OUR BOARDING-HOUSE. 

i liner has not led her suit against a “three no-lnmigis"), “NOT HAVINO (lealises the enormity of hoi 


Ruffled Veteran (whose partner has not led her suit, against a “ three 
offence)—na i:h— im.ayijd the uamk juefoki:, pawnkh '/ " 


“ And who's a selfish beast ? " she asked. 

■ “ Not mo, Cecilia," I said. Cocilia is my older sister, 
and I havo known her for many years. 

*' It’s John,” said Margery. “ Ho’s talking the most 
awful rot, and now ho says ho won’t como to the concert.” 

“Won't come to the concert?” said Cecilia, lifting her 
eyebrows. “ Of course he’s coming. Alan’s going to sing 
and John will probably have to say something.” 

I sat up straight and swallowed hard. 

“ No, Cocilia,” I gasped, " I really can’t sing. 1 ’ll turn 
up if you like and cheor and all that sort of thing, hut 
really I can't sing.” 

"Of course you can. You must. I'vo told them to put 
your namo down. Everybody has got to do something. 
It ’b for St. Dunstan’s, you know, and everyone for miles 
round is turning up.” 

I subsided, murmuring feebly. 

John was gazing moodily at the fire. 

" So that's that,” said Cecilia choorfully, resting her hand 
softly on his shoulder. “ And you 'd better bo thinking what 
to say to make the jolly old farmers stump up, my dear.” 

John cleared his throat. 

“ I ’ve —er—decided not to como to the coucert, dear," 
he said. 

"Don’t be ridiculous, John,” said Cecilia, cooing like a 
covey (or whatever it is) of doves. " Of course you ’ro 
coming. I've arranged it all." 

I think I’d rather stop at home, dear,” he said; “I 
pan—-er—look after Christopher and—er—there’s a bit of 
work I have to finish.” 

" Christopher will be in bed, and your old work can wait, 
just ,as it always has to.” 

“ Well, yot( know, darling,” said John, looking furtively at 


Margery and me, "I’m not much use at these social 
affairs. I always say the wrong thing.” 

“ I know you do, dear,” said Cecilia sweetly; “but they ’vo 
all hoard you beforo,-and nobody minds.” 

She paused a moment while John gulped. 

“ So that’s settled, isn’t it ? ’’ she said. 

John gulped again. 

TO A DENTIST. 

|“Dry cliiuiipiigix: is nil excellent iiumtli-wasli.”— hr. S/.v W.u no i:. 
at a Conference on J’rerenlion of hiseuses of the Teeth.] 

While in your dismal itulle d'altenlc I wait 
Aud with forgotten ranches idly toy, 
llow it will reconcile mo to my fate 

To muse upon the mouth-wash you employ. 

Or, squirming in tho plush-upholstered clmir, 

IIow shall I thrill with valour to observe 
Among tho implements of torture there 
A magnum of tho best, to brace my nerve. 

Not tho hooked probe nor hum of whirring file, 

The fearful forceps nor the needled lanco 
Will wholly banish my expeclaut smile 
That greets “ the foaming grape of eastern Franco.” 

E’en in that pass whereat tho boldest blench, 

The “ aching time ” will quickly turn to bliss, 
When, having borne the devastating wrench, 

I hear you murmur, “ Hinge your mouth with this.” 

I thank you, Dr. Wallace, for that word; 

My teotli, I'm sure, require attention soon; 

Ah! Widow Clicquot, how my heart is stirred 1 
Appointment? Jtight. To-morrow afternoon. 
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MEETING THE COUNTESS. * 

“Could youi find time to moot the 
Countess of Aire?' 1 inquired tho Vicar’s 
wife with her gracious smilo, after wo 
had chanced together at a cornor of our 
village stroot. “ At five o’clock,” sho 
added, “ at the cross-roads." 

“ I shall bo cliarmod,” said I. “ But 
what a funny ineoting-place.” 

11 It seems to me vory natural," said 
tho Vicar’s wife. 

“Is thcro going to be speoeh-raak- 
ing ? ” I asked. 

“ How absurd! ” sho answered. “ But 
of courso there will be a discussion.” 

" Who else will bo present ? ” I 
asked. 

" No one,” sho said. 

1 was never so puzzled in my life. 

“ It really scorns rather odd,” said I, 
“ that we should moot alone at the 
cross-roads. And it seorns so romantic 
too. At five o’clock, you said? I always 
think that is such a sentimental hour.” 

A bewildered look now crept into the 
Vicar’s wife’s face. 

" Are you joking or serious ? ” she 
said. " Perhaps I have not made my¬ 
self dear. I am simply asking if you 


could kindly meet tho Countess of Airo 
in place of the Vicar.” 

“ And I say I shall be charmed,” I 
repeated; “ and I think the prospect is 
most alluring, and I shall endeavour to 
do the occasion all honour. I shall put 
on my best mustard-coloured suit and 
my now green Tyrolean hat—tho one 
with the feather in it.” 

11 1 don’t see why you should, simply 
to meet the Countess of Aire.” 

“ But think of tho romance of tho 
meeting,” I urged. “Just fancy! It 
is to be at the cros3-roads, perhaps 
above the nameless grave of a suicide. 
There I shall be waiting at fivo o'clock, 
all dressed up in my mustard suit and 
tremulous with excitement. And at 
last tliore will dash up to the tryst- 
ing-place some splendid equipago, a 
silver-plated car, or the family coach 
witli prancing and foaming horses. 
And thore, at the cross-roads, we shall 
have our little discussion; no speech- 
making, all quite informal. Oil, I wish 
it could have been moonlight! ” 

The Vicar’s wife began to look quite 
scared. 

“ Are you going mad ? " she asked. 

“I think so,” I said. “Do you know," 


I went on wildly, saying just anything 
by way of preserving my sanity, "1 
remember that once, whon I was quite 
littlo, 1 half promised I would marry 
this highly exalted person ;' wo wero 
playing togethor as boy and girl in a 
garden.” 

“ But the Countess of Airo,” criod the 
Vicar’s wife, “ never was a girl.” 

“And never was a boy oilhor,” I 
criod. 

“The Countess of Aire,” scroamod 
the Vicar’s wife—yes, sho was fairly 
screaming by now—“ is a he.” 

“ Now that is absurd,” I said. 

It was the Vicar, coming round the 
cornor in his usual hurry, as if every 
day were a Sunday, who saved the sit¬ 
uation by bumping into us both. 

“The Countess of Aire," shrieked his 
poor wife, frantically clutching him by 
the coat-tails, “ is a man, isn't he ? ” 

“ Certainly,” said the Vicar. “ It is 
a terrible age, but thank Heaven for 
this," he added piously, “ we have yet to 
learn of a female County Surveyor." 

‘‘Nursery Governess Wanted. Throe 
children, 7, 6, and 3 eats."—Daily Paper. 

Plenty of stuff to box. 
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THE LIMIT-AND BEYOND. 

Germany. “THEY TELL ME I'VE GOT TO MAKE UP THIS COLOSSAL SUM.” 
Turkey. "IT'S WORSE FOR ME; I’VE GOT TO MAKE UP MY MIND ! ” (Swoons.) 
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THU PATILIAMlflNTAKY TRAIN. 

VouTKii Tj ur. “Soup, op this stuff wii.t. iuvk to he left for the relief train—if wii have one." 
Mr. Lloyd Osori.i:. “That's all biout so lonci as you can cabby mv little lot.” 


Monday, May 17th .—In theory tlio 
business of a Second Chamber is to 
revise calmly and dispassionately the 
legislation which has been scamped by 
the First. In practico what happous 
in our Parliament is that tho Peers, after 
killing tiino with academic debates for 
two or three months, are suddenly called 
upon, whenovor a Recess is in con¬ 
templation, to pass threo or four Bills 
through all thoir stagos in as many days. 
At the invitation of Lord Cbawford 
(Lord Salisbury perfunctorily protost¬ 
ing) they entered upon ono of theso 
legislative spasms this afternoon, and 
within less than an hour gavo a second 
reading to two Bills, and a third read¬ 
ing to two othors, besides listening 
politely while Lord Newton (with him 
Lord Lamington) bewailed the sad fate 
of certain German’ "Templars'’ (a 
species of Toutonic Quaker and quite 
harmless, wo were told) who, having 
been evicted from Palestine, are now 
threatened with compulsory deportation 
to a Fatherland which thoy have no 
desire to visit. " Some hustlers, your 
Peers,” remarked a visitor fresh from 
Washington. 


Thai distinguished seaman, Liout.- 
Commandor Ken worthy, would never 
think, J am suro, of speaking disrespect¬ 
fully of tho Equator, hut he has no 
compunction in abusing tho Poles. lie 
regards thoir recent advanco into the 
Ukraine as an unprovoked assault upon 
tho poor innocent Soviot Government, 
and is shocked to think that it should 
have evon tho negative approval of J lis 
Majesty's Ministers. Mr. Bonak Law's 
assuranco that the military stores de¬ 
spatched to Poland from this country 
were the Poles' own property, and that 
tho fact that thoy were embarkod upon 
a vessel called the Jolly George had 
no ulterior significance, quite failed to 
convince him. 

According to Sir Rohekt IIoune tho 
price of a best quality worstod suit, as 
made hy a high-class tailor in this 
country, is approximately sixtoon to 
eighteen guineas, and is still rising, 
though ho thinks it should not bo more 
than twenty guineas next winter. His 
remark that quito good suits could ho 
procured at much loworpricos prompted 
Sir F. Hall to call attention to tho 
wares of a fellow-Member, upon which 


Mr. Wiiitlev who was occupying tho 
Chair, ohsorved, with a touch of Mr. 
Speaker's humour, that Quostion-timo 
must not ho used for advertisement. 

Tho approach of tho holidays gavo 
point to Mr, Forrest's complaint of 
the inefficiency of tho prosont arrange¬ 
ments for conveying passengers’ bag¬ 
gage by rail. Mr. Neal expressed a 
rather faint hope that tfio system of 
“ luggage in advance" might he re¬ 
introduced. 'Thero are signs, howovor, 
that tho Parliamentary train is already 
overloaded and that a good deal of 
Ministerial impedimenta will have to 
lie loft behind. 

Tuesday, May IHth .—Our ancestors, 
gcnoious fellows, considered British 
citizenship such a fino thing that thoy 
sought to extend its benefits as widely 
as possiblo. Under tho existing law 
the child of British pnronts born in 
Canton and tho child of Chinese parents 
born in Stopnoy aro equally entitled to 
boast “ Givis Britannicus sum." Lord 
Stanhope, regarding this as an objec¬ 
tionable anomaly, brought forward a 
Bill ilosigned to restrict British nation¬ 
ality to persons of British blood, But, 
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though he did this with tho object of are centred. Exactly fifty Members tinttv^bsat ,, mn * T vTKrn >• 

enabling the Government to fulfil one of were' presont to listen to this epochi UJNIV.E 1 HBAL 1 IHAIJN wu. 

their election pledges, “Britain for the marking discussion, carried on ontirely The Great Eastern have inaugurated 
British,” he reoeived scant sympathy by a few English enthusiasts arid the a new plan for helping food-producers, 
from the Loud Chanceumb, who de- Members from Ulster. They differed They are sending out an instructional 
dared that, far from making for siru- profoundly on most of the details of train, manned by experts and full of 
plicity, the Bill would produco a state the Council’s constitution, but were live stock-—poultry and rabbits and 
of things “partly overlapping and unanimous in expressing the belief that goats—whioh is to traverse their system 
partly contradictory.” nothing much mattered since it would for two months. The contents will be 

Although close upon a hundred never work. Lord Wintebton indood on view and lectures will be given to 
Generals have been demobilised sinco prophesied'that if it is composed, as cottagers, artisans, clerks—to all in fact 
the Armistice, there is no immediate seems probable, of a solid bloc of Sinn who are interested in the breeding of 
danger of this interesting race disap- Fei tiers from tho South and another of the lesser live-stock, apple-growing, etc. 
poaring altogether. Twenty-six of tho Unionists from tho North there would The plan is so excellent that we feel 
finest sDecimons are sDeciallv I I sure it is bound to load to 


finest specimens are specially 
maintained at tho War Oflico, 
at tho comparatively trifling 
cost of sixty-two thousand 
pounds a year. 

Viscount Clb/.on has many 
times both on soa and land 
shown himself the possessor 
of a fine nerve, but never more 
so than this afternoon, when 
ho contrasted the activity of 
tho police in apprehending 
infringers of tho Motor-Car 
Acts with their alloged failure 
to capture really dangerous 
criminals. Mr. Shoutt gavo 
tho figures of the motor-car 
prosecutions, and resisted the 
tomptation to point out the 
extent to which they had been 
swollen by tho noble Lord’s 
own dolinquoncics. 

A listless House resumed 
tho discussion of tho Gov¬ 
ernment of Ireland Bill. Mr. 
Fisher doolined to accept a 
proposal to includo nine 
counties, instead of six, in 
the Northern Parliament, tho 
( view of the Government being 
I that they must cut their logis- 
i lati ve Ulster according to their 
S Protestant cloth. Mr.Cr.YXEfi 
! announced the intention of 
theLabourParty to wasli their 
hands of tiie Bill, which he 
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Keeper at the Zoo (exhausted with efforts la catch refractory ilex). 
“Wkli,, they can 'avi: tuf.ib fancy Maitin teiuusses. A 

CAGIj FOH ME KVEllY TIME.” 


further developments in re- 
"5 gard to the industries and 
. j pursuits tliut really matter. 
D < The rural districts, it may 
, -- bo safoly assumed, already 

/ know something about agri- 

—- culture. But many areas are 

' f still in a state of benighted 

ignorance about tho results of 
intensive culture applied to 
’ ’ : V the arts. There are parts of 

- tho Cornish Riviera, for ex- 

' ' ample, in which you may 

r -.~ ■ travel for milos and miles 

; without hearing a syncopated 

^ , orchestra. Here is the op- 

; U". portunity of the Great West- 

■. ern—to oquip and despatch a 

train band or band train, with 
a personnel carefully selected 
from the best negro perform- 
’ ors (of whom there are now 

i jgg several thousands in London), 

\ with the view of brightening 

^ r and enlightening the cxist- 

4 y ence of those unfortunate 

|V | villagers hitherto beyond the 

iiTiffiv range of the beneficent do- 

mm \ minion of din. As an antidote 

t'H \\' | to agricultural discontent we 

A' can conceive nothing more 

amt salutary. 

Again, there are portions of 
fractury ilex). ^liQ Black Country where the 

■mousses. A vor y naines q £ the leading 

_Georgian poets are unknown. 

In 1 A troupo of pdots, personally conducted 


rogarded as a shoot* waste of * _U___._! Georgian poets are unknown. 

time. Undeterred by the prospect of be a free light at evory meeting. In A troupo of pOots, personally conducted 
thiscalamity thellousepassedGlausel. that caso it may become a popular by Mr. Edwabd Mamsh or Mr. Edmund 
by a majority of 152. body after all. Gosbe, or both, should without delay 


Wednesday, May 19tli. — Mr. Bot- -- 

tomley obtained leave to introduce a Commercial Candour. 

Bill to create a Public Defender, in <* Dry Old Chickens. 50s. to Li 4s. per do: 
spite of an attempt liy Licut.-Cow- Local Taper 

rnauder Iyknwobthy to strangle the -— - 

bantling at its birth. He did not sue- ° ur Musical Athletes, 

coed in making clear his objection to “Double action Gothic Harp (By Erar 
tho measure, and it is thought that ho auitabI ° for R lw1 >' iu 

may have confused it with Sir Robert .. _ ^ lal Papei 

Hobbs’s Bill to regulate the Supply of For Domestic Interiors. 

Gas. 


-_^=; be organized and sont forth by the 

Commercial Candour. North-Western and Midland Railways 

“ Dry Old Chickens, 50s. to ill 4s. perdoz.” to give recitations over every portion 
Local Taper, of both systems. The effect on the out- 

-—.— put would be instantaneous. London 

Our Musical Athletes. should not be allowed to monopolize 

" Double action Gothic Harp (By Erard), this stimulant to activity. Minstrelsy 

i table for a lady iu perfect condition.” should be mobilized. It is true that a 

Tronn cial Taper. 9mall group arQ intere8ted in rotary 

«. __motion, but we want to see all the 

Georgian poets on “Wheels.” If we 


wu l\ n ‘t-t- t. e iu 1 “For tho Blood, Stomach, and Liver, there felOn 

When the Committee-stage of the nothing to compare with cannot have a free breakfast-table, at 

... _ n i . Til If__J] il.._1- » V. A.— «... • .. MAAIWfht I/. Uin A nAnii4A<t Sm - 


Home Rule Bill was resumed the sub- 
jeot of debate was the Irish Council, 


OOItK Linos. 


the pivot on which all hopes of unity | Buttered rolls, we trust. 


800 rolls to chooso from." 
Provincial Taper. 


least we ought to bo in a position to in* 
dulge without any control the appetite 
of our people for free verse. 
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“X’VB JUST 'HARD, MuB. ’UXTAHLC, AH 'o\V MY NkD IM BEHAVIN' SO WU. 'I HAT 'is SESJ'KM U IS ruin' IIEDO .-CIO) ill MX MONTHS. " 
“Vou DON'T SAY sol Wei.T., REK1.T.Y, Mint. 'AliUlS, WOT a comfort it .must be to you to ‘avj: a SOS WH IT DOES YOU s> 
MUCH CREDIT." 


Lastly, tlio plan of tho instructional 
train might bo applied with tho most 
beneficial results to spreading tho taste 
for the Bussian Ballet. We do not 
hope to detach such bright particular 
stars as Pavlova or Kaubavina from 
the London stage, but at tho present 
moment, according to the latest statis¬ 
tical returns, ttiere are several huudred 
Bussian premitres danseuses and thou¬ 
sands of coiijphics of all grades congre¬ 
gated in the Metropolis, many of them 
without engagements, and roduccd to 
giving dancing lessons to the daughters 
of profiteers, Crypto-Semites and other 
unpropitious persons. The organisation 
of a Bussian Ballot train would there¬ 
fore serve the double purpose of freeing 
these gifted performers from an ignoble 
*use of their talents and at the same 
time initiating the provinces in the 
poetry of motion. 


“Oxford University.—F irst Inuings. 

B. H. Bettington, dun out . . 12” 
Daily Paper, 

The batsman himself, we understand, 
expressed the opinion that he had been 
11 done in." 


HIGH FINANCE. 

j Lines written at Geneva, with the rate of 
exchange standing at about twenty francs 
to tho pound in Switzerland and about fifty 
francs to the pound in Franco. French and 
Swiss franc-pieces arc good current'} in both 
countries j 

Now hero's a thing which makes me 
laugh 

And in a bitter way: 

Tho egg, that once was twopcnce-half, 
Is livoponce not to-day. 

It lieodod but this final woe 
To till the wrotebed cup, 

That Hecuba, tho lieu, should go 
And put her prices up. 

This Hecuba, her pride is such 
She ’ll only do her job 
For pay in francssho will not touch 
The honest British bob. 

Thus I, who have not got tho dush 
To borrow, steal or bog, 

Have first of all to buy the cash 
"Wherewith to buy tho egg. 

And when I go to b.uy some francs 
To see the matter through 
I find that hereabouts the banks 
Have raised their prices too. . . . 


Tho farm is Htfiss; but then, suppose 
You place yourself by chance 
Upon tiie southern odgo, jour uoso 
is trespassing in Franco. 

’Tis hero that Hecuba, the lien, 

In solitude sublime 
Hoes business every now and then 
At half-a-franc a time. 

Then ought sho not (of course sho ought) 
To pause and shift her ground, 

And lay my egg whore francs are bought 
At fifty to the pound ? Henry. 

From a music-hall advertisement:— 
“important not re k i 

OWlNi; TO THE 

ENORMITY OF THIS CBODCCTIOV, 

FlllST HOl'SK COMMKNCKS. .0.15." 

Pronneutl Paper. 

Tho licensing authority socnis to have 
been caught napping. 

“The interesting announcement is made 
that Finchale Priory has been handed over to 
tho care ol tho Society for the Prevention ul 
Ancient Monuments ."---./‘roriitcial Paper, 

It is suggested that soma of tho London 
statues might profitably be handed over 
to the same I tody. 
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THE PERFECT SCULLERY. 

I was more than intorosted in the 
article “ About Bathrooms ” which ap¬ 
peared in tho columns of Punch of 
March 31st last, becauso I too always 
smoke a pipe in a hot hath, to which I 
add the habit of reading, not books— 
they are too sacred to risk—but news¬ 
papers. 1 also frequently indulge in 
a further luxury at this time, a cup of 
coffoo, which rests on tho sponge and 
soap bridgo between sips. Of course 
the soap sometimes falls into tho coffee, 
and if this is undotocted in time a 
slight frothing at tho mouth occurs, but 
no really serious harm ensues. 

I triod the olTcct of pictures round 
tho bath—pictures with a sliivor in 
them that made mo pull tho water up 
closer round my nock. But I found 
that they were being ruined by the 
steam, so I removed them and am now 
looking for some undrapud but respect¬ 
able statuettes that will give tho same 
result. 

I liavo not tried tho rich rug stunt. 
The only rug wo possess which might 
bo so described is a i’orsian one, and is 
on our cat at present. When slio has 
dono with it I intond to spread it ovor 
tho only part of tho bathroom lloor 
which is permanently dry. And, suffer¬ 
ing as our bathroom does from that 
lack of space which tho writer on bath¬ 
rooms so justly laments, the "profound 
chair" is out of tho quostion. 

While his views on bathrooms aro 
sound it sooms evident to mo that tho 
writer of the Punch article livos in pre¬ 
war stylo—with sorvants. Wo don't. 
Our last maid left us to be a Waao and 
has not boon soon since in tho precincts 
of domostie servitude. I did hear some¬ 
thing about her approaching marriage 
to a Colonol of Hussars, but don't know 
whether it came off or not. 

It seems to me that what is chiofly 
wrong with houses, at any rate with 
our house, is tho scullery. It is smaller 
than most bathrooms, and, though it 
is anything but bare, tho furnishings 
of it aro not intriguing to one who, 
like myself, spends therein such an 
unduo proportion of tho twenty-four 
hours. 

Our prosent char comes throo days 
a week, about eleven o’clock, has a look 
round with a duster in one hand till 
thirteen o'clock, then lunchos and (pro¬ 
bably) has a cigarette. She loave3 at 
fifteen o'clock. This means that I help 
with the washing-up of the breakfast, 
tea and dinner things on char days, 
and of luncheon things ns well on non- 
ohar days. My share of tho task is 
generally the wiping. This is not such 
an engrossing occupation as to prevent 
one from thinking great thoughts at 


the same time, thoughts worthy to be 
committed to papor afterwards. Now, 
as a song-writer, 1 ask how can one got 
inspiration whilo gazing at a row of 
saucepans, a cullender, a bottle of metal 
paste, one ditto knife polish and a plate- 
rack ? 

If any room in tho house should be 
luxuriously furnished it is tho scullery. 
But what is evon more important, I 
think, is that tho whole gameof scullery- 
ing should bo revolutionised. Tho im¬ 
plements still in uso are worthy of tho 
Btono Age. Tho rulos should bo so 
framed that tliero should bo little or no 
washing-up, in the ordinary acceptation 
of Hie term. 

Lot mo put boforo you a pen-picturo 
of tho scullery of my dreams. A cosy 
pleasant room, the whole length of tho 
house in fact, with a south nspoct, full 
advantage of which is secured by a long 
window filled with leaded lights of 
opalescent glass (in order that tho 
liilary-Tompkins next door, who have 
two servants, may not grow too ribald). 
On tho western wall is a rich mosaic de¬ 
picting Jforcules cloansing the Augean 
stable, and below this a fountain of 
clear limpid wator, wanned to at least 
twenty ovor grease-proof, gushes forth 
and flows in a pellucid stream, between 
banks of inarblo, to tho eastern ond of 
the chamber. At tho fountain head 
roclinos Eupliemia, my wifo, arrayed 
and fructod propor, who leisurely drops 
tho crockery into tho stream. At tho 
othor end of tho room, seated in a 
“profound chair ” by tho estuary, where 
tho waters of the liiver Plato fall into 
the Sink Basin, bohold mo lazily watch¬ 
ing the cups and platters as tlioy glide 
gpntly down the rippling Jlood towards 
mo, dexterously fishing out each fresh 
arrival and depositing it in a hot-air 
receptacle convcniontly placed for its 
accommodation. 

Such, I say, is tho scullery of my 
dreams, in which the washing up of a 
nino-hole-eourso dinner would bo as 
pleasant as a round of golf. No un¬ 
sightly pots, pans, brooms, tins or 
other junk pollute the apartment; thoy 
aro in the dream ante-chamber, to be 
hereinafter described or not, if the 
Editor sees fit. [Ed. —He does not see 
fit.] .-.. 

Shakspeare and Mr ; Charles Chaplin. 

Mr. Charles Chaplin writes from Los 
Angeles protesting against the allega¬ 
tion, mado in our issue of March 81st, 
that “he does not like Shakspeare.” 
Mr. Punch cannot accept responsibility 
fpr a statement quotod from the report 
of an interviow, but lie has no hesitation 
in expressing his profound regret forany 
wrong that he has inadvertently done 
both to Mr. Chaplin and Shakspeare. 


THE GREAT DIVORCE QUESTIOH. 

When I week-end with people I like 
them to be tactful. I thought Mrs. 
Bonham lacked the tact essential to a 
hostess when she said, “ We breakfast 
at half-past nine on Sundays. That 
will give us all amplo time to get to 
church.” She never seemed to contem¬ 
plate tho possibility of my having a 
Sunday morning indisposition. 

Now there is no virtue in compulsory 
church-going, but as I was for it I 
accepted my fate cheerfully. I walked 
with Bonham across the park to the 
church. Ho is tho ndoptod Candidate 
for the division, and ho look tho oppor¬ 
tunity of rehearsing to me a speech ho 
was preparing which showed up Bolsh¬ 
evism in its true colours. Though no 
Sabbatarian I have the dcopcst objec¬ 
tion to political speechos on a Sunday, 
and it was roally a roliof when I reached 
tho gracious refuge of tho church. 

Tho family pow was a little too noar 
the pulpit, but it was most eomforlablo. 
When tho sermon camo on I settled 
myself in a restful corner to listen to 
tho Archdeacon. After a moment or 
two I felt ho was on sound orthodox 
lines and needed no supervision of 
mine. I loant back and gradually dozed 
olT. 

Then in my sleop I became awaro of 
a stern voice disapproving of something. 
It seeinod to me that Bcnliam was at a 
public meeting denouncing Bolshevism 
to a very lothargic audicnco. It was 
my boundeu duty to support my host. 
“ Hear, hear 1 Hoar, hear! " I said 
most emphatically. 

I woko up just as tho last “Hoar” 
loft my lips. The choir-hoys were 
sniggering- -you can always trust them 
to do that. A largo curate was oyoing 
me as if I wero something between a 
leper and a dissenter. Mrs. Bonham 
was looking indignantly down the pew 
at me; Bonham was tactfully but in¬ 
effectively pretending not to have heard 
anything. 

1 went hot all over. What could I 
do ? Should I be prosecuted for brawl¬ 
ing in church? Could I possibly explain 
to tho Archdeacon that I spoke in my 
sleep, and therefore was not responsible? 
There are some explanations that aggra¬ 
vate an offence. 

There came a terrible moment when 
tho service was ovor. The Archdeacon 
stepped deliberately towards our pew. 
I was tempted to bolt through astained- 
glass window. And then, as he came 
near, ho beamed on me. 

“ Don’t apologise, my dear Sir, don’t 
apologise. If you were so moved by 
the pioturo I drew of the inroads the 
new Divoroo Law would make on tbe 
sanctity of our homes why should you 
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not expross your indignation ? En¬ 
thusiasm is far hotter tlmn lotliargy.” 

“ Mr. Johnson feels vory strongly on 
tlie subject,” said Mrs. Bonham. I had 
never said a word about it before her in 
iny life. 

That night sho surveyed me carefully. 
“I can see you’ve a headache, Mr. 
Johnson," she said. ‘‘You had better 
not go to church; there is nothing 
worse than a hot church for headache.” 

After all, Mrs. Benliam is not with¬ 
out tact. 

Another Impending Apology P 

“The Bank now given employment to 6,000 
persons, 2,000 of whom are women. In order 
to accommodate thorn outside premises havo 
been acquired from time to time. The chief 
of these new establishments is St. Luke’s 
Hospital for Lunatics .”—Sunday Paper. 


MAGNANIMOUS MOTTOES. 

A writer in The Evening Standard 
calls attention to the latest ornamenta¬ 
tion of the fine old Elizabethan Hall of 
Gray’s Inn, in the shape of the arms of 
Lord Birkenhead, who ns a past Trea¬ 
surer of the Inn is entitled to this 
armorial distinction in his lifetime. 
But, he goes on, “ it was not so much 
the arms as their motto which attracted 
me—the motto of a man who began his 
brilliantcareer as plain Mr. F. E. Smith. 
Now the Latin for ‘ smith,’ as an arti¬ 
san, is' faher (artificer or fabricator 
in the primal sense); so, with a fine 
democratic courage, Lord Birkenhead 
has chosen as his family motto: ‘ Faher 
meet For twice ’ (Arehiteot of my own 
Fortune).” 


We agroe; but it must not be sup¬ 
posed that Lord Birkenhead has an 
entire monopoly of this frank spirit. 
Other eminent men who have recently 
boon ennobled or decorated have shown 
a similar frankness. Thus it may not 
be known that Lord Riddell lias 
adopted a motto which reveals the 
comparatively modest beginnings of 
his greatness. Lord Riddell was, and 
wo believe still is, the proprietor of The 
News of the World. Now the Latin 
for news or nowness is novitas (novelty 
or unfamiliarity in the primal sense); 
so with a nobio democratic courage bo 
haschosenas his family motto: “ Scecnl■ 
arum vetnstati pnestat novilas.mundi ” 
(The news of the world surpasses the 
antiquity of the ages). It is rather a 
long motto, hut it is eminently Cicer¬ 
onian in its cadence. 

Then there is the ease of Lord North- 
cliffk, who began his brilliant caroor 
as simple Mr. IIaumswortii. Now the 
Latin for “ harm ” is damnum (loss or 
sacrifice in the primal sense), and for 
“ worth ” dignus. So, with a fine loyalty 
to his antecedents, Lord Northcliffe 
has adopted the heroic and pleusantly 
alliterative motto: “Per tlamna ad 
dignitatem" (Through sacrifices to 
worthiness). 

Even more ingenious is tho motto 
chosen by Lord Beavkrisuook, who 
hogan his coruscating career as a native 
of New Brunswick. Now the Latin for 
“ beavor ” is castor (not to be confounded 
with tho small wheels attachod to tho 
legs of arm-chairs), and in Greok myth¬ 
ology Castor was the brother of Pollux, 
who was famed as a boxor. “Boxer” 
is a synonym for “prize-fighter”; 
“prize-fighter” recalls “Wells”; 
“wells” contain “water,” and “water” 
suggests “ brook.” So Lord Bkaveb- 
HROoK.with a true allegiance to Canada, 
coupled with a scholarly mastery of tfio 
niceties of Classical etymology, has 
chosen for his family motto: “E Castore 
Pollux ” (Brook from the Beaver). 


THE DEVIL IN DEVON. 

The Devil walked about the land 
And softly laughod behind his hand 
To Bee how well men worked his will 
And helped his darling projects still, 
The while contentedly they said : 

“ There is no Devil; he is dead.” 

But when by ohance one day in Spring 
Through Devon he went wandering 
And for an idle moment stood 
Upon the edge of Daccombe wood, 
Where bluebolls almost bid the green, 
With the last primroses botween, 

He bit bis lip and turned away 
And oonld do no more work that day. 

R.F. 
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THE HEDGER. 

“Wot he goin’ to win thb two-thirty hack, vaumkh?” 

"WkU., YOUNG FELDER, THERE BIS N1NB ’OSSES IIUNNIN’, AN I 'AS THREE h . IXlll.H AN’ FOUR SXIi.tkrx’ FANCIES. ]?UT, NARK MY 


WORDS, 1 SHAN’T HIS A BIT BUllMUSEl) IF ONE O' 'IHEY OTHER TWO DON’T DO THE TRICK.’’ 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

There lias recently been a notable output of books of 
“personalities” ami critical appreciations, contemporary, 
historical and (for the most part) iconoclastic. Ono may 
therefore say that Mr. Horace G. Hutchinson is distinctly 
of the movoment in compiling his Portraits of the ’I'Jiijhhes 
(Unwin). This is cortainly a volume that anyone can dip 
into with instruction and entertainment, even if (to bequito 
honest) the former is likely to predominate. Tho fact 
is that one has become so used to the satirical method in 
portraiture, in which the attack is all and the subject 
emerges only as a beriddled target, that an ordinary pen- 
picture, however faithful, is apt to seem heavy by contrast. 
Mr. Hutchinson certainly is not of the slingers; bo will just 
“ tell you about ’’ the notable persons of his period, setting 
down nothing in malice, omitting little however banal, and 
rejeoting no aphorism or anecdote as outworn. Perhaps his 
nearest approach to the popular method is a very occasional 
touch of gentle irony, as when he pormits himself to say of 
G. W. E. Russell (to whose Portraits of the Seventies the 
present volume is intended as a sequel) that ho “ used to 
drive about London in a carriage picked out in colours that 
did not suggest that he sought seclusion.” I have no 
space for the barest list of the sitters in Mr. IIutohinson’b 
crowded picture of a time rich in character, his treatment 
p? which aims rattier at covering a wide ground than at 


intimacy of detail. To mention but one, it is interesting 
to compare his Geuoral Gordon witli the recent present¬ 
ment of him by another hand. If tho result is more 
creditable to Mr. Hutchinson’s kindliness than to bis wit, 
it may servo as an apt comment on the whole book. 

Beauty and Bands (Constable) is not, as you might 
excusably suppose, a treatise on syncopation orthe doelino 
of Jazz, but takes its title from a verse in. the Book of 
Provorbs. ltcally what the story most illustrates is tho 
extent to which a clever and experienced writor cun clothe 
a wildly impossible plot with some aspect of reality. Miss 
Ellen Thorneycboet Fowler assuredly does not lack 
courage; having thought out a ”good situation ” (which it 
cortainly is) she was not going to bo put off by tiny con¬ 
siderations of probability. I can’t resist some sketch of it, 
even at tho risk of spoiling your pleasure. Supposo a lovely 
but selfish wife, bored to the point of flight from a well- 
intentioned husband, then involvod in a railway smash 
which disfiguros her beauty, destroys her momory and inci¬ 
dentally reforms her character; let her by plausible circum¬ 
stance bo mistaken for another traveller in the wrecked 
train and under | new name and personality meet her 
husband, fall in lovo with him, but be compelled to reject 
his suit by the presumption that his vanished wife may 
still be living—as I hintod, the result in situations is enough 
to satisfy the most oxacting, the only real drawback being 
that not all Miss Fowler’s pleasantly persuasive offortB can 
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mako me believe a word of it. If she had dared a little 
more, and inflicted the husband with blindness, impaired 
bearing and slight mental decay, I would have stretched 
a point and supposed that, during a protracted courtship, 
he might never have recognised his own wife. Lacking 
these concessions I can only report an entertaining but 
preposterous absurdity. 


Those of us who road With the Persian Expedition know 
something about the Hush-Hush Army; enough, at any 
rato, to whet our appetites for more. Let me then recom¬ 
mend The Adventures of Dunsterforce (Arnold) to your 
notice, and assure you that it is a most lively account of 
as strange an enterprise as any that the War brought 
forth. Briefly, the object of General Dunkteryille'h 
mission was to provont German and Turkish ponetration 
in the area of the Caucasus, Baku and tho Caspian Sea. In 
January, 191H, he set 
out from Baghdad with 
what lie calls “the lead¬ 
ing party." Continually 
hampered by lack of 
men, the mission failed 
to achieve its original 
object; but what it ac¬ 
complished in most 
difficult circumstances 
was of great value to 
the Allies. The condi¬ 
tions at tho time whon 
tho author sailed from 
Enzeli with his “ Dun- 
sterforce" to raise tho 
siege of Baku were de¬ 
lightfully cosmopolitan, 
no describes hirasolf as 
"a British Gonoral on 
the Caspian, the only 
sea unploughed before 
by British keels, on 
board a ship named 
after a South African 
Dutch President and 
whilom enemy, sailing 
from u Persian port un¬ 
der the Servian flag to 
relieve from the Turks 
a body of Armenians 
in a revolutionary Russian town.” “ Let the reader," he 
adds, " pick .his way through that delirious tangle, and 
onvy us our task who may.” Aftor pursuing the tricky 
course of this astounding adventure 1 confess myself lost, 
not in its mazes, thanks to an oxcellcnt map, but in pro¬ 
found admiration for “ Dunstorforco ” and its leader. 


In A Merchant Fleet at War (Cassell) it takes nearly a 
hundred pictures to illustrate the lighting effort and ex¬ 
periences of the Cunard Steamship Company. Quite a lot 
of them are from snap-shot photographs actually taken 
while in action with submarines, and where through an 
unfortunate oversight these have not been available some¬ 
one with vivid brush and imagination has done wonders to 
fill the gap. Certainly such a subject as tho passing of the 
Lusitania, her decks still packed though her great bulk is 
three-quarters gone, the sea crowded with boats and, pre¬ 
sumably, drowning Englishmen, is perhaps a little poignant 
to be handled in this fashion; but no one can object to 
seeing a U-boat nose-diving at the instance of S.S. Phrygia, 
or another being messed up by a shell from the Valeria ; 


while the historic fight between Carmania, in Prussian 
blue, and Cap Trafalgar, mostly crimson, competes for 
lurid Bplendour with tho Mauretania in " dazzle ” costume, 
staged with a sky to match. Incidentally Mr. Archibald 
IIubd has acted as showman for the collection. One might 
have found his exposition rather more substantial but for 
Sir Julian Corbett’s first volume of Naval Operations, 
which has sot an uncomfortably high standard in sea 
history. Frankly, the deeds of the men of our merchant 
fleets, of the Cunarders no less than others, were so magni¬ 
ficent that a hook to lie worthy of thorn must be in itself us 
modest and unpretentious as they were. This book is not. 


The Tall Villa (Collins), by “Lucas Malet,” has a 
strango theme—no less than the deliberate wooing, by a 
sensitive unhappy woman, of a more unhappy ghost. Lord 
Oxley had lived in this odd villa on Primrose Hill a hundred 

years ago with a noted 
stage beauty who had 
finally jilted him. One 
of his descendants, 
Frances Copley, ban¬ 
ished from Grosvenor 
Square by her hus¬ 
band’s financial failure 
and conscious of the 
growing rift between 
them, detaches herself 
more and more from 
the world of sense till 
slio is—well, till she is 
in just the right mood 
for sooing ghosts. First 
it is a more shadow that 
stands by her piano ; 
next a faceless figure, 
oxquisitely dressed, sits 
brooding in her chair : 
then she hears a pistol 
shot; later — but this 
will spoil your enter¬ 
tainment. I cannot say 
I was quite convinced, 
but I certainly was held 
to the end by a tale very 
skilfully, almost too 
carefully, told, and by 
the cleverness of the 
four portraits— Frances hersolf, the adorable Lady Lucia her 
cousin, Charlie Montagu tho passionate boundor, and, a little 
less definito, Morris Copley the stockbroking husband. 


Messrs. Hodder and Stoughton have beaten up various 
American magazines and shepherded a few Waifs and Strays 
of short stories by the late “ O. Henry ” (William Sydney 
Ported) into a final volume of their excellent edition of 
his works. They have also included appreciations by 
various American and British critics of the author's 
achievement, together with some sparse biographical details. 
The stories are of varying value, exercises on a sentimental 
motive cloaked by humorous or bizarre exaggeration of 
language, with those unexpected but ingeniously plausible 
ondings which are of the essence of “ 0. Henry’s ” method. 
Of the criticisms, English readers will be most affected 
by Mr. Stephen Leacock's "The Amazing Genius of 
O. Henry," an analytical appreciation in the most band- 
some terms, deploring English negleot of this master of 
one of the most difficult of art-forms—a neglect which we 
have done something of late to remedy. 
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ODYSSEUS AT THE DERBY. 

[Racing men will not need to bo reminded thut Poli:metis (many- 
counaelled) is named alter a common epithet of the hereof thoOdj/ssej/,] 

At times the pulse of memory is stirred 
Out of a chronic state of coma 
By just a poignant tuno, a rhythmic word, 

A whiff of somo refined aroma, 

And lo! the brain is made aware 
Of records which it didn’t know were there. 

Bo in a sudden moment 1 was shot 
Back to my boyhood and tho highly 
Instructive works of ] Iomeh, long forgot, 

And with tho late Odysseus (wily) 

Ploughed once again tho wino-ied deep 
On drawing Polumctis in a sweep. 

Oh, “ many-counsell ed ” hero! if a horso 
Your attributes may also borrow, 

Lend him your cunning round tho Derby course, 
Toach him a thing or two to-morrow, 

That at tho ond it may he said : 

“ Ho did a groat performance witli his head." 

As you contrived by tricks of crafty skill 
Evor to down your foos and Hatton ’em, 

Bo may ho lie low going up tho hill, 

Bccuro tho inside berth at Tattouliam, 

And do a finish up the straight 

Bwift as your siialts that scaled tho suitors’ fate 1 

Fortuno attend his name, though some dcploro 
Its pedantry, ond I assume it is 
Likoly, from what 1 know of hookies’ loro, 

That on the rails lie ’ll ho “ I’oloomutis ”; 

For mo, I do not care two pins 

How they pronounce him, if lie only wins. O. B. 

THE SERENE BATSMAN. 

It is a common fallacy among criclmti ng coaches and their 
pupils that when the young batsman has mastered all tho 
strokes that cun be imparted to him at the nets bis educa¬ 
tion is complete. Bo far from that being tho case, it lias 
barely begun. Under tho prevailing system, the psycholo¬ 
gical factor, the most important of all, is ontiroly neglected. 
Tito most trying moment of a cricketer’s life is when ho first 
stops forth alono from the pavilion of a public ground. In 
that moment all that the old pro has taught him of cuts ami 
drivos, forward play and hack play, will not prevent his knees 
from weakening as ho totters to the wicket, whereas tho 
following hints may enable him to faco tho occasion with 
confidence if not contempt. 

Eemomber that for a public porformer a good entrance 
is more than half the battle; tho first impression on the 
spoctators is tho most lasting. 

Nothing looks worse than a batsman hurrying out at a 
furtive trot, as if he were going to pawn his bat. When 
your turn comes to go in, tako care to bo just within the 
regulation two minutes, hut school yoursolf to omorgo from 
the pavilion at a leisuroly stride with more than a suspicion 
of swagger in it. Tho bat should not be carried as a shy 
curate carries a shabby umbrolla, but either boldly across 
the shoulder, like a ride, or tucked under the armpit, so that 
you may do up your batting-gloves in your progress across 
the greensward. An excellent effect will be produced if 
you pause half-way and execute a few fancy strokes at an 
imaginary ball. Besides, you may not have another oppor¬ 
tunity of displaying your accomplishment. 

Having, as it were, reported yourself at the wicket, it is 


a good plan to discover that you need a new battiDg-glove. 
This will afford you an excuse for a return journey to the 
pavilion, during which your gait will lose nothing in stateli¬ 
ness if you can manage to adopt the goose-step. On your 
return to the wicket you will probably find, if the weather 
is mild and tho grass dry, that the fieldsmen are reclining 
on the ground; it will enhance your reputation for non¬ 
chalance and good-fellowship if you can contrive to givoono 
of them a playful pat with your bat in passing, especially 
if ho is a total stranger to you and much your senior. 

On your second arrival at the wicket, you might get the 
wicket kooper to take bis gloves off and adjust the straps of 
your pails. This is one of many subtlo ways of demoralising 
the fielding side and whetting tho interest of tho onlookers. 

After taking middlo with such scrupulous exactitude as 
to imply that you suspect the umpire's eyesight, take one 
of tho hails and scratch a block docp enough to plant 
something in. Then beckon to tho squaro-leg umpire to 
come and roplaco the hail. In this you will bo strictly 
within tho law, and nobody can suspect you of tho surrep¬ 
titious uso of a little cobbler’s wax. 

Your next move should he to summon tho other batsman 
to a whispered conference in tho middlo of tho pitch. It 
doesn’t much matter what you say to him; a new funny 
story or tho plot of a play you saw last week will servo to 
make him assume an air of thoughtful attention. 

After a chat of about live minutes, you will return slowly 
to your croaso, there to scrutinise tho slip fieldsmen, and 
then to ga/e all round the ground as if to mako sure that 
tho other side is not playing more than elovon men. 

When taking your stanco you will do well to give full 
effect to some such mannerism as Mr. Wauneu’s trick of 
hitching up the left side of the trousers ami tapping tho 
ground seven times. And just as the bowler is about to 
start liis run you can disconcert him by suddenly whipping 
round to see if thoy have moved another man over to tho 
leg side while your hack was turned. 

As soon as tho howler has covered half Ins course to the 
wicket you should raise your hand to arrest his career. 
Then you must stroll about a third of the way up the pitch 
and give tho ground a good slapping with tho face of 
your bat. 

If you feel so inclined, there is no reason why you should 
not repeat this manceuvre. Nothing is more calculated to 
upset a highly-strung howler. And when the ball does 
como down the chances are that it will be a wido, in 
which case you will have earned one run for your side. 
If, on tho other hand, it should happen to knock your 
middlo stump out of the ground, there is nothing more to 
bo done, but you will have tho satisfactory feeling that your 
little turn in the limelight has not been utterly inglorious. 

3n flDcmorfam. 

Cecil Clay. 

Athlete and wit, whose genial tongue 
Choercd and refreshed but never stung; 

Maker of mirth and wholesome jokes; 

Fit mate of doar Kosina Vokes ; 

Creator, to our endless joy, 

Of priceless Arthur Pomeroy — 

Light lie the earth above his head 
Who lightened many a heart of lead; 

Courteous and chivalrous and gay, 

In very truth no common Clay. 

Ws learn with regret, o! the death of Mr. A. Chaktbhy 
Cobbould, whose work as a sporting artist was familiar 
to an earlier generation of Punch’s readers. 
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TUB KISH AND FALL OF AN 
AMATEUR EXAMINER. 

The Nabobs is, £ suppose, one of the 
best girls’ schools in England. Any¬ 
how it is perhaps the most exclusive 
unless you havo monoy enough. But, 
as the prospectus says, ,r it commands 
an oxtonsivo view of the English 
Channel," and I suppose theso things 
have to bo paid for. At all events there 
is no doubt that the principal, Miss 
Penn-Cushing, has her heart in her 
work and is a splendid disciplinarian, 
and so I sent my niece Mollio there to 
be finished (her mother boing in India). 

1 have an idea at times that it is 
Mollie who will finish Miss Penn- 
Cushing, but I try to presorve a bene¬ 
volent neutrality combined with a regu¬ 
lar supply of food parcels to my niece. 

Miss Penn-Cushing is LL.A. of ono 
University and LL.li. of another, and, 
I think, LL.C. of a third, so that she 
ought to be more than a match for six 
Mollies. 

I have always had the impression 
that Miss Penn-Cushing regarded me 
as a humble entomological specimen 
until the other day when she paid me 
a staggering compliment.. She herself 
teaches all the English literature in 


literature in 


her academy, and ouch class in turn 
goes up to her room to rocoivo its daily 
dose. Mollio says that when she grows 
up slio is going to give up English 
literature for ever and road something 
interesting. 

I am glad that the revered Principal 
is never present to hear Mollio’s blas¬ 
phemies, at which 1 as an undo liavo 
to shudder. Since the publication of 
The Cambridge History of English 
Literature Miss Penn - Cushing has 
been steadily absorbing it, to help her 
in her daily task, and bus apparently 
reachod the chapter in which is suit¬ 
ably acknowledged the debt of English 
literature to Punch. 

So at least I judge, for she gave the 
girls a long serious talk on humour in 
literature, bow to detect it and what 
should be done about it. One rather 
sensitive child began to cry, but Mollie, 
who has never kept a secret in her life 
and in fact loves to drag her uncle's 
skeletons out of cupboards, blurted out, 
“ Undo writes for Punch / ” 

I was somewhat alarmed when I 
hazard of this, for I did not know bow 
Miss Penn-Cushing, who keeps all the 
girls' uncles in order, might take it. 
My fears were groundless, perhaps 
stupid, for the immediate result was an 


invitation to examino Mollio's form in 
literature at the forthcoming Christ¬ 
man examination. 1 felt uplifted in 
spirit; 1 foil that people were beginning 
to understand mo. T even entertained 
an hallucination that perhaps Mollie 
might now treat my intellect with 
respect and stop calling me “ Old dear." 
Three inches tailor 1 sat down to my 
desk and, thanking Miss Penn-Cushing 
for the honour paid me, 1 promised 1 
would do my best, although it would 
bo my first appearanco in the role. 

I determined, however, not to allow 
this distinction to make mo overbearing 
to my inferiors at our next speech-day. 
I would be affable to ordinary uncles, 
common parents and guardians of the 
other girls, hut I would lead the con¬ 
versation artfully on to other literary 
critics and examiners of the past. As 
a preparation I read* up Matthew 
Arnold. 

It is not easy to be an examiner, I 
found. 1 would rather write ten lead¬ 
ing artioles than one examination-paper. 
It appeared that I had to set themes for 
essays as well as questions in litera¬ 
ture. We never learnt literature when 
I was young and I didn't' know you 
could, hiit I borrowed a text-bofck from 
Mollie and did my best. 
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Tlia result was a crushing letter 
from the lady principal. She said that 
•• The Ten Points of a good Doll" 
scorned a preposterous subject for senior 
students of literature to write about, 
and “My Favourito Elopement in Fic¬ 
tion ” would bo outside the purview of 
any of her girls. She would substitute 
instead (with my permission), “The 
Debt of Literature (as well as Science) 
to Darwin ” aud “ My Favourito Piece 
of Epic Footry." In fine, if T did not 
really mind, she would herself set all 
the questions and 1 should oxamine tlio 
answers. She thought that the more 
fructiferous course. 

How to mark was my chief difficulty. 
How many marks should one give a 
darling with brown eyes and a musical 
laugh (Mollio has brought hoi' to tea 
often) who signs herself “ Norah 
O’Brien,” and winds up delightful irre¬ 
levances about Dakwin and lior abhor¬ 
rence of reptiles with a personal appeal 
to the examiner. I do not know what 
other examiners do in such casos. It 
was a beautifully worded and most re¬ 
spectful appeal. 1 decided to givo lior 
forty' for Norah and forty for O’Brien. 
Both names have always appealod to 
me. 

This mado it necessary for me to givo 
oiglity marks to her sister Kathleen, 
who wroto really an excellent essay on 
a subject wo had stupidly forgotten to 
sot. It was an oxeollent subject, and 
she lias oven browner eyes than Norah, 
but as an oxaminor ono must ho rigid 
and impartial. 

Eunice eamo next. This name re¬ 
called dear memories of the past and of 
what might have been. But as an ox- 
aminor 1 could not let old dreams weigh 
down my impartial scales, so I refused 
to give hor more than oiglity. Finally, 
for they are really charming girls and 
know far more about literature than I 
do, I gavo oiglity to everybody oxcopt 
Mollio, and for boing Mollio 1 gavo her 
eighty-two. 

I forgot. There was one perfectly 
horrid little girl eallod Katie de Pin- 
nock. She nover Bharod her chocolates 
with anyone; the fact was notorious. 
She wroto in a copporplato hand senti¬ 
ments like these: “Milton awos me; 
Shelley thrills me; Blake, the pro¬ 
phet of self-sacrifice, is evor my conso¬ 
lation and my guide. I ask for nothing 
beyond." I gavo her ninotecn. 

And now comes the tragody. Miss 
Penn-Cushing’s letter of thanks was 
iey. She feared I had been “ a thought 
nepotic,” and (with my permission) she 
would revise my marks. 

She dealt me the final blow at our 
Speeoh-Day. “ I have decided," she 
gave out, “ to award the first prise in 
Literature to MUs Katie de Pinnoek. I 



am sure, though, that you will not ho 
surprised to hear that Mr. Marcus 
O’lteilly, our examiner, was so im¬ 
pressed with the literary excellence of 
all your papers that ho has presented 
the wholo class with consolation prizes. 
We tender him our heartiest thanks." 


Commercial Candour. 

Extract from a Canadian business- 
circular :— 

“ What intelligent car owners have icon 
looking for is a tiro that will givo thorn a mini¬ 
mum amount of service fur a maximum 
amount of expenditure. You can gut that 
tiro from us.” 


“Till 1 ! MASSACRE OK THU INNOCENTS, 
liv hip. Kt. lion C. K. O. Mastkrman. 

1 Die, thou children of stormy dawn,’ erios 
the 1’mno Minister to-day, as ho stamps out 
the life of his little land taxes.”— llnily News. 

According to his critic Mr. Lloyd 
Gkouoe seems to have done great 
violence to his syntax as well as to his 
little land taxo3. 

“Tho brido, a tall brunette, lookod a vision 
of golden boauty as she advanced up the aisle 
on tho arm of hor father ."—Kvening l'aper. 

We do not think that this was the 
right occasion for an exposure of 
feminine camouflage. 
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THE ART OF POETRY. 

i. 

Many people have said to me, “ I 
wish 1 could write poems. I often try, 

hut-” They mean, I gather, that 

the impulse, the creative itch, is in 
them, out they don't know how to 
satisfy it. My own position is that 1 
know how to write poetry, hut 1 can’t 
1)0 bothered. I have not got the itch. 
The least I can do, however, is to try to 
help those who have. 

A mistako commonly committed hy 
novices is to make up their minds what 
it is they are going to say before they 
bogin. This is superfluous effort, tend¬ 
ing to cramp tho style. It is permis¬ 
sible, if not essential, to seloct a subject 
—say, mud— but any detailed argument 
l or plan which may restrict tho free de¬ 
velopment of metre and rhyme (if any) 
is to bo discouraged. 

With that understanding, let us now 
write a poem about mud. 

1 should begin in this sort of way 
Mud. mud. 

Nothing hut mud, 

0 my tied ! . 

It will be seen at once that wo are 
not going to have much rhyme in this 
poem ; or if wo do we shall very soon 
1)0 compelled to strike a sinister note, 
because almost the only rhymes to 
mild are blood and Jlood ; while, as the 
authors of our hymns have discovered, 
there are very few satisfactory rhymes 
to God. They shamefully evaded the 
difficulty by using words like road, but 
in first-class poetry one cannot do that. 
On the whole, therefore, this poem had 
better be vers hire. That will tako 
much loss timo and bo more dramatic, 
without plunging us into a flood of 
Hood or anything drastic like that. 
Wo now go on with a little descriptive 
business:— 

Into t,ho sunset, swallowing up tlic Mill, 
(trawling, creeping, 

The naked flats- 

Now there ought to bo a verb. That 
is the worst of vers librc ; ono gets 
carried away by beautiful phrases and 
is brought up suddenly by a complete 
absence of verbs. However at a pinch 
one can do without a verb; that is the 
best of vers librc: — 

Amber and gold, 

Deep-stained in mystery 
And tho eolouis of m\story, 
Inapprehensible, 

(iolden like wet-gold, 

Amber like a woman of Arubia 

That has in bor breast 

Tho forsaken treasures of old Time, 

Dove and Destruction, 

Oblivion and Decay, 

And bully-beef tins, 

Tin upon tin, 

Old boots, and bottles .that hold no more 
Their richness in them. 

Audi-- 


We might do a good deal more of 
this descriptive business, bringing in 
something about doad bodies, mud of 
course being full of dead bodies. But 
we had hotter get on. We strike now 
the personal note :--- 
And I, 

J too am no more than n tail tie. 

All empty bottle, 

Heaving helpless on the mud of life, 

Without a label and without a cork, 

Kmpty I am, \et no man troubles 
To return me. 

And wliv? 

llccause there is not sixpence on me. 

Dal. ! 

The sun goes down in the \V< st 
(Or is it the Hast?) 

Hut 1 remain here, 

I trifling empty under the night. 

Drifting- 

When ono is well away with this 
part of the poem it is almost impossible 
to stop. When you uro writing in 
metre you come eventually to the 
eighth line of tho last verse and you 
havo to stop; but in vers libie you 
have no assistance of that kind. This 
particular poem is being written for 
instructional purposes in a journal of 
limited capacity, so it will probably 
havo to stop fairly soon; but in practice 
it would go on for a long time yet. In 
any case, however, it would end in the 
samo way, like this:— 

Mud, mud. 

Nothing but mud, 

O, III} (b>d! 

That reasserts, you see, in.a striking 
manner, the original motif, and some¬ 
how expresses in a few words tho poig¬ 
nant melancholy of tho whole poem. 
Another advantage in finishing a long 
poem, such as this would ho, in the same 
way as you began it is that it makes it 
clear to the rcador that ho is still read¬ 
ing the samo poem. Sometimes, and 
especially in vers libre of an emotional 
and digressive character, tho reader lias 
a hideous fear that he lias turned over 
two pages and got into auotlier poem 
altogether. This little trick reassures 
him; and if you aro writing vers libre 
you must not lose any legitimate 
opportunity of reassuring tho reader. 

To treat the samo theme in metre 
and rhyme will bo a much more difli- 
cult. matter. Tho great tiling will bo 
to avoid gotting mud at the end of a 
line, for the reasons already given. We 
had better have long ten-syllable lines, 
and we had better have four of them 
iu each verse. Ghay wrote an elegy 
in that metre which has given general 
satisfaction. Wo will begin :— 

Ah I came down through Chiulonbury Hole 

The tide rolled out from YVurjicl to tho sea. 

*ln a sorious poem of this kind it is 
essential to establish a locality atmo¬ 
sphere at once; therefore one mentions 
a few places by name to show that one 


has been there. If the reader has been 
thoro too he will like the poem, and if 
he hasn't no harm is done. The only 
thing is that locally Chintonbury is 
probably pronounced Chun'bury, in 
which caso it will not scan. One can¬ 
not be too careful about that sort of 
thing. However, as an illustration 
Chintonbury will sorve. 

It is now necessary to show somehow 
in this verso that the poem is about 
mud ; it is also necessary to organise a 
rhyme for ‘Holo’ and a rhyme for 
‘ sea,’ and of tho two this is the more 
important. I shall do it like this :— 

And like tho unclothed levels of my soul 
Tho yellow mud lay mourning nakedly. 

There is a good deal to be said against 
these two linos. For ono thing I am 
not sure that tho mud ought to bo yel¬ 
low ; it will remind people of Covent 
Garden Tube Station, and no one wants 
to ho reminded of that. However, it 
does suggest tho inexpressible bilious¬ 
ness of the theme. 

1 think “levels” is a littlo weak. It 
is a good poetical word and doesn't 
mean anything in particular; but we 
havo too many words of that kind in 
this verse. "TJosorts” would do, except 
that deserts and mud don’t go very well 
together. However, that sort of point 
must, ho left to tho individual writer. 

At first sight tho studont may think 
that “ naked/// ” is not a good rhyme 
for “ sea.” Nor is it. If you do that 
kind of thing in comic poetry no editor 
will give you money. But in serious 
poetry it is quite legitimate; in fact it 
is rather encouraged. That is why 
serious poetry is so much easier than 
comic poetry. In my next lecture I 
shall deal with comic poetry. 

I don’t think I shall finish this poem 
now. The fact is, 1 am not feoling so in¬ 
spired as I was. It is very hot. Besides, 
l have got hay-fever and koop on sneez¬ 
ing. Constant snoozing knocks all tho 
inspiration out of a man. At the same 
time a tendency to liay-fevcr is a sign 
of intellect and culture, and all the 
great poets woro martyrs to it. That 
is why none of them grow very lyrical 
about hay. Corn excited them a good 
deal, audevon straw, but hay hardly evoi. 

So the student must finish this poem 
as host he can, and I shall bo glad to 
consider and criticiso what he does, 
though I may say at once that there 
will be no prize. It ought to go on for 
another eight verses or so, though that 
is not essential in these days, for if it 
simply won't go on it can just stop in 
the middle. .Only then it must be 
headed “ Mud : A Fragment." 

And in any case, in the bottom left- 
hand corner, the student must write: 
Chintonbury, May 28th, 1920. 

A. P. H. . 
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ELIZABETH’S TIP FOR THE DERBY. 

“ Talkin’ o’ the Derby,” bogan Eliza¬ 
beth. 

As a matter of fact I was not talking 
of tho Derby or even thinking of it at 
the moment. I had just been telling 
Elizabeth that the omclctto which she 
had served us at dinner was loathery, 
and her rornark struck mo as irrelevant. 

“ Master thinks tho omelettes would 
be lightor if you fried them in more 
butter,” I continued. Of courso Master 
had thought nothing of tho kind. But 
nowadays complaints must ho convoyed 
to domestics in this indirect way. 

Elizabeth ignored tho omelette. “ 1 ’m 
goin' to win fifty pounds at least,” she 
oxclaimcd, and in her excitement broke 
tho cup sho hold—1 moan to say tho 
cup came in two in her hand as sho 
spolco. “ 1 ’ve got a hit on 
an ’orse for tho Derby." 

I felt slightly shocked. 

It is always surprising to 
discovor a latent sporting 
instinct in one’s domestics, 
unless they aro highly 
placed and dignified do¬ 
mestics liko butlers or 
hcad-footmen; hut in a 
cook-general it seems pe¬ 
culiarly low. 

"1 shouldn't hot if I 
woro you,” I advised; “1 
think—or— Master thinks," 

I added involuntarily— 

"that you might loso 
money at it.” 

“ But I'm goin to win 
money this time,” an¬ 
nounced Elizabeth trium¬ 
phantly ; “ my young man 
sos so, and ’o knows.” 

“ Which young man?” I inquired. 

Elizabeth, F ought perhaps to explain, 
is uncertain about her young men. Sho 
novel - has any lack of them ; hut they 
are like ships that pass in tho night 
(her night out as a rule) and one by ono 
thoy drift off, nover stopping to cast 
anchor in her vicinity. You know what 
I mean. Elizaboth can’t keep a young 
man. Perhaps sho lacks tho charm 
which Babbie describes as "a sort of a 
bloom on a woman.” Or if she has any 
of that bloom it must be swampod in 
tho moist ( oleaginous atmosphere of 
washing-up which seems to cling per¬ 
manently about her. 

“ It’s a new young man,” said Eliza¬ 
beth in answer to my question, “ an' 
'e's got work in a racin’ stable, so that's 
’ow 'e knows wot’s goin’ to win. It '11 
be an outsider, 'e ses, which makes it 
all the better for me.” 

“ All the better for you ? ” 

“ Yes, 'm. You see, tho more you pyts 
on tho more you wins.” 


Elizabeth may not have charm but 
bIio certainly has simplicity. “ You 
don't mean to say,” I cried, a light 
breaking on me, “that you got your 
next month’s wagos in advanco just to 
put it all on a horse?” • 

"That 1 did," sho replied complacent¬ 
ly. “ You see, my young man sos that, 
il' you put it on some tiino before’aud, 
you got a better prico, so 1 thort I’d 
give it to 'im to put on at onco. 'K 
promised 'o wouldn't vvasto a minnit 
over it.” 

“But thi« j* most foolish of you—to 
trust your money to an ontire stranger,” 
I expostulated. 

“ ’E isn't a stranger—’o's my young 
man,” corrected Elizabeth, tossing her 
head. 

For tho following few days sho was 
radiant—hut then anybody would bo 


who was certain of tho winner of tho 
Derby a week boforo tho raco. In 
addition to this sho had got a young 
mau. Those brief periods when Eliza¬ 
beth’s young men are in tho incipient 
stages of paying her attention aro 
agreeable to everybody. Elizabeth, feel¬ 
ing no douht in hor rough untutored 
way that God’s in Ilis heavon and all's 
right witli tho world, sings at her work; 
sho shows extraordinary activity when 
going about her duties. She does un¬ 
usual things like remembering to polish 
the brassos every week—indcod you 
have only to step into tho hall and glauce 
at tho stair-rods to discovor tho exact 
stagoof hor latost “ affair." I romomber 
that, when one ardent swain " in tho fly¬ 
ing corpse ” went to the length of offer¬ 
ing her marriago boforo he flew away, 
sho cleaned the entire house down in 
hor enthusiasm, and had actually got 
‘to the cellars before he vanished out 
of her life. 

The followor from the racing stable 
might aptly be described as “ The Man 


Who Never Came Baok.” He romped 
out of Elizaboth's existence on the Sun¬ 
day preceding-the Derby. 

“ I waited for ’iin four-an’ an-’arf ’ours, 
an’ ’e didn’t turn up,” she informed me 
noxt day. 

" Perhaps he was prevented from 
kooping tho appointment,” I suggested 
to comfort hor, though I felt the-out¬ 
look was gloomy. 

Sho shook hor head. “ I ’ll novel - see 
’im no more. I know ’em,” she said, 
drawing on tho depth of hor experience 
of young men who do the vanishing 
trick. “ An’ my money gone too. It’s 
’eartbreakin’. But 1 might ’avo known 
that that thoro ’orse was a bad sign.” 

“ What horse? ” I asked, bewildered. 

" The one ’o told mo to put my money 
on. The name alono ought to have set 
mo agon it; it was too true to life.’’ 

"And what w'as the 
name of tho horso?” I 
inquired as sho drifted 
dismally to tho door. 

"’E Goos,” said Eliza¬ 
beth mournfully. 


THINGS NOT GENERALLY 
KNOWN. 

(Thj our Lunatic Con¬ 
tributor.) 

That the notorious Kino 
Bulsiiazzau 

Was noted as the earliest 
Jazzer; 

That, on tho contrary, 
/jKuuiiiiamul 

Was most exclusive and 
unclubhalile ; 

That RoMULUSand brother 
Emms 

Wore not so tall as Polyphemus ; 

That tho ono weakness of Calypso 
Was what is briefly known as “ dipso ; ” 
That Clouujs, very long ago, 

First boro tho nickname of “ Old Clo;” 
That tho illustiious Palf.stiuna 
Did not invont tho concertina ; 

That Waoneii’s methods in Tannhduser 
Ncvor appealed to Mrs. Voyscr\ 

That the Albanian Prunk Bin Doda 
P refers his whisky minus soda; 

That good Professor Flinders Petrie 
D id not discover Sacha Guitby. 


Our Journalistic Sleuths. 

"Tho circumstances undor which the de¬ 
ceased came by his death are shroudod in 
mystery. From tho gun shot wounds it is 
surmised that ho either shot himself or some¬ 
body had Bhot him ."—Indian Paper. 

"Would Porsons prosont in Bestnurant in 
Shiprow on Saturday Night, when dispute 
uroso with regard to sixpence, pleaso com¬ 
municate with No. 798 Express Office ? " 

Scotch Paper. 

Who beard the bang ? 
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[ Work-end hostesses rue now gi\it:g “i^iid-a-li.uid ” parties, at which even guest is expccLeil to do some household servin'.; 

Wife. “I’m askiso Dou.v Dnen watm mis wkkk-kxu. Bit m i i., bit sm: boksn’i' imoc -mi: uun\." 

Jlushand. “Don’t foimiet Bkrtir Bunt. Jlu- or a uoiniik.ii. tit iiii’s as act. at cmunisi. boots.” 


AMERICA AGAIN. 

A situation of extreme international 
delicacy has recently arisen. Wo under¬ 
stand, with regard to the impending 
strike of Italian organ-grinders and ice¬ 
cream merchants in the Metropolis, that 
SignoriRimbomboFuriosoandFagiuolo 
Antico, representing tho Amalgamated 
Society of Itinerant Instrumentalists 
and tbe National Union of Refrigerated 
Tuck Sellers, havo lately been invited to 
a conference with Dr. Mackamaba, and 
their economic grievances are now under 
tho consideration of tbe Ministeb of 
Laboub. These, briefly, are as follows: 

(1) Tbe high price of sugar. 

(21 Restricted hours and insnflicient 
emoluments. 

(31 Undue interference by the police. 


emoluments. 

(31 Undue interference by the police. 

(4) Inadequate supplies of monkey 
nuts. 

It now appears that in. order to make 
a bid for the lqrge Italian vote in the 
forthcoming Presidential eleotions in 
the TJ.8.A. a violent anti-British'pro¬ 


paganda compaign is raging on the 
othor side of tho Atlantic, and that an 
enormous amount of spurious sympathy 
is being manufactured on behalf of the 
purveyors of rotary music and frozen 
confectionery in Soho. Beautiful Italian 
girls aro daily besieging the British 
Embassy at Washington with placards 
bearing such inscriptions as— 

SHOULD HOKEY POKEY SUFFER? 

ENDLAND COERCES HER TRAVEL- 
LINO ORGANISTS. 

AMERICANS! HELP THE DC MB APE! 

The agitation is the more uncalled for 
since, as a matter of fact, both Signor 
Furioso and Signor Antico, liko most of 
their compatriots in this country, are 
pronounced Irredentists and filled with 
aspirations for a larger Italy, so that 
they have little or nothing in common 
with anti-imperialistic America. Nover- 
tlieless, so hitter is tho feeling which 
lias been aroused that large subsidies aro 
being sent overseas and Black Hand 
gangs organised to resist the London 


polico. All over the outer suburbs 
oi gun-grinders arc refusing to move on, 
and insist on playing well into the 
early hours of the morning. Deleteri¬ 
ous substances of an explosive nature 
aro being mingled with the ice cream, 
or else it is being supplied in such a 
watery condition that it is impossible for 
customers to lick it out of the receptacle 
without ruining their shirt fronts mid 
waistcoats. Monkoys are being trained 
to give violent manifestations of fero¬ 
city, and, should tho present boat-wave 
continue, rabies is anticipated. 

The latest development is a rumoured 
suggestion from the U.S.A. Govern¬ 
ment that a representative should he 
sent over to take part in the Conference, 
and tho names of Mr. .Ion Dempsey 
and Mr. Chahles Chaplin have been 
put forward as possible mediators. 

. ,= ^ ^ • 

“AH is not piano sailing jet for tln> Gorman 
in search of foreign markets."— KreniiifjVaim. 
But wait, till their flying bagmen get to 
work. 
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PRACTICAL ZOOLOGY. 

Theme is nothing which distinguishes 
your truo Briton so much as tho syste¬ 
matic study of tho ways of wild animals, 
and there is no kind of instruction which 
an English child so eagerly accepts. 

“Tho addax or Nubian antolopo,” 
how frequently one may hear a father 
say to his small son in the schoolroom, 
“has hoi us very similar to those of the 
Indian antelope, hut is a larger animal.” 
“ Yes, father,” responds tho hoy brightly, 
“ it has a tuft of long hair on tho foro- 
lioad and largo broad hoofs, adapted for 
treading on lino and looso sands.” 

But it is easier perhaps to make 
these nice points in natural history in 
the comparative calm of the home than 
in the more frenzied atmosphere that 
reigns in the Zoological Gardens them¬ 
selves. It is for that reason that I 
have put together the few notes which 
follow, hoping that they may assist 
the reader to adopt a definite systom 
in dealing with this great national in¬ 
stitution und educate the young mind 
orf a reasoned and scientific plan. 

Take the order of visiting the cages 
first. I do not complain of your natural 
wish to begin with the giraffe, because 
it has such an absurdly long neck and 
may possibly mistake Pamela's straw- 
hat for a bunch of hay and try to eat it, 


and because you will ho able to sco tho 
hippopotamus on tho way. As a matter 
of fact you will find that the giraffe is 
not standing near tho liars at all, but 
close to its stable, where it is mincing 
and bridling exactly like a lady in a 
Victorian novel, and as for tho hippo¬ 
potamus you cannot soo tho pretty pink 
part of him because ho is giving his 
famous imitation of a submarine. But 
never mind that. Your difficulty now 
will be, “What shall wo do next?” 
and in order to assist you 1 liavo con¬ 
structed a logical order for visiting tho 
various cages. Hero it is:— 

1. Tho lions, bccauso you can hear 
thorn already roaring most horribly 
fiercoly. 

2. Tho sea-lions, bccauso they are 
saying " Ock, ock.” 

3. Tho lions, because the tigor may 
be roaring too this time. 

4. The Elephant House. No.Pamela, 
I don’t know why he is swaying about 
like that. 

5. The lions, because Tony did not 
really soo the black panther, which was 
asleep in one corner of its cage. 

6. The Monkey House. I suppose 
wa must. 

7. The lions, to wait there till they 
are fed. 

The only trouble about this order is 


tl-.at you may not liavo much timo to 
visit the Mappin Teiraccs, and it is of 
courso vory important that you should 
go there because of the hears. Tho 
hears by rights should bo fed on um¬ 
brellas, bccauso they suck the slick und 
tho l ibs of tho fiamo for all tho world 
as if they wore pieces of asparagus, and 
tear the silk part very carefully into 
tiny littlo shreds. But umbrellas are 
very expensive just now and tho koopor 
does not think thoy arc very good for 
tho bears either. It is hotter to give 
thorn oranges, but oranges are expen¬ 
sive too, so you must make quite cer¬ 
tain that you do not waste them on the 
grizzlies which are not on the Mappin 
Torrucos at all. It is no uso giving an 
orange to a grizzly bear, because it goes 
down with one quick motion, like the 
rod into tho right-hand top pocket. 
But if you give it to one of the Hima¬ 
layan hears he opons it and scoops out 
all tho insido and guzzlc3 it up and 
then sits down and licks his paws ex¬ 
actly like a Christian, and while he is 
doing that tho other Himalayan bear 
comes up and is so annoyed at not 
having an orange too that he lies down 
and groans with rage and flaps himself 
with his paws. So you have to get 
another orange. 

Another thing that you have missed 
all this time and ought to see if poB- 
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siblo is tho Antelope House, where tho 
telephone is. I don’t know why the 
antolopes want a telephone moro than 
all tho other animals, hut they do. Of 
course if thoy knew how bad tho tele¬ 
phono is thoy would roaliso that with 
thoir Ion# legs thoy could got there and 
back again in much quicker timo than 
it takes to got a call through. 

And tlion there are the Small Birds. 
It-is not known to everybody, least of 
all, I think, to poets, that tho nightin¬ 
gale sings best of all in a cage in broad 
daylight and amongst a lot of other 
birds, all twittering away liko any¬ 
thing. We should liko to take Mr. 
Eobeut Bbidqes to the Small Birds’ 
House. We should liko to take Mr. 
Eobert Smilt.ie there too, and intro¬ 
duce him to the bird just underneath 
the nightingale, which is called the 
Talking Mynah. 

But you are not very much interested 
in coal or poetry, and will probably 
like the Sugar Birds best, for, if there 
is anything more delightful than being 
a bird, especially a tiny little bird, blue 


or green underneath, it must be living 
on sugar and having grapes stuck in 
tho bars of your cago. 

Tho snakes of course are slimy sort 
of creatures and their house is a long 
way off, and, though wo fully agree 
with you that tho monkeys were just 
like real porsons, wo think wo really 
ought to ho starting home now. 

No, there is no time to see tho lions 
again. . . . Hvoe. 

THE CAP THAT PITS. 

“ Coraid, dear," said my wife tho 
othor evening, “ I wish you’d write 
and ordor some more uotepaper; wo 've 
hardly any left.” 

11 All right, Margaret. What sort do 
you want ? The last lot was beastly— 
too thick to make into spills and not 
large onough for drawing up the fire.” 

“ Well, hero’s a list of the different 
kinds they have in stock at Jones and 
Bobiuson’s.” 

I took it from her and glanced through 
it. “What do you say to 1 Cream Laid,’ 
Margaret? I like the sound of that. 


It will make me feel so nice and cool 
in tho hot weather to think of tho rows 
of fresh-faced country girls, in their 
spotless wldte overalls, pouring the 
cream delicately over the paper. I 
wonder how they get it to stop exactly 
at tho edge?” 

“ it wants a very cool head and 
steady hand, I expect,” said Margaret; 
“ thoy 'd all ho picked cream-layers, of 
course. But how would you liko ‘ thick 
hand-made paper with deckle edges’? 
What are deckle edgos, I wonder; and 
how is paper hand-mado?” ' 

“ Rather liko treading grapes, 1 fancy, 
only that's done by foot. I mean they 
smash up tho pulp with a very heavy 

pestle in a huge-” 

“ Mortar! ” criod Margarot triumph¬ 
antly. 

“ Yes; hut am I telling this story or 
are you? Well, and then they put it 

through a mangle-- 

“ Wurzel,” said Margaret. 

“ Wrong—just a mangle, and roll it 
out flat, after which they deckle fcbo 
odges.” 
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“ Hut how do they do that, Gerald ?" 

“Oli, they just call iu the edgc-deck- 
ler an<l say, ‘See to't that yon edges 
ho deckled ere set o’ sun,’ and lie sees 
to’t. His is a most important post, I 
believe.” 

Margaret came and sat oil a tuft'et 
by my chair. 

"Horry about wurzel,” she said. 
" Now tell me all about machine-made 
paper, there's a dear. It will he so 
nice to be able to explain all this to 
Nat when ho's older.” 

“ Paper-making by machinery, my 
dear,” I said graciously, “ is a most 
complicated process. 1 won’t puzzle 
you with all the details, but roughly the 
idea is to pulp up the—er—rags and 
so on in a huge sort of—er—bowl, and 
then to roll it out thin in the rolling- 
out machino.” 

Margaret thought this over. " It 
sounds just the same as the hand¬ 
made,” she said. 

“Oil, no," I said quickly; “it’s all 
done by machinery, you see. Pistons 
and rollers and—er—mechanical edge- 
decklers and so on.’ 

"Andwhatdoes'Linen Wove’mean?” 

“ They employ people to thread the 
paper with linen threads, my dear. A 
very delicate performance; that's why 


Linen Wove is so expensive. Azure 
Wovo is, of course, done with blue flaxen 
threads. Silurian Bond is made by a 
fellowship of geologists, and for Chelsea 
Bank they have a factory on the hank 
of the Thames at Cheyne Walk. That's 
all I need tell you, though I know a 
lot more.” 

“ I never realised before how awfully 
interesting paper-making could be,” 
said Margaret gratefully. “ Writo and 
order mo a good supply of Chelsea 
Cream Wovo, will you, dear ? Oh, and 
somo other kind for yourself, to write 
your stories on. Don’t forget.” 

“ Very well; Chelsea Cream Wove 
for you. And what shall I have ? ” 
Margaret’s mouth twitched a little. 

“ Foolscap, I think, dear,” she said. 

ANALGESIA. 

(With Mr. Punch's best wishes for the 
speedy recovery of the French Phkhi- 

VENT.) 

[“President Doschanel . . . was compelled 
to tako several analgesia cachets. (Analgesia 
is a condition in which there is incapacity of 
(poling pain ).”]—Evening Paper. 

When, haply through excess of cake, 
In childhood's days of fun and frolic, 
I suffered from that local ache 
Known to the Faculty as colic; 


Or if across the foam I fared 
And was (invariably) sea-sick, 

How much distress had I been spared 
Just by a simple analgesic. 

In tho Headmaster’s awesome den, 

His cane poised o’er me palely bend¬ 
ing. 

A lozenge deftly swallowed then 
Had oased the smart of its descend¬ 
ing. 

Thus might I have indulged in “ rags,” 
Immune from every sore corrective, 

Nor need I thon have stuffed my Dags 
With notebooks, often ineffective. 

Henceforth, in any sort of fuss— 

Life’s little incidental dramas, 

As when one boards a motor-bus 
Or leaps from trains in one’s 
pyjamas— 

I ’ll take a tabloid. Dkschanel ! 

So much to me your agile feat meant; 

L'excmple prtsidcntiel 

Lends quite a cachet to the treat¬ 
ment. -.——— 

“59 ACCIDENTS IN 5 YEARS. " 
rnorossD boad widAnino to include 
cemictehy CtmNKB." 

Evening Paper. 

The only alternative would appear to 

be to enlarge the cemetery, u . 
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AN ERROR OF JUDGMENT. AT EPSOM. 

I am not attending the Derby this year. 
Nor was it my original intention to go 
last year, but since my beneficent em¬ 
ployers, unasked, offered me a day off, 
Selina insisted we ought to go. It was 
a national institution, a sight everyone 
should see once in a lifetime, and so 
forth. I protested it was nn extrava¬ 
gance ; that to be married was really 
moro than we could afford, let alone 
race-meetings. But Selina was firm. 
She would pay, if necessary, out of the 
house-keeping money. Besides it need 
cost nothing. Wo might win enough 
money to cover our expenses. 

Thus the idea of betting was intro¬ 
duced. Gambling in all forms is against 
my principles; and how I came to give 
in on the point I scarcely know. From 
the way Selina argued one might have 
supposed that a bet on the Derby was 
a prudent investment, something in 
the nature of a life-insurance which no 
careful husband would neglect to make. 
So T yielded, morely stipulating that 
our stake was not to exceed one pound; 
and this amount fortunately satisfied 
Selina’s conception of recklessness. 

So upon the appointed day wo found 
ourselves at the famous Heath, or is it 
the Downs? The selection of a horse 
to hear our fortunes to victory was not 
made without anxious debate, since 
Selina's choice was based upon the 
colour scheme of the jockey's coats, 
and mine on the romantic associations 
of the animals’ names. In tho end we 
compromised on a horso called Grand 
Parade. 

Next, equally momentous, wc selected 
a bookmaker who was to oblige us by 
opposing bur fancy at tho most advant¬ 
ageous rate. I was in favour of picking 
n man whoso abundance of chin and 
paunch would, should lie default, pre¬ 
vent liis attaining more than four miles 
an hour on tho flat. I had already dis¬ 
covered one that answered thisflcscrip- 
tion. He was soliciting clients in a 
voice that made one think a vulture 
might be rending his liver. Selina, who 
protends to lead character from faces, 
declared his eyes were too close together 
for those of an honest man. She had 
singled out a more suitable individual, 
and she indicated to me a slender 
gentlemanly man dressed in a grey 
frock-ooat with a tali hat of the same 
colour just pathetieally beginning to 
grow shabby. He also invited custom, 
but in a refined, almost confidential 
tone which, in comparison with the bray¬ 
ing of bis rival, resembled the cooing 
of a dove. His features, which to me 
denoted weakness of oharaoter, Selina 
.asserted to be those of an honourable 
man struggling with adversity. It was 
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to support an ailing wife, she felt sure, 
that he toiled at his uncongenial voca¬ 
tion. I should liavo liked to explain, 
though I knew it was usele-ib, that our' 
object in dealing with him was not to 
contribute to the support of his wife; 
that our success, indeed, might mean 
that tho unhappy lady would he de¬ 
prived for many a week to come of 
those little delicacies that are essential 
to the comfort of an invalid. 

Against my bettor judgment I gave 
in and our little stako was deposited 
in his hands. 1 almost felt inclined 
to apologizo for its smallness, but his 
courtesy in accepting it rondorod ex¬ 
cuses unnecessary. Novortheless I 
should have preferred, when taking up 
a position to view the race, to have 
chosen a spot from which we could 
at the same time have kept an eye on 
his gentlemanly tall hat, Selina how¬ 


ever poohpoohed tho idea. Wo there¬ 
fore walked sonic liitlo distanco to a 
point on the hill whence, some ten 
minutes later, wo had the satisfaction 
of seeing Grand Parade gallop home a 
winner. 

In tho moment of triumph I had 
almost forgotten my apprehensions as 
to our bookmaker. Selina however 
had not, for, as wo caught sight of his 
elegant grey-clad figure on our return, 
she could not resist exclaiming, “ See 
how wrong your suspicions were.” 

The crowd, set loose after the tension 
of tho race, impeded our progross, so 
that by tho time we reached him he was 
alone. Apparently lie had paid off all 
•tho other winners, and we were tho last 
claimants to arrive. 

“ Ah, 1 was waiting tor you,” he said 
in his easy well-bred fashion. “ You 
will think it very strange, perhaps, but 
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for the moment I am unable to pay 
you. Moat absurd. My losses have 
been rather more than 1 calculated, and 
1 have unfortunately disbursed all my 
available cash. You need bo under 
no apprehonsion, however; if you will 
kindly give mo your address you shall 
havo a cheque by tho lirst post to¬ 
morrow." 

I triod t ) recall what ono did to 
wolshors. I soonied to remember that 
one raise 1 a hue-and-cry, that ono 
tarred and feathered thorn, and rode 
them on a rail t.o a pond. I am, 
however, constitutionally timid about 
making my voice hoard in public, and 
I was as short of tar and feathers 
as he was of ready cash. 1 had thore- 
foro no alternative hut to draw out my 
pockot-case and present him with a 
card. 

“Ah, thanks," ho said, and with a 
neat littlo silver pencil ho scribbled on 
tho hack a hieroglyph of somo sort, 
doubtless to jog his memory. Then ho 
wished mo good-day with many apolo¬ 
gies and, politely- taking oft his hat to 
Selina, sauntered leisurely in the diino¬ 
tion of tho railway-station. 

I confess t hat this contretemps some¬ 
what dashed my spirits. Nor was my 
chagrin lessened by observing, during 
tho remainder of the aflornoon, my 
corpulent friend, notwithstanding tins 
closeness of his eyes to each other, 
paying off regularly, at the etui of each 
race, a host of customers with tho great¬ 
est good grace, enlivened by coarse 
jocularities. J followed the rest of tho 
sport with little zest, and ruy cup of 
onjoymont was not filled to overflow¬ 
ing when, possessing first-class return 
tickets, wo had to stand, Selina as well 
as myself, in a crowded third-class 
smoker. 

Selina however preserved both her 
spirits and hor confidence. Book¬ 
makers, sho had hoard, wero, as a class, 
most honourable. Tltoir losses could 
not bo recovered by law, but thoy re¬ 
garded them as debts of honour. There 
woro exceptions, of course, but tho 
gentleman in grey was not ono of thorn. 
Something told her so. I should see 
that she was right. 

At breakfast next morning wo scannod 
our post for a letter in au unfamiliar 
handwriting. There was none. 

“ It was really rather early to expoct 
one,” said Selina. 

On the following morning, howevor, 
amongst others there lay a letter in a 
strange writing, addressed moreover in 
precisely the samo style as the de¬ 
scription of mo on my visiting card. 

“ What did I toll you? ’’ said Selina. 

“ Well?’’ she asked, as I tore open 
the envelope and read the letter. 

“ This must bo some mistake," I said. 


“ It is a demand from the railway for a 
first-class fare from Epsom to London. 
They state that I was detected travel¬ 
ling without a ticket. Ridiculous. I 
shall pay no attention to it.” 

In tho evening, however, as 1 started 
homo from tho City, I thought bettor. 
It would save trouble if 1 looked in at 
London Bridgo. 

" You have come to pay ? ” said tho 
chiof clerk, us l showed him the note. 

"Indeed I havo not," said 1. “On 
the contrary the Company should re¬ 
fund me tho difference between first 
and third-class fare." 

“Do you deny, then, that you trav¬ 
elled back from Epsom without a 
ticket ? ” 

“ Indood 1 do." 

"You will not deny, perhaps, that 
this is tho card you handed tho in¬ 
spector with a promise to pay? ” 

I took tho proffered card. I could 
not deny it, for tho card was mine. J 
turned it over. There, faintly legible 
on tho back in pencil, was the hiero¬ 
glyph that tho bookie had scrawled 
on it. 

T explained to tho clerk. 1 also ox- 
plained to Selina when 1 got homo. 
She, however, sticks to her original 
contention. Sho was not deceived. 
Fundamentally the man was honest. 
Only tho expenses of his wife's long 
illness had caused him to deviate, from 
tho path of probity. 


METHODIC MADNESS. 

(By our Medical Correspondent.) 

The newspapers have recently do- 
votod a certain amount of space to tho 
American millionaire who, while con¬ 
fined in a psychopathic ward of a pri¬ 
vate lunatic asylum, by his clever finan¬ 
cial manipulations added in the course 
of six weeks fivo hundred thousand 
pounds to a fortuno “conservatively 
estimated at three million pounds.” 
In spito of this achievement tho mis¬ 
guided millionaire pleaded earnestly for 
his release. But tho verdict of tho 
New York Sheriffs’ Court was adverse. 
The expert “ alienists ” admitted that 
lie possossod an extraordinary memory 
and undoubted genius, but hold that he 
was none tho less insano. Accordingly 
ho is to remain in the psychopathic 
ward to which ho was consignod “ at 
the request of his aged mother.” A 
simple sum in addition establishes the 
fact that, if the patient maintains his 
present average, lie will considerably 
more than double his fortune in a yoar. 
Yet none of tho newspaper commen¬ 
tators have realised the tremondous 
possibilities underlying this achieve¬ 
ment. 

We are threatened with national in¬ 


solvency, and here is an infallible remedy 
ready to hand. Lord Fisher’s panacea 
for our discontents was to “ sack the 
lot"—to dismiss all our rulers and ad¬ 
ministrators. But he had only a glim¬ 
mering of the truth. Our cry should 
rather bo, " Lock up the lot." Experi¬ 
ence has taught us that if complete 
latitude is given to eccontrics and in¬ 
competents, if, in tho words of Professor 
Soddy, F.lt.S., tho dostinies of the coun¬ 
try are entrusted to people of archaic 
montal outlook, tho result is bound to 
be disastrous and chaotic. But if you 
treat them as lunatics, there is a strong 
presumption of their mending their 
ways and proving valuable factors in 
tho economic reconstruction of tho 
Empire and tho world. 

Grave evils call for drastic troat- 
munt, and in view of tho hectic con¬ 
dition of tho Stock Exchange and tho 
“ vicious circlo ” round which indus¬ 
trialism is now unhappily revolving 1 
cannot but think that tho temporary 
seclusion of tho Ministry in a psycho¬ 
pathic ward might ho fraught with 
economic consequences of tho utmost 
importance. Even if they wore only 
able to reduco our indebtedness at tho 
samo rate as that attained by the Amer¬ 
ican millionaire, their combined efforts 
would represent a magnificent total. 

Perhaps it would ho wiser to procood 
tentatively and not commit oursolvos 
for more than six weeks to start with, 
ft is just conceivable that tho treatment 
might stimulate extravagance instead 
of economy. Financial thrombosis is 
not unknown as one of tho obscurer 
forms of megalomania. Still, as I have 
said, tho experiment is worth making. 

In other spheres of activity the results 
achioved are most encouraging. For 
example, an extremely outre, Cubist who 
was recently consigned to a psychopathic 
ward at the instigation of his grand¬ 
mother, developed a remarkablo talent 
for painting in tho manner of Marcus 
Stone 1 !' while a noo-Georgian composer 
under similar treatment has produced a 
series of etudes indistinguishable from 
tho pianoforte music of Sterndaj.e 
Bennett, though he had previously far 
outstripped the most unbridled and 
oxacorbatcd aberrations of Scriauine in 
his latest phase. 


Commercial Candour. 

“YE OLDE TEA HOUSE 
(Opposite tho Church). 
Homie-Madb Cakes. Antiques." 

Local Paper. 

“TO BE SURE. 

• Why do you call that performing poodle 
Sidius? ’ 

1 Ho’s a dog star, ain’t he now ? ’" 

Canadian Paper. 

Still we don't see it. 
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AT THE PLAY. 

“The Mystery op the YEi.r.ow Room.” 

Gentlemen of the Press having been 
tactfully requested not to give-away 
this awesome mystery, I am barred by 
tho fastidious sense of honour which 
distinguishes our profession from spoil¬ 
ing your pleasure in this matter—a 
course which othorwiso I should natur¬ 
ally have preferred. 

Not that I have any too clear idea of 
what it was all about or why an inno¬ 
cent gentleman should bo apparently 
going to be guillotined for it. Kor there 
was no question of anyone having boon 
murdered, the only tangible crimo be¬ 
fore tho Court that I could see being 
the abstraction of some scientific papers, 
llowovor don’t imagine that this vague¬ 
ness will deprivo you of the pleasures of 
shock. Only don’t go thinking about 
it. llomomhor Rosamund and her Pur¬ 
ple Jar. 

I think I am froo to toll you that a 
young journalist possessing (character¬ 
istically) “ fantastic humour and ex¬ 
uberant gaioty," a famous amateur do- 
toctivo to boot, outwits all tho ollictal 
police, robs tho law of its prey and 
finds a long-lost mother for himself. 

If this doesn’t excite you suflieieutly 
you can extract fun from subsidiary de¬ 
tails. Jt is always diverting to tho un¬ 
spoilt soul when tho principal lady goes 
to turn up one lamp and tho other 
promptly glows instead; or when, a 
particularly obvious and commonplace 
knock assaulting tho oar, she exclaims 
in tragic accents, "Thero’s somoono at 
tho door; ” or when the dotoetivo drags 
from tho bottom of the lake a pair of 
the driest of dry old boots. 

Or, if you are superior to this kind of 
tiling, you can umuso yourself by de¬ 
ducing from tho practice before you the 
famous Rules for Revolvers, which, mu- 
latis mutandis, aro as old as the Aris¬ 
totelian unities and, for all I (or, pro¬ 
bably, you) know to the contrary, wore 
laid down at tho same time by the same 
hand. 

Jtulol. “All Innocont Characters ex¬ 
pecting murderous assault from Par¬ 
ticularly Dosperato Villains will provide 
thom9elves with revolvers. Before re¬ 
tiring for tiie tragic night they will, 
grasping the revolver firmly in the right 
haud, place it carefully (as Professor 
Leacock would direct) on the revolver- 
stand. Tho P.D.V. will thon know 
what to do about it. (Note : P.D.V.'s do 
not carry revolvers. They don’t neod to.) 

Rule II. “ I.C.'s actually attacking 
P.D. V.’s will on no account fire, but, ad« 
vancing stealthily, will offer their pistol- 
wrist to the enemy, who will at onco 
lock it in a deathly grip. After a brief 
struggle, swaying this way and that, 


the P.D.V. will, on the word ‘ Pour,’ 
put on another beard and have the I.C. 
thrown into prison.” And so forth. 

1 have no serious fault to find with 
those tactics. On tho contrary. But 
I rather think that in the first Act an 
incident was introduced (no doubt in 
tho spirit of the little girl’s explanation 
a 2 >ropos of her riddle, “That was just 
put in to make it more difficult”), which 
was not quite cricket as it is played 
by the best peoplo in the30 stago 
shockors. 

But I am on dangorous grounds. Let 
mo say that Mr. IIannafokd Bennett 
has been distinctly ingenious in his 
adaptation from M. Gaston’s LemOux’b 
hectic feuillcton; that MissSviiii.TiioRN- 



Joseph Uoiiletabille (Mr. Annum I’usky) to 
Frcdcnr. 1,arson (Mr. Franklin Dyai.l). 

“ l' 1 ATI!Kit, X AM A JOURNALIST; 1 CANNOT 
TELL A LIE. YOU MU IT ! ” 

dike put in a much finer quality of 
work than is usually supplied with this 
kind of heroine; that Miss Daisy Mark¬ 
ham as hor friend played very gaily and 
prettily as long as the situation allowed 
it, and that Messrs. Franklin Dyall, 
Lewis Casson, Nicholas JIannisn, 
Arthur Busby, Maior Jones, Colston 
Mansell and tho Prompter all did 
notable work. T. 


Our Erudite Contemporaries. 

“No doubt tho inhabitants of tho seasido 
resorts aro duly grateful as they turn thoir 
faces to tho trippers and tho sun. Lika Niobo, 
they arc all smiles ."—Provincial Paper. 


“It certainly was a heavy swell, but the 
good ship 1 Onward ’ had, so to speak, got its 
sea legs, and so had tho party aboard ; and 
although we rollod, it was a long stoady roll 
'which in time becamo almost most enjoyable." 

Isle of Man Weekly Times. 

It is on occasions like these th&t the 
Manxman finds his third leg so useful. 


CUTCHERY CATS. 

[Tn order to cheek tho depredations of 
mice and rats tho Government of India have 
directed the maintenance of cats in every 
public ofTico (“Cutchory ”). Rations do not 
err on the sido of over-abundanco, and the 
eats in consequence aro not always the most 
favourable specimens.] 

What time five notes on the cutchory 
gong 

The aged orderly rings, 

And ho who calleth the waiting throng 
Strikotli his work and sings, 

There cometh a man with broken 
meats, 

Cheerily calling, and him thoro greot3 
With wailing of souls that are tried 
too long, 

A bevy of il'oarsomo Things. 

Ribbed as railings and lank as rods, 
Stark as tho toddy trees, 

Swarming as when from the bursting 
pods 

Scatter the ripened poas, 

Flaming pupil and naked claw, 

Gaunt and desolato, maimed and raw, 
Cats by courtesy, hut, yc gods ! 

Never were cats like these. 

Nay, of a verity those ho souls 
Such as in life were vilo, 

Risen again from tho nothormost coals 
To harry tho earth a while; 

Versed in wickodness, old in sin, 

Never was hell could hold thorn in, 

And hack tlioy hasten in droves and 
shoals 

To desecrate and defile. 

Hero where tho shadow of Ancient Lies 
Falloth athwart tho room, 

Where the Angel of Evil Counsel plica 
il’is chariot through the gloom, 
Where tho Lost Endoavours and Faded 
IIopos 

Cluster like fruit in tho mango-topes, 
Here is the pcrfectest paradise 

For tho damned to work their doom. 

And swear will I by the Cloven Hoof 
And the name of tho Manichees, 

By tho hair that risetli despite reproof 
And tho rebel voins that freozo, 

That at night, when tho graves givo up 
their dead 

And the thunder belloweth overhead, 
You would not got me under this roof 
For a lakh of the best rupoos 1 
* * :!: * 

The Magistrate’s risen and eke the Sub, 
And bicycles homeward spin; 

The clerks depart with a shrill hubbub 
And the snores of the guard begin; 
Ah, lock ye the strong-room sure and 
fast, 

For the night draws down and the day 
is past; 

Masters, I will away to the Club, 

For the hour of the cats is in. 

H.8. 
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The good Sioux glories in his scalps, and Mr. Isaac F. Spendeb’b new ajnd, as it seems to me, rather ingenuous' 
Marcobson, of Louisville, must surely be the Great Chief novel. Love is not neglected, for a peer's son, deaf and 
of interviewors. Interviewing, he tells us, is, after all, only dumb through shell-shock, so responds to the counter- 
n form of reporting, and so are history, poetry andromance. irritant' of seeing this modern Joan riding through Piccadilly 
What, he asks, were Mommsen and Gibbon, Wohdswobth that ho rocovers both speech and hearing and promptly 
and Keats but reporters, and I can only answer, What uses them to put her a leading question and understand 

indeed? To have been found worthy of tonsure by Mr. her version of "But this is so sudden. However-” 

Mahcosson it is necessary to be vory eminent, and to win There is a people’s army; a rose-water revolution with the 
his highest praise it is essential also to bo a good "imparter," King accepting it as all in the day's dull work; a fight or 
though he-has a kind of sneaking admiration for the pale- rather an arming of a few last-ditchers of the old order, 
face who insists on handing him a written statement and and much else that is not likely to happen outside Kuritania. 
declines to speak. Such a one was Sir Edwabd Carson. Also candid expression of the opinions of (I take it) the 
Hanging to Mr. Marcosson's girdle are tho chevelnres of “ Wee Frees " concerning Glamorgan Jones. 

Mr. Lloyd George, Lord Haig, Marshal Foch, Sir James -- 

Barbie and Mr. Roosevelt, to namo no more. N aturally T f M r. Alan G rah am does not unsettle my conviction that 
Adventures in Interviewing (Lane) is full of side-lights on it is easier to begin a story of hidden treasure than it is to 
the recent war. How could it die othorwiso when so many finish it, I can nevertheless promise you a good day with 
celebrated brains are laid bare ? One quotation I cannot the sleuth-hounds, should you decide to Follow the Little 


refrain from giving. 
Speaking of Lord Bioa- 
vkbbbook ho says, “Ho 
had como to London a 
decade ago, to live ' tho 
life of a gentleman,' but 
was drawn irresistibly 
into politics.” 1 chal¬ 
lenge our literature to 
produce a more beau¬ 
tiful “ but.” 

Miss Edith Dart 
has grouped against her 
Dartmoor sotting in 
Sarecl (Philip Allan) 
just the characters to 
act out the well-worn 
story of the mutual in¬ 
fatuation of a young 
man of birth and an 
ignorant country maid. 
But though Sarcel, tho 
little work house-reared 
servant at tho farm, 
falls in lovo in tho ac¬ 
cepted fashion with tho 
hest-lookingof Ihothreu 





L / irP"""'® 





Milt rest. “Non.wi, no you ever repeat anything you hear the master 

ANU MYHKli*' SAY T(J KACII OTHER WHEN \V1I HAVE A SJ.IUKT DIFFERENCE OF 
OPINION ? ” 

Dmiicstif. “The Saints forbid. Mum!" 


Pictures (Blackwood). 
For somo not too lucid 
roason I went to tho 
meet with a foar in my 
heart that thecommand 
in .the title referred to 
the “ movies,” and niy 
relief was great on dis¬ 
covering that it was 
taken from a cipher 
containing the key to 
tho treasure. Tho scone 
of tliis hunt is laid in 
Scotland, and the most 
notable figure among 
its followers is a cer¬ 
tain Laird Vanish, The 
pecuniary fortunes of 
the Vanish clan were 
at a low ebb, and in 
his determination to 
improve them by win¬ 
ning tho prize the Laird 
broke all tho rules of 
tho game and gave way 
to terrifio outbursts of 
rage in the manner of 
those explosive gentle- 


young men who lodge there on a reading tour, and men with whom Miss Ethel Dell has familiarised ns, 
though he duly falls in love with her, tho innocence of There is both ingenuity and originality in this story, and 1 
her soul keeps their passion on the highest plane. What should lie doing the author and his roaders a groat disservice 
is more, when Alan, as such young gontlemen in fiction if 1 disclosed the details of the plot. Anyono with a bent 
generally do, changes his mind Miss Dart provides a for treasure-hunting will be missing a fine opportunity if he 
happy ending, without even a suicido to spoil it, and with- rofuses to have a day (or a night) witli Mr. Graham’s hounds, 
out inconsistency either in her own point of viow or in ■ 

that of her characters. I don’t really believe that Devon- A Sympathetic Auditor 

shire people say that they like things " brave and well ” .. Dl . tt c . GhosUcy , of Kdm onton, was in the city last week and 


.. * - ... w . y -i r • t i dl xv. Vv. vriiusucy, ui jmiuiuuvuu, was m inc laino wcca ituu 

quite as often as Miss Dart makes hers, and I wish she uitendod Sir Olivor Lodge’s lecture.”— Canadian Paper. 

had not so great a fondness for the word “ such ” that she • _____ 

must invent phrases as weird as " though he had not sought .. w . w .-- tho Rugby International forward, won his third 

such ” in order to bring it in; but apart from tbeso trifles suocess in four days at Chesham Oddfellows’ and Foresters’ sports 
Sar'eel, as something like a feminine version of a book by yesterday, when he took first prize in the 10 yards open event, with 
Mr. Eden Phillvottb arranged for family reading, will 1- yards start, in 9 2-5 sec.” Daily Paper. 
certainly please a great many people. His strong point, we gather, is not speed but staying-power. 


If you would like to see a white lady ride on a white A pvopos of the De Keyber case:— 

horse to Banbury Cross and elsewhere‘with a body-guard .< Unfortunately, the Dora regulations against free speeds and 

of men in tin hats, carrying The Banner (Collins) and pro- printing were never taken before the High Court, and our ancestors 
claiming the League of Youth (against war and other evils) will wonder at our timidity."—Dotty Eerdd. 
and forcible retirement from ail offices of profit or power We understand that Sir A. Conan Doyle has already 
under the Crown at the age of forty, get Mr. Hugh F. received several urgent messages on tho subject. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

Owing to heavy storms the other 
day one thousand London telephones 
were thrown out of order. Very few 
subsoribers noticed the difference. 

A camera capable of photographing 
the most rapid moving objects in the 
world is the latest invention of an 
American. There is some talk of his 
trying to photograph a bricklayer whiz¬ 
zing along at his work. 


“ Perjury is now rampant 
in all our Courts and thcro 
seems to be no way of pro¬ 
venting it,” declares a well- 
known judge. Surely if 
they did away with the oath 
this grievance would soon 
disappear. * 

"With goodwill on both 
sides,” said Lord Roth¬ 
schild recently, “ tho Jews 
will make a succoss of col¬ 
onising their own country.” 
Thoro will have to be assets 
as well ns goodwill, it is 
thought, if they are to be 
made to feel thoroughly at 

homo. * * 

* 

Mr. Geohge Peek, tho 
man who built the first 
glass houses in this country, 
lias died at Worthing. The 
man who threw the first 
stono from inside has not 
yet been identified, but 
suspicion points to Sir 
Frederick Pan bury. 

V 

When the police order you 
to move on, said the Thames 
magistrate, it is better to go 
in thp long run. Others de¬ 
clare that it is quite suffi¬ 
cient to melt from view at a 
businesslike waddle. 


“The only way to get houses,” says 
the Marylebone magistrate, “ is to build 
them.” The idea of knitting a few 
seoms to have been overlooked, 
v, * 

* 

We understand that the Scotsman 
who was injured in the rush outside the 

E ost-ofiSce on the last night of the threo- 
alfpenny postage, is now able to get 
about with the help of a stick. 

* 

New motor vehicles to take the plaoe 
of the " Black Marias ” are now being 
used between Brixton Gaol and Bow 
Street. Customers who contemplate 
arrest should, book early to avoid the 
congestion. 


Signbr Marconi has failed to get into preserve the traditions of tiie place by 
touch with Mars. At the same time holding an annual red herring suppor 
we are asked to deny the rumour that there is not confirmed, 
communication has been established 


between Lord Northolifke and the A certain brass band in llortford- 
Premiek. * * shire now practises in tho evening on 

* the flat roof of a large factory. Wo 

“Comedians," says a stage papor, understand that tho Union of Cat 
“ aro born, not made.” This disposes Musicians are taking a serious view of 
of the impression that too many of tho matter. * 
them do it on purpose. * 

’V* A vagrant was before the magistrate 

It has beon established in tho Court last week, charged with tearing his 

clothes and destroying all 
- - j| i f- tho buttons on them whilst 

- j tU -r~r_ ■ 4 in a workhouso ward. It 

^ .L III f~ 11 ? t 1 1 . It fi J is not known at what lauu- 

All/lsfeaaiBfSdl' r - - dry he sorvod his appren- 




"7*’ Aftor announcing that 

yj'lf - uM the fox which had been 

■' Cx\jnlMSIm causing severe losses to 
: Tv | ’ 'it fj§/ poultry had at last been 

killed a local paper admits , 

Mmrj-fli, ' W that the wanton destruction 

'l\ll r 1M| jfJ.rTWP' of fowls is still going on. j 

*it is thought that another 

f 0>; °f the same namo was 

i^KllSl, '‘ I.V-waHjNs .'Tili killed in error. 

„“The Irish will take 
' j Vul|| nothing tliat we can offer 

I I | them,” say a Government 

{ Li JIIIIb®M nffiiiiff] 8; oflicial. Outside of that 

1 i ; j'fIII | ! :f : ^ MT * 1 ** they seem to tako pretty 

JiTH ! f|ll 'ffijli yfS ! ' '' much wlmt they want. 

.mvinlD 1 illI !.-. v 

1 -li fpsK 'll f We think that tho atten- 

™l Wl|| i |§f|s || 1| ., | , tion of the N. S. P. C.C. 

i IH f 1 fjj ||jp ||||| ’l| should be drawn to the fact 

— m - prp !||V . f that several stall-holdors on 

] (ho beach of a popular sca- 

i sido town aro offering ices 

at twopenoo each, or twelve 

, VrsSi- for one-and-six. 

' * 

A man was chargod at 
^ tho South Western Police 

V . “Oii-and r WANT SOME vkuoxiuk. Kmf . non Court with throwing a band- 

Ji.viBimrsuK.s, ibx t it? -it 

_wicli at a waiter. \ ery 

of Appeal that the farther north you go I tliouglilloss. lie might have broken it. 


the buttons on them whilst 
in a workhouso ward. It 
is not known at what laun¬ 
dry he sorvod his appren¬ 
ticeship. # ... 


Aftor 
tho fox 
causing 
poultry 


pj 

m 

r-1 

m 







V. ‘-Oil —AND t WANT SOME l'EUOXIM'.. 

ji.vinimvsHKS, isn't it?” 


Ell - it 's I Oil 


tho largor aro people’s feet. Surprise 
has been expressed at tho comparatively A new instrument for measuring 
small number of Metropolitan police- whiskey is announced. Tho last whis- 
men who hail from Spitzbergen. key we ordered seomed to havo been 

S’..,* squirted into the glass with a hypo- 

Syijney Richardson, the London dorrnic syringe, 
messenger-hoy who went to America ~~ -- ; . 


for Mr. Darewski, has just returned. 
It is said that one American wanted to 


The Bull-dog Breed. 

“H. Prow, b Staples, c I,. MiteUoll, c Ry- 


keep him as a souvenir and ottered him laud, b Rajendrasinhji, it.”— Pnihi Pajvr 


a job as a paper-weight for his desk. 

# * 

3jC 

The Trafalgar Hotel, Greenwich, 


Tho gallant follow doesn't seem to have 
known when ho was beaten. 


The Trafalgar Hotel, Ureonwich, ... .. .. . 

famous of old for its whitobait dinners, toko 

has been turned into a Trades Union ledge of ambulance work preferred." 


The report that the Parlia- 


Provincial Paper. 


mentary Labour Party has decided to IA " wot ” canteen, presumably. 

















ON APPROVAL. 

John looked up from his paper. 

“ Ah ! ” ho sighed loudly, “ how tho 
i world progresses." 

I Therowassilonco. John sighod again. 

| “ How tho world progresses," lie said 

: a shade louder. 

i Cecilia and I continued reading. 

| “Can’t anyone ask a question?” 
j asked John peevishly, 
i ■' Whore do the Dies go in the wintor- 
1 time ? ” murmured Cecilia without look- 
j in l? »‘P- 

i 1 was weak enough to laugh, lor 
.',omo reason it annoyed John, 
i “ Go on, go on, laugh 1 ” he splut- 
! tered; “ yon ’re a good pair, you and 
j your sister. Say something olso funny, 
| Cecilia, and make littlo brother laugh, 
j What a crowd to liavo married into! 
j Shrieks of laughter at every feeble joke, 
but as for intelligent conversation-" 

“ Well, wo ’ro reading,” said Cecilia; 
“we don’t want intelligent conversa¬ 
tion." 

“ There’s no need to tell me that. 
1 know it only too well. I haven’t been 
married to you for all these years with¬ 
out seeing that.” 

“ * All tneso years,’ ” repeated Cecilia, 
aghast. “ The vinditetive brute.” 


“ And,” continued John bitterly, “ 1 
say again what 1 said just now: How 
tho world progresses.” 

“Well, there's no need to keep on 
saying it, dear old cauliflower,” I said; 
“ wo know it progresses. What are we 
expected to say? ” 

“I know,” said Cecilia brightly'. 
“Why!" 

John pulled himself up. 

“Because,” ho said, “they are pro¬ 
posing in the paper here to start a 
system of temporary marriages which 
can 1)0 dissolved if eithor party is dis¬ 
satisfied after a fair trial. I only 
wish somebody had thought of it— 
how many ?—eight years ago.” 

Cocilia’s jaw dropped. T chuckled. 

“ You certainly bought that ono all 
right, Cecilia old dear,” I said. “ Can't 
you manage a witty retort ? Try, sistor, 
for the honour of the family.” 

Cecilia pulled herself together. 

"Hetort?” she said in surprise. 
“ Why on earth a retort, my dear Alan ? 
When my husband makes his first really 
sensible remark for years I don’t retort, 
I,applaud. If only I had known the 
sort of man ho is before I tied myself 
to him for lifel What an actor be 
would have made! Why, before we 
married-” 


“ • Nothing was too good for you,’ ” 
I encouraged. "Go on, Cecilia." 

“ Don’t interrupt, Alan—nothing was 
too good for me. Afterwards-” 

“Last year’s blousos and a yearly 
trip to the Zoo. Shame! ” I said. 

“And what about me?” said John. 
“ Haven’t I been deceived ? Didn’t you 
all conspire to mako me think she was 
sweet and good ? I remember somebody 
telling me I was a lucky man. 1 realise 
now you were all only too glad to get 
rid of her.” 

" Alan I How can you lot him ? ” said 
Cecilia with a small scream of rage. 

" Come, come,” I said, “ this family 
wrangling has gone far enough. You 
are married ond you can’t get out of it. 
Make the best of it, my children, and 
be friends.” 

“Yes,” said John sadly, "it is too 
late now. I must try to bear up; but 
it is hard. If only this scheme had been 
started a few years earlier. If only I 
could have taken her on approval.” 

He paused a moment and' smiled 
softly. 

“Imagine the scene,” he resumed. 
“ ‘ Cecilia,’ I should say, * I have given 
you every olianoe, but I am afraid you 
don’t Bait For eight long years I have 
suffered from your rotten cooking, your 













































































































































' JUKE 9,1930.] PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARI VARL 417 



MANNERS AND MODES. 

The Domestic Servant Shortage. * 


HOW THE MISSES MARJORIBANKS DE VERE (WITH THE ASSISTANCE OE A PEiUlUQUIER) CPUOLD THE 
DIGNITY OP HER LADYSHIP THEIR MAMA’S AFTERNOON "AT HOMES,” 
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The Visitor. “But you si'oil the i-lack hy having tub rum.ic incinerator on that him. over there." 

The Town Cleric. “Pardon me, Sin —that is jrr ion a. It completes thr resemblance to the Bay oe Naples, which wb 
INSIST on in am. our advertisements.” 


THE LOQUACIOUS INSTINCT. 

Don’t you ever know the iinpulso, 
when you aro idly turning tho pagos 
of a telephone directory, to ring up 
some total stranger and engage him in 
light conversation ? 

I do, quito intensely. In moments of 
onnui, when there is really nothing to do 
in the oflico, tho foar of discovery alone 
restrains mo. I ’m not suro that I can 
rely on the professional secrecy of tho 
girl at the exchange. lias she strength 
of mind to rofuso a righteously indig¬ 
nant subscriber who demands to know 
(with imprecations) what number has 
boon talking to him ? 

I could take her into my confidence, 
I suppose. Only the tiling oughtn’t to 
be elaborately premeditated ; it should 
be sudden and spontaneous, the matter 
of a happy momont. You get your 
number and say :— 

“’Hullo ! Is that Barofoot and Hum- 
page, the architects ? Can I speak to 
Mr. Barofoot—or Mr. Ilumpago ? ” 
“Mr. Ilumpage speaking. Who is 
that, ploaso?” 

“Well, I want you to design me a 
cathedral. By to morrow afternoon, 
if poss-” 

“ To design you a what ? ” 

“A cathedral. C-a-t-ii - but I 

expect you heard me that time. A 
massive structure, you know, chiefly 
built of stone. As at Salisbury, and 


Ely, and well, probably you'll know 
what l moan. Now, as to details-” 

“ Who aro you?” 

“ 1 ? Oh, i ’in a collector of those 
buildings in a small way. But about 
this ono wo 'ro discussing. Something 
in the pro-llaphaelite mannor, do you 
think—with arpeggios dottod about 
here and thoro? ” 

Of courso I don’t know what Mr. 
Humpago would say at this point. 
Thcroin would lie the fascination of 
these experiments- —to discovor just 
what different people would say at that 
kind of point. 

Take Mr. Absalom, for instance, who 
is described in the Directory as a com¬ 
mission agent. How would lie express 
himself, I wonder, if I were to ring 
him up and request him to dispose, on 
tho most advantageous terms, of my 
commission in tho Army ? 

Messrs. Whoablo Brothers too. Just 
tho pooplo 1 ’ve boon looking for. 

“ You 'ro the sand and gravol con¬ 
tractors, aron’t you?" I should begin. 
“ Well, I know of some sand that badly 
wants contracting." 

“ I beg your pardon ? ” 

“ Perhaps I had bettor explain. You 
see, I always spend my holidays at 
Pipton-on-Sea. This year, in fact, I’m 
going there in two or three weeks’ time. 
Earlier holidays—asplendid movement, 
what? See railway posters. In June 
the avorago snowfall is only- But 


the point is that at Pipton thoro's a 
belt of about two miles of sand, oven 
at high-tide—several hundred yards, 
anyhow—and it does spoil the bathing 
so. Nosv if you could arrange to havo 
this sand contracted to half or a third 
of its prosont width ? Perhaps you ’ll 
quoto ino terms. Thank you so much." 

Then thoro’s the Steam Packet Com¬ 
pany at a neighbouring port. Ono 
might ask them to supply half-a-donon 
small packets of steam for tho un¬ 
gumming of envelope-flaps. 

I find also in tho Directory two or 
threo gentlemen with tho surname of 
“Goorgo.” I could profess to bo an 
oarnost Liboral opponent of the Prime 
Minister, accustomed to refer to him 
by tbut disrospoctful abbreviation :— 

“ Ob, is that Mr. George ? Well, Sir, 
I wantod to have a word with you on 
your handling of tho European situ¬ 
ation. Now, it's surely obvious that 
tho Jugo-Slavs-’’ 

It seems possiblo that your victim 
now and then might enter into the 
spirit of the thing and do his best to 
make the dialogue a success. Con¬ 
trariwise, if you were seeking violent 
oxcitements, you would ask a retired 
admiral, lot us say, his opinion on the 
question “ Do flappers put their hair 
up too soon ? ” or some such urgent 
problem of the day. How jolly these 
promiscuous exeroises in conversation 
might beI 
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TO THE NEW POLICEMAN. 

[“Increased remuneration is attracting to 
Use force u more iiitellootuul and better class 
of recruit. . . . Police administrat ion here is 
now organised in a moro humanitarian spirit 
than formerly, and a policeman is as much 
encouraged to prevent the necessity of an 
arrest as to cllect an arrest.”— Sir Wu.i.r.t \i 
Gksti.e (retiring chief of tlio Brighton Police 
Force, unofficially known as “ Sir William 
Gentle's Gentlemen"), interviewed by “ The 
Daily Sketch."] 

0 Robert, in our hours of crime 
Certain to nab us every time, 

Or, failing, (ill a dungeon cell 
With someone who does just as well; 

Now you 're a gentleman in blue 
Provided with a princely screw, 

More is expected of you still; 

You must prevent us doing ill. 

No longer is it deemed enough 
To slip the hand within the “ cuff,” 

To trap road-hogs and motor-bikes, 

Or merely to arrest Bill Sikes. 

Thus, when you take position at 
The window of an empty flat, 

And Bill arrives to burgle it, 

Urge him his eyil ways to quit; 


Or, posted in a public bar, 

Where men drink too much beer by far, 
Before them you might firmly put 
The arguments of Pfssyfoot ; 

Or, summoned to a scone of strife, 
Persuade the fellow with the knife 
By moans of tactful reasoning 
That murder is not quite the thing. 

The world would profit if you took 
A leaf from out the Parson's book, 
Becoming a judicious blend 
Of “ guide, philosopher and friend.” 

Discard your truncheon for a tract; 
Strivo to admonish ere you act; 

In Virtue’s force enrol recruits 
And stamp out Belial with your boots. 


ITEMS FROM ANYWHERE. 
(After the model of most of the dailies, by 
our specially unreliable news service.) 
It is reported that, owing to tho 
presont high price of labour, a German 
Zeppelin is to be loaned to the Govern¬ 
ment to oarry out the demolition of thfc 
nineteen unnecessary City churches. 

* * * 

Arrested on a charge of loitering with 


felonious intent, Thomas Wrott, aged j 
forty, of Featherleigh, Bods, staled that ! 
he was building a house. 

* £ 

Though the titles of all the pictures in i 
a recent Vorticist exhibition were placed | 
by a printer's error opposite to the | 
wrong numbers in the catalogue, none 
of the visitors discovered the mistake. 

Strike action is threatened in 'Man¬ 
chester by the Amalgamated Society of 
Tyldesloys, several Lancashire wickets 
having been taken by non-union labour. 

It is roported that Lord Fxsheu was 
recontly traversing The Times with a 
belt of Biblical sentences when a cross¬ 
feed occurred, causing the action to jam. 

* 

A silver salver is to bo presented to j 
the Royal Automobile Club in token of 
gratitudo by octogenarian villagers of 
Sussex. 


“ Experienced Cook-General Wanted; com¬ 
fortable home; liberal outing*; wages £40; 
policeman handy.”— Welsh Taper. 

Would it not have been more tactful to 
say, “ Copper in kitebon ” ? 
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FOR REMEMBRANCE. 

In stono pordurable and bronzo austoro 
Wo luivo bequeathed tbo memory of tbo dead 
Unto the yet unborn ; “‘thoir name,’ ” wo said, 

“ 'Livoth for evennoro'; each happier yoar 
Shall soe, wo trust, beforo the umnossed stono 
Love and Eomombrance wed,” 

Though from dim hosts that narrow and recede 
Dear unforgotton eyes salute us still, 

Look back a moment, rr.ako our pulses thrill 
With the old music, though tbo festal weed 
Of Spring bo cypress-girt, oblivion 
Will come, as Winter will. 

Ah, not oblivion drowsing love and pain 
Into dull slumhor; still we can retell 
How young blithe valour broko tlio powers of hell; 
Wo grope for hands that will not stir again 
In ours, hear still in every carillon 
Tho cadence of Farcwoll. 

Not thoso things and not thus do wo forgot; 

But tho informing spirit, tho dream within 
And the high ardour that was half-akin 
To ancient faiths and half to hopes not yot 
Coherent, unperceived are surely gono, 

Like stars that dawnward set. 

Though “ their name liveth," the dream they died to bring 
Unto fruition eludes our funpbling bold; 

The Othman riders gallop to their old 


Rod rovcls, and tho seas aro darkening 
Bound all tho Asian shoros, whilo one by ona 
Depart tho sweets of Spring. 

O you whom yet wo mourn, for whom tho song 
Of victory and sorrow dies not away, 

Well is it with you if beyond tho grey 
Islands of sleep that you aro met among 
No world-born memories win. May there ho none ! 

We have not remomborod long. 

Yet if beyond tbo sunset’s golden choir. 

Instead of ono august enduring sloop, 

Thoro waits a lifo whero mornory shall kocp 
Hor ancient force and hope her old dosiro, 

Now, oven now, on altars cleft and prone 

Rekindle tho puro firo! D. M. S. 

"SCOUNDREL AND MAN OF LETTERS. 

Ono of tho Prizewinners in Our Articlo Competition.”— Weekly Paper. 
But ought an editor to give away bis contributors like this? 

“M. Doves, tho loading French amatour [tonnis] of tho day, who 
was beaten in 1914 aftor ' uno tutto A ebarn6,’ as tho French say, 
will be competing .”—Daily Paper. 

The French have a lot to learn about thoir own language. 

"Dr.-will extraot a tooth free from the person who will bo kind 

enough to secure him an office in tho Central district." 

North China Daily News. 

This is presumably meant as an inducement, but it sounds 
like a threat. , 
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_ _. )AMr .| T The discussion on the Navy Esti- mates Rear-Admiral SirREaiNALnllALL, 
ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT, mates was chiefly conducted by Liout.- resisting a proposal to hand over the 
Tuesday, June 1st ,—Tompted by the Commandor Kenworthy, who made coastguards to tho Board of Trade, sur- 
fine weather a good many Members had half-a-dozen set speeches, besides any prised the IIouso with tho apparently 
evidently determined that the country number of informal interjections. To reactionary statement that “ wo do not 
was good enough for them and that place thorn in ordor of merit would bo want to run the Navy in water-tight 
Westminster could wait. But Viscount impossible, but of single passages that compartments." 




Cubzon was not of their number. Was | which perhaps carried most conviction | 
it not on the glorious 
First of June, a hun¬ 
dred and twenty-six 
years ago, that his 

House paused in awed - - 

anticipation of the A ^it• - - - ■ *' 

reply, but breathed ~ ~ 

again when Mr. Hope y mm lc j t til riljht . _Tho Whirlpool of CharvMU; The Fn 

announced that “No Admiralty; Tho Uonk of Scylla (Sin Edward Carson). 

fried iisli shops aro 


3ir rji 






From left to right: -Tho Whirlpool of Chan-Mis; The Vir»t Lord OF the 
Admiralty ; Tho Kook of Scylla (Sin Edward Carson). 


Commandor Bellairs, enforcing tho 
point that adminis¬ 
tration must dopend 
upon policy, recalled 
tho fact that in his 
time “ tho Mediter¬ 
ranean outlook” had 
givon way to " the 
North Sea outlook,” 
v and expressed the con- 

m fidont boliof that wo 

should next have " the 
SnUji Pacific outlook.” Well, 

* lot us hope we may. 

fajm sM i/ At any rate tho House 

wL agreed with tho First 

liOBD that the best 
way to ensure it was 

^ jp» strong and efficient, 

for by half-past eight 
it had passed all tho 

§ ^ ‘ef' ^ otos SU * )tn **’• 

House of Commons 1 
’ / %& / Mr. Bai.fouii might 

well rub his eyes and 
wonder if thero had 
l,om) OF THE ,,eL ‘ 11 a revival of the 

Saturnian days when 
Lord Eloiio used an- 




Jn tho discussion on the Navy Esti- 


now nor, so far as is known, wore with his audience was tho description nually to mount his favourite hobby and 
evor conducted by tho Ministry of of tho pre-war Navy as “a sort of witch tho House with noble horsoman- 
Munitions.” pleasant sorvice into which tho fools ship. But on this occasion the adjourn- 

No other episode of Question-time of tho family could be put.” moot lasted only half-au-hour, and had 

roso to this high lovol. Next in im- Jn tho discussion on the Navy Esti- nothing to do with Epsom. Chivalry, 

portanco to it were Mr. Bai.uwin’s not sport, was its motivo. Tho House 

revelations on tho subject of "con- /'” —l meroly wished to do honour to its 

scionco-mouey.” It seems that in one 4- ,5 ^8a I ,eador by assisting at tho presentation 

particular instance it cost tho Treasury ^ of its wedding gift to Miss Bonah Law 

eleven shillings to acknosvlodgo tho /’ (now Lady Sykes). 

receipt of half-a-sovereign; but that . At Question-time Lord Cubzon sought 

was because tho dilatory tax-payer in- 4information regarding tho British Naval 

sisted that the depth of his remorse ~10M Mission recently captured at Baku, and 

oould only bo adequately exhibited by inquired whother tho Government in- 

a notice in the “agony-column.” In H||||||f tended to continue negotiating with 

ordinary oases no charge is incurrod. *—peoplo who were kooping our mon in 

Any conscientious Sinn Foiner who 'fc-s;>' A prison. Sir James Craig could not say 

may have boon fearing lest the recent . \'\V'V au y | 'l , ' n f? on M>o question of policy, but 

destruction of Inland Revenue offices uA.UlUltt to somo extent relioved tho anxiety of 

in Ireland should prevent tho authori- ™ tho IIouso by stating that the last hews 

ties from sending out tho usual demand- ■“ ~TO V of tho prisoners was that thoy wore seen 

notes, may now forward his contribution playing football. 

direct to the Treasury without hesita- Tho complications of tho Peace Settle- 

tion. Mr. Baldwin is doubtless relying ' aar WmUnumMKKK mM mont continuo to increase. Thus Pro- 
upon the wide adoption of this practice, III ' sidont Wilson has consented to delimit; 

for ho stated that, although the damage * w W SJHI N • the boundaries of Armenia, although 

might cause delay in the collection, it ^ the Unitod States shows no dosiro to 


roso to this high lovol. Next in im¬ 
portance to it \\ ero Mr. Baldwin’s 
revelations on tho subject of "cou- 
scionco-mouey.” It seems that in ono 
particular instance it cost tho Treasury 
eleven shillings to acknowledge tho 
receipt of half-a-soveveign; but that 
was because tho dilatory tax-payer in¬ 
sisted that the depth of his remorse 
oould only bo adequately exhibited by 
a notice in the “agony-column.” In 
ordinary oases no charge is incurrod. 

Any conscientious Sinn Foiner who 
may have boon fearing lest the recent 
destruction of Inland Revenue offices 
in Ireland should prevent the authori¬ 
ties from sending out tho usual demand- 
notes, may now forward his contribution 
direct to the Treasury without hesita¬ 
tion. Mr. Baldwin is doubtless relying 
upon the wide adoption of this practice, 
for ho stated that, although the damage 
might cause delay in the collection, it 


was not expected that the ultimate yield THE CHIEF SECRET ah Y FOR IRELAND, undertake the mandate for its adminU- 

1.1_ A. _1 J L __•_1__ _ .1 I • « ... t__1. It _ XT n. in milk lrinJl.. 


of the tax would be seriously affected 


“No arrests havo been mado." 


I fcrafcion. No doubt it is with tho kindly 
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intention of helping those dilatory 
Americans to mako up their minds that 
Turkey has asked for an extension of 
time before signing the Treaty. 

The placid progress of the Govern¬ 
ment of Ireland Bill through Com¬ 
mittee was broken this afternoon when 
Captain Colin Cootk proposed to hand 
over the control of the armed forces of 
the Crown in Ireland to the new Par¬ 
liaments. His argument was in brief 
that these bodies must bo givon serious 
responsibilities which would compel 
them to unite. He wanted, as he said, 
to “ infuse blood into their veins ” at 
whatever risk— Cootk qua coAtc. 

The idea of providing a probably Sinn 
Fein Parliament in Dublin with sub¬ 
marines and aeroplanes did not appeal 
to the First Lord ok the Admiralty, 
who was hotly rebuked for hik lock of 
imagination by Captain Elliot. The 
foot that two young Coalitionists should 
have advocated such revolutionary ideas 
inspired anothor of Sir Edward Car- 
son’s gloomy variations on the theme 
that any form of Home Buie must lead 
ultimately to separation. 

Thursday, June 3rd. —Sir Hamah 
Greenwood, who took his seat on 
Tuesday, answered Irish questions for 
the first time. His manner was as 


direct and forceful as ever, but his i 
matter, unhappily, consisted chiefly in 
the admission of unpleasant facts re¬ 
garding recent attacks upon the police, 
with tlie invariable addition that " no 
arrests have been made.” 

The hon. baronet who sits for Notting¬ 
ham is so much impressed with tho 
necessity for economy that he ought to 
bo known as Rees angushe. But he has 
no luck. Mi’.Fisher offered tho “frozen 
fuce ” to his complaints that the State 
is giving free education at the Ministries 
to ex-Service men ; and Mr. Shortt was 
no more sympathetic to his plea that the 
new policewomen should bo abolished. 

Mr. Lloyd George, looking delight¬ 
fully cool in a now grey suit, made 
a welcome reappearance utter some 
weeks’ absence. lie gave a version of the 
Krabsin negotiations—which, accord¬ 
ing to his account, had followed exactly 
the course marked out by the Supreme 
Council in Paris and San Bemo—very 
diff erent from that presented in a section 
of the Press, and ne implied that tho 
alleged perturbation of French public 
opinion only existed in the imagination 
dl “certain newspapers which are try¬ 
ing to foment ill-feeling between two 
countries whose friendliness is essential 
to the welfare of the world.” His most 


satisfactory pronouncement was that 
British prisoners must be released be¬ 
fore trade with Russia would be resumed. 

In spite of the absence of the regular 
Opposition the First Lord ok the 
Admiralty is finding the Government 
of Ireland Bill a rather unhandy vessel 
to steer. He dares not concede too many 
powers to the new Parliaments lest he 
should be putting weapons into the 
hands of our Sinn Fein enomies; on 
the other hand, he cannot reduce them 
overmuoh lest the Bill should cease to 
have any chance of conciliating Irish 
sentiment. 

The dilemma arose acutely over the 
clause relating to the Irish polioe. 
When, if over, should they be handed 
over to the new Government? The 
Bill said not later than three years after 
the appointed day. An amendment 
suggested “ not earlier.” Sir Edward 
Carbon thought the only fair thing 
would be to allow the police to retire on 
full pay directly the Bill came into force, 
instead of leaving them with a divided 
allegiance and control. Eventually, 
on the Government undertaking to 
modify tbeir proposals, the clause was 
passed; but with so many matters to 
be adjusted on Beport it looks as if it 
will be a Long, Long way to Tipperary. 
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PERCE MURGATROYD, MASTER 
BRICKLAYER. 

By One who knew Him. 

By the untimely death of the late 
Mr. Percival Murgatroyd we Buffer the 
irreplaceable loss of our youngest and 
perhaps most talented master brick¬ 
layer. The story of his life is yet an¬ 
other example of genius triumphing over 
adversity. Perce Murgatroyd was born 
in a mean street. His father was a poor 
hardworking physician. Lacking the 
influence necessary for the introduction 
of his boy to some lucrative commercial 
calling ho contrived at great self-sacri¬ 
fice to educate him for the Civil Service. 

The long hours of grinding toil and 
the complete lack of sympathy at home 
could not extinguish the divine fire of 
genius in the youthful Murgatroyd. 
Exhausted and hungry as he often was 
at the end of the day’s work, ho devoted 
his leisure to the study of bricks and 
mortar, and out of his scanty pocket- 
money he bought for himself first a 
trowel and later a plummet. 

When I first made his acquaintance 
ho was already, at the age of twenty- 
live, assisting a bricklayer's helper, and 
was fairly launched on a career of un¬ 
broken success which was to culminate 
in a master bricklayership at the record 
] ago of thirty-eight. 

Rome of the finest things Murgatroyd 
did are to bo found in and around 
Tooting, a quarter which is becoming 
known as Murgatroyd’s London; but 
there is scarcely a district which does 
! not cherish some gem from his trowel. 
At Wanstead Flats, during Bomo re¬ 
parations to “ Edelweiss Cottago,” 
there was discovered under the plaster 
a party-wall which proved to be a 
genuine Murgatroyd. It is one of his 
early works, exocuted with his studied 
reserve of power, and is marred only by 
suggestions of the conventional haste 
of the early Georgian School, from 
which Murgatroyd had not in those 
days completely broken away. It is 
also worth while to make a pilgrimage 
to Walham Green, whero all that is 
best and most typical of tho Master— 
that effect he obtained of deliberate 
treatment of each individual brick— 
may be seen in a perfect little poem— 
an outhouse (unfinished). 

The fame of Perce Murgatroyd is 
founded on the quality rather thau the 
quantity of his output. To our eternal 
loss he suffered from a temperament. 
He worked only by fits and starts. He 
never overcumo a superstition that 
“Monday waB a bad day for good 
work.” And he was too conscientious 
an artist to attempt anything on days 
when the sky was overeast and the light 
bad. Often too, when he had aotually 




, V/ / y 

' V' v .jTj* ** J v • 

vS * •; 







made a start, ho would stand, smoking 
furiously, in front of his work waiting 
for an inspiration. 

This habit of his was tho primary 
cause of his premature end. Emerging 
from some such fit of abstraction he 
became aware that it was after twelve. 
Convivial spirit that he was, lie hurried 
to join his colleagues at their dinner, 
displaying remarkable agility as he de¬ 
scended the scaffold. But the effort 
caused him to perspire, and he took a 
chill, from .which lie never recovered* 

The keynote of Murgatroyd’s char¬ 
acter was simplicity. Unaided he rose 
to be pre-eminent as a bricklayer, but 


in private life ho never became accus¬ 
tomed to the exclusive society to which 
by his genius lie had woii admittance, 
lie never quite lost the mincing speech 
of tho class from which ho sprang, nor 
could lie acquire facility in the vigorous 
mode of expression proper to his new 
and exalted station. “Not ’arf" and 
“’Strewf” ever came haltingly to liis 
tongue, and to the last he struggled 
painfully with the double negative. 

But the same indomitahlo courage 
which brought him to the top of his 
profession eventually served him in his 
adopted social sphere, and in the end 
he won through. 
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THE’ BRAIN WAVE. 

I HorK William likes it, for lie brought 
it on himself. As soon as the sad event 
was announced to me I discussed the 
matter most seriously with Araminta. 
“ A situation of unparalleled gravity has 
arison,’’ I said, “ with regard to the 
wedding of William. It is going to bo 
carried out at Whittlohamptou in top- 
hats. Picture to yourself the scone. 
Watorloo Station full of lithe young ath- 
Jolos of either sex arrayed for sports on 
flood and field, carrying their golf-clubs, 
their diabolo spools and their butterfly 
nets, and tlioro, in the midst of thorn,me 
with my miserable coat-tails, the Juno 
sun glaring on my burnished topper, 
and in my hands the silvor asparagus- 
servor or whatovor it is that I am going 
to buy for William. ''I toll you it isn’t 
dono. They will come round and mock 
mo. They will tittor at mo through 
their tonnis-racquets.” 

“Couldn’t you woar a common or 
ITomburg hat and carry your other in 
a hat-box?” sho suggested in that 
bright helpful way they liavo. 

“ Amongst tho severe ocoiiomie con- 
scquonces of tho recent great war,” 1 
replied coldly, “ was, if you will tako tho 
trouble to romombor, the total loss of 
my top-hat box.” 

“ Well, why not a white cardboard 
box, then ? ” 

“ No power on earth shall induce mo 
to stand oil Watorloo Station platform 
dandling a white cardboard box,” I 
criod. “ Watorloo indcod! It would 
be my Austorlitz, my Jena. I should 
never daro to read the works of ‘ Man 
about Town ’ again. Bosides, what 
about my morning-coat?” 

“ Weli, I could pin the tails of it up 
inside if you liko. Or what about wear¬ 
ing an overcoat?" 

“ Your first suggestion makes mo 
despair of womon’s future position in 
tho economic sphere. The second 1 
would consider if I could sotllo tho 
lmt problem.” 

And still thinking hard I rang up 
William. 

"I suppose you couldn't possibly 
cancel this wedding of yours ? ” I askod 
when I had explained the impaxsi 
Self-centred as usual, lie flatly declined. 

“ Honestly, I don’t seo tho difficulty 
at all,” ho wont on. “ 1 expoct you’ll 
look a hit of a mug anyhow, and pro¬ 
bably there ’ll bo lots of peoplo on the 
platform dressed in morning-coats and 
top-hats.” 

“ Nobody leaves London on a Satur¬ 
day morning wearing top-hats,” I as¬ 
sured him, “ nobody. If I wore coming 
in to London it would be quite a dif¬ 
ferent mattor. I might bo an officer in 
the Guards, or M. Kiiassin proceeding 


to a deputation in Downing Street; but 
goingout—no. Look here, why notmako 
it a simple country wedding — sports 
coats and hayseed in the hair, and all 
that sort of thing? ” 

“ Spats and white vest-slips will bo 
worn by all the more prominent guests,” 
ho replied firmly. 

“ Well, hang it, have the thing in 
London, then,” I implored, “ and I ’ll 
promiso to add tho price of the return- 
faro to the cost of your wedding pre¬ 
sent." 

“Thobrido’s paronts reside at Whillle- 
hampton, aud tho wodding will tako 
place from tho homo of the bride,” he 
answered. 

“ You got that little bit out of The 
Morning Post," I said. “ Couldn’t you 
porsuado the bride's parents to tako a 
liouso in London? There's ono just 
opposite us at only about thirty pounds 
a week. Stands in its own grounds, it 
does, and there's a stag’s head in the 
hall. Tlioro’s nothing liko a stag’s 
hoad for hanging top-hats on.” 

It was no good. You know what 
these young lovers are. Itnmersod in 
their own petty affairs, they can pay 
no proper attention to tho troubles of 
their friends. 

William rangoff and lcftmeonce more 
a prey to harrowing despair. Thero 
wore only tliroo nights before t.ho 
calamity took place, and I had terrible 
nightmares on two of them. In one I 
attended the wodding in a bowler liat 
and pyjamas, with carpot slippers and 
spats. In tho other iny top-hat was on 
my hoad and my vest-slip was all right, 
but i taiiod off into khaki brcechosand 
trench hoots. On tho third day a gleam 
of light broke and i rang up William 
again. 

“ 1 haven't quito settled that little 
hat problem 1 was talking to you 
about,” I told him. “ Look hero—can 
you lend mo your old top-hat-box? ” 

“ Haven’t got one,” lie roplied. “ In 
tho chaos consequent upon Armageddon 
it somehow disappeared.” 

1 breathed a sigh of rolief. 

Happily tho morning of tho wodding 
was cloudy and dull. I wore my oldest 
squash hat and coat and went to 
Whittloharnpton carrying my prosont 
in my hand. As the train arrived the 
sun broke through the clouds, and I 
also emerged from my ehrysalis and 
attended the ceremony in all the pano¬ 
ply that William’s ogotism had de¬ 
manded. If it had not boon too late to 
got into the list you would have seen 
this entry amongst the wedding gifts:— 

“Mr. Herbert Bobinson: Leather 
hat-box.” 

Perhaps if it had been a very full list 
it would have gone on :— 

“Containing unique specimen of 



As I explained to William, it is cus¬ 
tomary to give useful rather than 
ornamental gifts nowadays, but I could 
not refrain from adding a small senti¬ 
mental tribute. Evoe. 


THE WESTERN LIGHTHOUSES. 

Flashed Lizard to Bishop, 

" They ’re rounding the fish up 
Close under my cliffs where the cor¬ 
morants nest; 

Tho lugger lamps glitter 
In hundreds and litter 
Tho soa-floor liko spangles. What news 
from tho Wost? " 

Flashed ho of the mitre, 

“ Tho night’s growing brighter, 
Thero’s mist over Annot, but all’s clear 
at sea; 

Lit up liko a city, 

1 fer band playing prolly, 

A big linor’s passing. Ay, all's well 
witli mo.” 

Flashed Wolf to Bound Island, 

“ Oh, you upon dry land, 

With wild rabbits cropping tho pinks 
at your base, 

You lubbor, you oughtor 
Stand watch in salt water 
With tides tearing at you and spray in 
your face.” 

Tho gun of tho Longships 
Boomod out liko a gong, “ Ships 
Are bleating around mo like shcop gone 
astray; 

Tlioro’s fog in my channel 
As thick as grey llauuel-— 
Boom-rumblo!—I'm busy ; oxcuso mo, 
I pray." 

They winkod at oach othor 
As brothor to brother, 

Those red lights and white lights, the 
summer night through, 

And steorod tho stray tramps out 
Till dawn snuffed thoir lamps out 
And stained tho soa-moadows all purple 
and blue. Patlandeb. 


“Advertiser lias Stolo Skin, Uussian Sables, 
for Sale ."—Daily l'apcr. 

This is what comosof opening up trade 
relations witli the Bolshevists. 


A provincial firm announces that it 
supplies “distinctive clothing for men.” 
And a very necessary thing, too, in 
those days of sex equality. 


“Ex-Soldier requires Loan of £100. What 
interest 1 No lenders .”—Daily Paper. 

We should have thought “ No interest I 
What lenders ? ” would have been more 
to the point. . 
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HOW TO PACIFY IRELAND. 
(By a Student of anti-Coalition Political 
Psycho-Analysis.) 

The announcement; that n child of 
ten yoars old, recently described by the 
Willesden magistrate as “ a remarkable 
example of a child kleptomaniac," has 
boon handed over to an eminent spe¬ 
cialist in psycho-pathology, has not 
yet received the attention that it un¬ 
doubtedly demands. It is true that, in 
the boautifully alliterative phrase of one 
of our contemporaries, “ with the ex¬ 
ception of a ponchant for potty pecula¬ 
tions " the young offender “ has always 
been a model girl, industrious and 
truthful,” thus justifying the belief of 
the eminent specialist, that ho could 
“ wipe out the original sin " in her. But 


the child is mother to Die woman, and 
those of us who have been gradually and 
conscientiously convinced of tho total 
inadequacy of the Government's policy 
towards Ireland, cannot but recognise 
in this experiment an oxample which 
might be profitably followed in dealing 
with what—with all due deference to 
Hibernian susceptibilities—we are re¬ 
luctantly driven to call tho irrogular 
conduct of certain sections of Irish 
society. 

With the exception of a penchant for 
petty pin-pricks at the expense of the 
police, Ireland’s behaviour has been 
exemplary in its industry and humanity, 
'do averse were a large number of her 
sons from the employment of violence 
in any form that they refused to parti¬ 
cipate in warlike operations againBt 


the enemy that threatened our common 
Empire. So magnanimous was their 
charity that they found it impossible to 
crodit the harsh and unchristian allega¬ 
tions levelled at the Kaiser and his 
oountrymen. But it could hardly be 
expected that so high-spirited and 
energetio a race could indefinitely pur¬ 
sue a course of inaction. The rolentless 
logic which has always been a distin¬ 
guishing feature of the Celt has impelled 
them, sinco the cessation of formal 
hostilities, to express their disapproval 
of a war waged in their interests by in¬ 
dulging in demonstrations—if so harsh 
a term may be permitted — directed 
against the rdgime which has secured 
them immunity from invasion, devasta¬ 
tion and conscription, and at tho same 
time afforded them exceptional oppor¬ 
tunities for amassing wealth. 

It must be reluctantly admitted 
that some of these obullitions have 
bordered closely on what we may bo 
forgiven for describing as indecorum. 
But tho motive was undoubtedly a 
generous instinct of solf assortion. Evor 
since the days of Cain, tho first groat 
solf-oxprossionist, there have always 
boon richly-organisod natures to whom 
even fratricide is preferablo to the dull 
routine of agricultural life. 

Nono the less it is at loast arguable 
that an indefinite extension and ex¬ 
pansion of tho conduct now prevalent in 
the Sister Isle might be fraught with 
conseqUencos not altogether conducive 
to tho longevity of tho minority. And 
while sad experience has proved the 
futility of legislative panaceas tberostill 
remain the fruitful possibilities inherent 
in an application of tho principles of 
psycho - pathological treatment based 
on tho discoveries of Freud. For our 
own part wo aro convinced that heroin 
lies tho only solution of Ireland’s dis¬ 
content. 

Therefore let tho Government at once 
withdraw all troops and munitions of 
war from Ireland, disband the B.I.C. 
and invite the leaders of the Sinn Fein 
movement and of tho I.R.B. to submit 
to a course of psychiatric treatment 
conducted by an international board 
of specialists, from which all repre¬ 
sentatives of the belligerent Powers 
should be excluded, with possibly tho 
oxcoption of America. It soems in¬ 
credible that such an offer should be 
refused. If it is we can only patiently 
acquiesce in the optimistic view of the 
famous Celtio chronicler, Giraldus 
Gambbensib, that Ireland will be ulti¬ 
mately paoified just before the Day of 
Judgment— vixpaulo ante diem judicii. 

THE ART OP POETRY. 

Solution to Problem on page 446. 

11 It comes of my having a sniff." 
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OUR VILLAGE FIRE BRIGADE. 

Amateur Engineer (mho lute burst the boiler ami shouted to the driver to stop), “Get out the hose quick ! The ehuine’s ahire. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerics.) 

From what is known ol tho tastes of Sir Ian Hamilton 
it might have been supposed that ho wrote liis Gallipoli 
Diary (Arnold) lest his pen-hand should lose its cuunitig 
while wielding the sword. Indeed he tells us of a rumour 
among his officers " that I spond my time composing poetry, 
especially during our battles.” But that he did not write 
for the sake of writing must bo clear to anyone who reads 
tho book, even if tho author had not declared his motive in 
tho preface. Hero ho admits that, though “soldiers think of 
nothing so littlo as failure," it was in fact the thought of pos¬ 
sible failure that determined him, at tho very start, to pre¬ 
pare from day to day his defence. Perhaps this is not quito 
tho attitude of one who stakes all upon the great chance. 
In another significant passago of solf-rovelation he tolls us 
how, on a tour of inspection in’Egypt, he mot Rupert 
Brooke, “ the most distinguished of the Georgians.” " He 
looked extraordinarily handsome . .. stretched out there on 
the sand, with tho only world that counts at his foet.” 
Whether in ordinary times tho world of art is or is not 
the “only world that counts,” I cannot say, but I am 
certain that to a soldier entrusted with an enterprise of so 
great moment the only world that should have “ counted ” 
at that hour was the world of war. If the chapter 
whioh describes the failure that followed tho landing in 
Suvla Bay exposes the incapacity of some of his officers to 
inspire their men with that little more energy which would 
have ensured a great victory, it seems also to expose a 
certain want of compelling personality in the High Com¬ 
mand. But of the military questions here raised I make no 


protcnco to judge, and in any caso judgment has been passed 
on thorn already. The interest of tho diary lies in its appeal 
as a human document. It is tho apologia of a man who, for 
all his criticism, ofton apparently justified, of the authorities 
at homo (there aro passages which ho must surely have sup¬ 
pressed if Lord Kitchener had still been living), sets down 
scarce a word in malice and but few in bitterness of spirit; 
who appreciates at its high wotlh tho devotion and gal¬ 
lantry of his officers and men; who, whatever qualities he 
may have lacked for his difficult task, reveals lifmself as 
loyal at heart and generous by nature. 

Miss Ruth Holt Boucicault (a namo with a double 
thoatrical association) has written, in The llose of Jericho 
(Putnam), a novel of Amorican stago life which I should 
suppose eomos as near to being a truo picture as such 
stories can. She derives hor title from tho convenient 
habit of tho desert rosegf detaching itself from uncongenial 
or exhausted soil, subsiding into a compact mass and 
travelling before tho wind to moro profitable surroundings. 
It will be admitted that the author has at least hit upon a 
picturesquo metaphor for a touring company, which on 
this analogy becomes a very garden of (Joricho) roses. 
Actually, howover, she no doubt intended it to apply more 
to the disposition of her heroino, and in particular to hor 
power of transferring hor young affections, flower, leaf and 
root, from ono object to another, with undiminished enthu¬ 
siasm. Sheclah's capacity for being oil with tho old and 
on with the new is almost preternatural; her progress from 
stage-child to leading lady is accompanied by such various 
essays in unconventional domosticity that the reader may 
well experience a sense of confusion, or at least feel some 
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difficulty in sustaining the first freshness of his sym¬ 
pathy. The story is at times almost Btartlingly American, 
as when the original betrayer of the heroine is excused on 
the ground that, being English, his morality would naturally 
not rise to native level (1 swear I'm not laughing—see 
page 168) ; and so full of the idiom of the Transatlantic 
stage as to be a perfect vade mecitm for visiting mimes from 
this sido. For the rest, vivacious, wildly sentimental and 
obviously written from first-hand experience. 

By calling her Potterism (Collins) “a tragi-farcical 
tract” Miss Bose Macaulay disarms our criticism that she 
conducts too heavy a discussion from too light a platform. I 
don't think the author of What Not is likely to write any¬ 
thing dull, anything I shan’t be ploased to road. She has 
a keen, eye, a candid soul, a sharp-pointed pon. She is 
deliciously modern. And she dislikes Fotterism, which is 
sentimental lack of precision in ~ 

thought. It is much more (or J j. , 1 ii * wt '- 

much less) than this, hut I get I JIJmI _ 

the definition by inverting a 
phrase of her dedication. Potter, 
by the way, or Lord Pinkerton, 
as ho is now, owns a series of 
newspapers “ not so good as The 
Times nor so bad a3 The Weekly 
Dispatch ” (guileless picco of 
camouflage this!), and Mrs. 

Potter (“Leila Yorlcc”) is a 
novelist who might have written 
The ltosary. Two of tho young 
Potters, J ane and Johnny, though 
they both when up at Oxford 
joined the Anti-Potter Lea/jne, 
do not thereby escape being 
Pottoritrs. They cling to mater¬ 
ialistic Potter values. Wheroas 
an aristocratic clergyman, a wo- J 
man scientist, a Jew journalist 
(this last an admirable study) 
do in varying degrees contrive 
to avoid the deadly infection. 

This tract needed writing. I 
have a feeling that it could 

be bettor done and by Hose Customer. "But ip these 
Macaulay. But it makes ex- MAKJ5 ' ANU vou ABE SEM ' TB 

,, , t v .. . v WHERE DOES YOUR PROFIT C< 

cellont reading as . is. . . . Watchmaker _ „ We oet rr 

Tho pachyderm will wince,_ 

shake himself and be left grinning. 


-'n. ;.j'uinlm 


than in “ A Picked Eleven,” one of the most entertaining, 
and at the same time human, short stories that I have ever 
read. Further, his tales aro essentially of the friendly order, 
and the puhlio will be in fault if they do not also prove 
profitable, since we have none too many writers capable of 
getting such deft results with the same economy of means. 

In most stories constructed on the Enoch Arden principle 
one of the husbands or wives (whichever it may be of whom 
there are too many) is usually a very nasty person. Miss 
SoriiiE Cole, in The Cypress Tree (Mills and Boon), makes 
all three of her ontangled characters quite attractive; in 
fact, though I fear she would not wish me to say so, I 
really liked tho unsuccessful competitor better than the 
winner. Books made up of the little homely things 
which might happen to anybody and distinguished by then- 
pleasant atmosphere have beon Miss Cole’s speciality in 
\ j the past; this time she has, 

■' ■ ■ -* 1 1 I without abating a jot of her 

1 ’ I H pleasantness, added a touch of 

7 r/Mv I „ — P tho occult in the shape of an 

I ll ' black-lottor volume which 

tatTB Ik' infects everyone who gets pos- 
3v'-ijT■ session of it with a mildly in- 

• 11 •! * sane determination to keep it. 

An honourable man steals it 
■i? and a nice woman smacks hor 

j baby for holding it, so you can 
see how really baleful its influ- 
once must have been when you 
consider that thoy wore both 
. id 1 Miss Cole’s characters. Avery 

Jj littlo of the occult will excuse a 

If good deal of improbability, and 

i 1 tho small amount that bus crept 

TBBimTW'TIr ' • ■ into The Cypress Tree does not 

ill II1 1 SSt-t,*- of * 






W l 1 L 

If I || As an admirer of the Sjml 

k j ; I j-‘ Tamson books it irks me to 

\ PliJL'p have to say that Winnie McLeod 

\ r 1 "' (HuTCiiiNsoN)containstoomuch 

1 solid sermon to appoal to me. 

watches COST ten dob to f ga thor that R. W. Campbell 
mB SAME ”’ wants to show how dangerous 

IEPAIRINO THEM.” “ f f ^ * P°° r 

___ful girl, and as a warning Winnie 

can be confidently recommended. But sound and whole¬ 
some as the preaching is it seems to me more suitable for a 
tract than for a novel. Moreover it is not easy to feel full 
sympathy with a hero who is frankly called an Adonis, who 
“played a good bat at cricket,” and also in a strenuous 
rugger match “ dropped a beauty through the Edinburgh 
sticks.” Altogether the picture suffers from the prodigious 
amount of paint that has been spent on it; yet I am con¬ 
fident it will afford edification to many people whose tastes 
I respect but cannot share. 

“Ninoty-six per cent, of men employod in the gas undertakings 
voted in fuvour of a strike. Four per cent, were against such action 
and tho neutrals formed an infinitesimal number."— Daily Paper. 

A mere cipher, in faot. 

“ Required, immediately, man with intimate knowledge of oolours, 
to call on consumers with ochres from the French Alps.” 

Daily Paper.. 

Personally, we always prefer to oonsome raw umbers from 
the Apennines. 


Customer. “But ip these 

MAKE, AND YOU ADK SELI.IN 
WHERE DOES YOUR PROFIT CO 
Watchmaker. “We oet it 


WATCHES COST TEN DOB TO 
THEM AT THE SAME PRICE, 
*K IN?” 

IMPAIRING THEM.” 


Mr. Abnold Palmer derives the title of My Profitable 
Friends (Selwyn and Blount) from a verse, new to me, in 
which the poet, apparently when launching her wares, 
concludes, 

“ Hut who lias pain lias songs to sell; 

My Profitable Friends, farewell! ” 

which I take to be tho pleasantest way in the world of 
calling them pot-boilers. But whether they were so in¬ 
tended or not, there can bo no question of the very agree¬ 
able dexterity that Mr. Palmeb brings to the composition 
of his tales. Save for a few experiments (which I should 
call the least successful in the collection) his,formula is 
not the episodical “ slice of life,” with crumbly edges. His 
choice is for the well-made, with usually some ingenious 
little twist at the finish, and (so to speak) a neatly tied bow 
to end all. As an instance of this kind I commend to your 
notice the admirably shaped little yarn called “ Two- 
penn’orth." Mr. Palmeb has a pretty wit (perhaps here 
and there a trifle thin), shown nowhere to better advantage 
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Tweed inquires what bait the fellow brought round by whisky. Tho report 
vHARIVARIA. was using. !it that ou being informed of this fiict he 

" The Bolshevists,” says a gossip again went off into a faint is happily 

writer, " do not always rob Peter to Tho Postmaster-General points out without foundation, 

pay Paul.” No, they sometimes just that fivo hundred new telephonos are %* 

rob Peter. * * to bo erected in rural districts. Local A man aged sovonty-six was charged 

* residents should at least he grateful for last week with threatening to shoot a 


A Yarmouth report anticipates a this little friendly warning. West-End family of six. It is said that 

shortage of herrings. It is said that his parents intond to plead tho baneful 

tho Prime Minister has a couple of It is reported that M. Krassin told influence of the cinema, 
second-hand red ones for disposal which the Premier all about Russia. Mr. 'V* 

have only been drawn across the path Lloyd George was vorv interested, as The fact that at least sovon people 
once or twice. .... * he had often heard of tho place. have expressed their intention of swim- 

* lning the English Channel this year 

"One of the Kaisor's mugs,” says a With the letter postage at twopence, draws attention onco moro to tho lack 


nows item, “ has just beon sold 
in Now York for forty pounds.” 
We have suspected for some 
time that he was a double- 
faced follow. . .. 

* 

“ Thoro should bo no lomp- 
tations to crime in so beautiful 
a spot,” said Mr. Justice Cole¬ 
ridge when presented with 
whito gloves at the Anglesey 
i assizes. Tho sentiment is 
thought to be as old as Adam. 

“If it is necessary to 
strengthen the hands of the 
military in Ireland,” said Mr. 
Lloyd Geo'rqe, "the Govern¬ 
ment will certainly do so.” 
Our own view is that they 
should be protected even if it 
means Bonding the Reservo of 
Special Constables to do it. 

*|S !\i 

According to the Ministry of 
Transport, there is only one 
motor-ear toevery one hundred 
and twenty peoplo in Great 
Britain. The necessity of Ax¬ 
ing a maximum bag of pedes¬ 
trians per car does not there¬ 
fore ariso. * 

* 

A purple-eyed fish, eleven 
feet long, with a horn on its 
nose and no teeth, has been 








m 


'T| 

JKDOWD-XO. 


'Any. “Thuy’rh talkin' aiiaiit doin' Oheiik plays an' 

PAGEANTS AN’ ALL SOUTH O’ LOOPY STUNTS AT 'AmPSTBAD ON 

Bank ’Olidays.” 

’Arriet. “Lumme! It’ll cut the place a had name.” 


of accommodation on our cross- 
Channel steamers. 

A wheelbarrow has beeu 
presented to tho parishioners 
of Hornchurch, Essex. We 
have maintained all along that 
the motor-car craze would 
! wear itself out in time. 

i V : 

! On April the 21st the Maha¬ 
rajah of Bikanir shot his hun¬ 
dredth tiger. All efforts to in¬ 
duce him to join the R.I.C. 
have so far failed. 

* 

Tho case is reported of a 
hen which lays an ogg each 
morning on her master's bed 
and then pocks his cheek to 
wnko him up at tho proper 
time for breakfast. Guess 
where this happens. America? 
1 tight. 

We understand that in view 
of tho paper shortage tho West 
Drayton man who managed 
. to got through on the tele¬ 
phone last week has abandoned 
tho idea of writing a hook 
about it. * * 

Much annoyanco is said to 
have been caused to one briek- 
. layer last week. It seems that 


oaught at Sail Diego, California. That we read, it is in many cases just as just before tho dinner hour somebody 
is the sort of thing that makes Pro- choap to telephone. And in some eases kicked away the brick lie had laid and 


hibition a secondary issue. 

V . * 


just as quick. 


the unfortunate fellow had to start the 
day all over again. 

As the result of some remarks let “ Will Wildo meet Beckett ?" asks a "V s 

drop by the orew and repeated by the headline. We can only say that we do According to The Manila Bulletin 

ship's parrot,,several hundred bottles not intond to stand in their way. tho cost of living is going to fall. Not 

of liquor were found on board the % 011 U8 > we trust. 

S.S. Curasao by the San Erancisco port General von Kujck has been telling - — — 

authorities. It is now suggested, in somebody that he lost tho battle of the The Hire Education, 

the interests of philology, that the Marne by a fluke. As wo can’t have ••inquired, an Assistant Teacher (l-idy), 

parrot should be put back to hear how the War over again we must let the with option of purchaso.”— .i«sO<iii«u 


The Hire Education. 


the orew takes it. matter remain at that. -- — 

*** “ Ex-Soldier’s Tale. 

" A young mao while fishing on the According to an evening paper a Note to War l'nisoNim Hidden in Cheese.” 
Wye landed a wallet-containing twenty- temperance speaker fainted during a National News. 

two one-pound Treasury notes. A cor- procession in a Kentish town, and was Wo should like to hear more of the 
respondent writing from North of tho immediately oarried into a Bhop and prisoner and his novol hiding-place. 


VOL. CLVIIJ. 
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MAY-WEEK. 

[Addressed affectionately to tho author of “ May-Wook Thon and 
Now " in Tho Times of last Wednesday.] 

Though forty years have dono their worst 
To chango us to tho sore ami brown, 

Sinco we in verdant frostiness first t 

Assumed tho triple-ehovroned gown, 

As I porused The Tunes this very day week 
Your statement thrilled me through and through— 

How people still go gathering nuts in May-woek 
.Much as they used to do. 

The courts their dun-grey habit keep, 

Their velvet-green the sacred lawns; 

Tho rooks that marred our matin 3leep 
Still devastate tho golden dawns; 

Beneath my westward windows still the same bridge 
Sags in the centre as of old; 

In fact, in all essential matters Cambridge 
Preserves its ancient mould. 

Slight innovations have occurred 
That rudely on your senses striko; 

Our innocence had nover hoard 
Tho hooting of tho motor-bike; 

And though you might approve, with your rich tressos, 
The vogue of leaving oil' your hat, 

I with a crust that loathes tho wind’s caresses— 

1 should revolt at that. 

But for tho rest there’s little strange; 

Still Cam pursues his torpid way; 

'Tis we alone who suffer change 

(I could not stick tho course to-day); 

Now generations lash tho samo old river, 

Spurt up the Long Beach, bump and sup; 

What if wo pass, through woight of yoars or liver ? 
Somebody keeps it up. 

Time may have weaned us long ago 
With even sterner heights to win 

Than when tho once resiliont too 
Was apt to danco tho daylight in ; 

No doubt we've grown in wisdom since wo started, 
But I would givo my head (with brain) 

Just to bo back thoro, young and agile-hearted. 

Just for one Juno again. 0. S. 


AUTHORSHIP FOR ALL. 

[In this series Mr. J’unch presents a few specimens of the work of 
his nowly-establisticd Literary Ghost Huroau, which supplies appro¬ 
priate Press contributions on any subject and over any signature. 
Terms and simple) self-measurement form on application.] 

I.—THE ItESl'ONBIMLITIES OK Genius. 

By Miss Dinkie Devcreux, the renowned Film Favourite. 

The Editor of The. Weekly New shag lias kindly asked mo 
to write an articlo on the duty which wo denizens of Flicker- 
land owe to the public. This, it happens, is a subject that 
has long given me “furiously to think," as a witty French¬ 
man onco said in French. It may be of interest, by the 
way, to stato that I am myself partly of Gallic extraction, 
my mother having beon a Lyons girl before she was en¬ 
abled to open a tea-shop of lior own ; and, although born 
and bred in what I am proud to call njy native country, I 
can evon now act just as llueutly in a French film as in an 
all-British production. . , 

But I must not let my thoughts run away with my pen, 
fascinating though such cross-country excursions may be. 
To return to my appointed topic, heavy indeed is the burden 


that is laid on tho back of a cinema star. You who know 
me only as the reigning queon of countless Palaces may pos¬ 
sibly imagine that my life is spent in flitting butterfly- 
fashion from film to film, existing only for the golden 
moment. But one is not born a butterfly, nor does one 
remain so without constant effort. The strenuous nature of 
my labours indeed necessitates frequent periods of recu¬ 
peration, which I seek either in my Highland fastness, or 
on my Californian peaoli-farin, or amid tho lotus-bushes of 
my villa on tho Iiiviora. This, then, is one of my first duties 
to the public—to preserve that Heaven-sent talent which, 
in the words of mighty Milton, “ is death to hido.” (Mil- 
ton, I may say, is iny favourite poot noxt to Gf.ouqe R. 
Sims, and “ Odont ” is my favourite mouth-wash.) 

But the intervals between pictures are not all play. When 
I receive notice of a forthcoming production in which my 
services are entreated (and 1 owo it to humanity not to re¬ 
fuse my co-operation provided certain bothersome prelimin¬ 
aries of a financial nature arc successfully negotiated), I 
spend a considerable tiino steeping myself in the atmo¬ 
sphere of the part I am to fill. Ono of my most famous 
rdlcs, as I need hardly mention, is that of Lilian the Lift- 
Girl, in tho great Solomonsou six-recler, Ups and Downs. 
In order to prepare for this momentous undertaking I used 
to visit Whitoridge’s Stores daily and devote an hour or so 
to travelling in tho elevators; only thus could 1 hope to 
attain tho proper perspective. Tho attendants of course 
know me woll and used to ply me with gifts of choco¬ 
lates, etc.; but after a tiino 1 was compelled to refuso theso 
touching offerings becauso my chauffeur has a tondenoy 
to biliousnoss. 

Thon thore is tho sacred duty of looking after what my 
Press agent is good enough to call my “unearthly charm." 
1 do not agree with tho dictum that “ we are as Heaven 
made us,” and I am sure no film enterprise could carry on 
successfully on those linns. Of course you must have some¬ 
thing to work upon, and for tho bare edifice of my boauty, 
which in all humility T admit was raised by other hands than 
mino, I claim no special praise. But I think I may justly 
take credit for the structural alterations I liavo ofl'octcd and 
for tho self-sacrificing labours I have willingly undergone 
to maintain each of my features at its maximum effi¬ 
ciency; to theso Lhe advortisomont columns of tho papors 
bear constant testimony. 

(In passing let me observe that I have always found 
Mrs. Phipps’s Face-Fodder of invaluable assistance in 
“that fierce light which boats upon the screen,” as dear old 
Tennyson— another great favourito of mino—so nearly said.) 

Naturally enough the public is always ravenous for in¬ 
formation concorning the minutest details of my lifo, and to 
prevent disappointment in this respect I send tho Press 
a daily budget of my doings, entitled Dinkie Day by Dav. 
That is another burden I cheerfully shoulder, and by I his 
method my admirers are kept fully acquainted with what 
T may call the real me —with the hoart that heats beneath 
tho shadowed counterfeit. Novortholoss at times the most 
absurd rumours get abroad. Recently, for example, I saw 
| it stated in quite a reputable organ that my favourite jam is 
blackborry-and-apple; as a matter of fact I find all jams 
ruinous to the figure, and as a toa-rolish I usually limit 
myself to the more ascetic bloater-paste, with salmon-and- 
shriinp as an occasional variant. 

My pot hobby is collecting precious stones, and my 
favourites among thoso are pearls and diamonds, especially 
of the larger variety. Frequently admirers of my art w|io 
know of this harmloss foible are good enough to add to my 
collection, and these spontaneous tributes are among the 
compensations of a life dedicated at every moment of tito 
day to the public soryice. 
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ANOTHER DOG DISPUTE. 

As far as was revealed by the torn 
remnants of posters adhering to Farmer 
Fyke’s barn, the only ovont of im¬ 
portance in Littlo Spudsoy since the 
letting by auction of iifty-seven acres 
of summer keeping in April, 1918, was 
the Rural District Council Election in 
March, 1920. Conspicuous mention 
was made of Fyke, Cluttrel and Gedge, 
Coalition Candidates, who had appar¬ 
ently coalesced to crush one Winch, 
Independent. I was endeavouring to 
discover his fate when old William 
Trimble doddered along. 

“Mamin 1 , Mr. Lomax,” he said; 
“ you be back at last ? ” 

l could not deny the fact. 

" There be only Hosea Bennett an’ 
George Riley to coom now, an' the toll 
’ll be complete." 

“ Where are they now ? " I asked. 

“ George be in India, or leastways 'e 
was, an' Hosea’s atCologny. Theyta 
both expected back by Saturday fortnit, 


an' th’ question which on ’em really 
owns th’ Yarkshiro tarrier’ll have to 
be settled once an’ for all. Yon election 
hinged on it." 

“I'm afraid I'vo forgotten the de¬ 
tails, William,” I confessed lamely. 

“ You ’ll surely remomber th’ little 
Yarkshire larrier as strayed into th' 
villago in the summer o’ 14,” said 
William. “ Hosea claimed it as his’n 
by right of hollering it first, but George 
rackened him givin’ it a bit o’ bacon- 
rind from ’is lunch med ’im th’ rightful 
owner. It stayed a few days wi’ Hosea, 
then George 'ticod it away, an’ generally 
it hung to the one as happened to have th’ 
biggest bone. Feeling ran high atween 
them till, after tho harvest 'ad bin got 
in, Mr. Gedge, at The Chequers, axed 
George what about j’ining up. 

" ‘ What, an’ give Hosea a free run 
wf th’ tarrier?’ said George. ‘Not 
blessed likely.’ 

“ Hosea for his part said 'e Weren’t 
going to budge while th’ village were 
infested- wi’- dog - stealers; so Mr. 


Gedge 'e says, ‘ Hand th’ dog to me. 
I ’ll howd it wi’out fear nor favour, an’ 
when you both cooins back we ’ll have 
it properly arbitrated on.’ 

“So Hosea j’ined the Infantry an’ 
Goorgo went into th’ Yeomanry. There 
was some friction when George first 
coom on leave an’ Mr. Gedge let ’im 
have th’ tarrier for a day’s ratting. Th’ 
Bennett family said it were breaking 
tho agreement, but Mr. Gedge said it 
were a patriotic duty to give th’ lads a 
hit of amusement when they oame on 
leave, an’ ’e'd undertake the Rileys 'ud 
make no objection when Hosea coom 
home. But it made a lot 'o coolness 
atween th’ families, an’ when Hosea 
were wounded in '15 the Bennettses as 
good as said th’ Rileys weren’t no 
better nor pro-Germans in not giving 
up their claim to th' tarrier. Publio 
opinion were with Hosea at that time, 
but it veered round to George when ’e 
won th* Military Medal in' ’18. 

“ However, Georgegot orders to go East 
in '17, at? Hosea had- pretty frequent 
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Ifost (to guest , who is helping him to mnlio a pergola ). “Don’t i.kan on it, x.oij sn.i.y ass I You 'i.i, havk it down." 


loaves and woro alius parading tli' dog 
outsido tho Rileys’ cottage. About tho 
end o' 'LHowd Ephraim Riley got tirod 
of it and went to see Mr. Godge on th’ 
subject. 

“ 1 Fair's fair,’ ho says, • an’ Hosea 
ain’t no right to bo worming 'is way 
into that dog’s alToctions whilo George 
can’t get homo.’ 

“ ‘Thoro’s summatin that,’ said Mr. 
Godge; an' next time Ilosoa cooms 
home 'e buds tho dog in pound, so to 
speak. 

“ ‘ Very good,' says he; ‘I don’t coom 
homo again till George is here.’ 

“ In th' spring of '19, ’bout the time 
as the tarrier—which was getting owd 
and cantankerous—bit Wilfred Browitt 
in th' leg, we heerd that Gcorgo weren’t 
likely to be back for a longish timo, an' 
Hosea wrote to say in that ease ho’d 
tako on m th’ Army for another year. 
Then wo had mower excitemont, for it 
was said that Winch, a new-comer, had 
put up for th* Council, an’ it 'ud moan 
an eleotion. Fowks wore so used to 
Farmer Pyke an’ Mr. Gedge and Mr. 
Cluttrol setting that they rackened they 
didn't need to be votod on, but would 


go in automatic. However, Micro were 
a mootin' in th’ parish-room, an’ when 
Chairman axed if anyono 'ad any ques¬ 
tions Wilfred Browitt got up an’ said: 

“ ‘ Who owns tarrier, llosea Bennett 
or George Riley ? ' 

“It woro well known that Wilfred 
wore a moan-sperrited crittur as only 
wanted to know from which one 'o'd 
ho likely to got compensation for th’ 
bite on his leg. So Mr. Gcdgo ’e rose 
an’ answorod:— 

“ ‘ It’s well known Mr. l’yko nor Mr. 
Cluttrol nor self can't say anything on 
tho matter, as it is sub-judish till tli* 
lads coom homo.’ 

“‘What do you say, Mr. Winch?’ 
persisted Wilfrod. 

“‘I declare for Gcorgo Riley,’ said 
Winch boldly, ‘him being the first to 
give it sustenance.’ 

“ There wore a groat sensation at that, 
an’ it showed the cunningness o’ Winch. 
He knew tho Rileys woro intermarriod 
wi’ half th’ village and all Georgb’s 
relations 'ud be bound to voto for im 
after ho’d declared for them. And so 
it proved, for, though thh Bennettses 
rallied everyone they could mr th’ Coali- 


tioners, they weren’t strong enough, an 
Winch got in in place o' Mr. Cluttrol.” 

“Still,” 1 remarked, “the question of 
ownership isn't settled.” 

“ No, that 'll bosottled Saturday fort-* 
nit. It’ll he a rare set-back for Winch 
if tho verdict goes to Hosea.” 

“ But in any case the terrier is sure 
of a good home,” I said. 

“ Well, as to that," replied William, 
“ it were the principle o’ tho thing that 
wore at stake. When th’ tarrier bit 
Wilfred Browitt in '19 he chased it out 
of th’ villago wi’ his stick, an’ nobody 
ain’t seen it since.” 


Our Modest Advertisers. 

“To liK List.- Charming Lilllo flontlo- 
raaii’fl Pleasure Karin.”— Field. 


“ A Northampton Corporation report states 
that contractor's workmen have applied for 
permission to work longer hours." 

Daily Chronicle. 

Wo understand that tho Labour Party 
will at once order tho Ministry of Health 
to take steps to isolate these cases, and 
that there is littio danger of a spread 
of the epidemic. 
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A PRISCILLA DIALOGUE. 

Thebe is probably some way by which 
a yourm female child can be led through 
easy stages of Socratic dialogue to 
! tho idea of ultimalo truth in morals as 
j well as art. Thero is probably some 
way of talking to such a child without 
being badly scored off. But I do not 
seem to have the gift. This is tho more 
unfortunate because the thing usually 
happens before I have finished my 
breakfast, and nothing is quite so dam¬ 
aging to my self-esteem as to be soundly 
snubbed in my own house before the 
day’s work has begun. 

Mind you 1 do not honostly believe 
that my logic is at fault. I believo that 
there is usually a Haw in tho reasoning 
of the child. But you cannot very well 
say to an infant of three, “ You are now 
being guilty of an undistributed middle 
or a petitio elenchi or whatever it is.” 
She would do what I have hoard even 
older women do in like circumstances. 
She would change the subject at once. 
Perhaps the Montebsobi system . . . 
But let us take a typical case. 

I found her sitting at a largo table 
by the dining-room window, in a high 
chair that loft her red shoos eighteen 
inches from the ground, a complete 
doll's tea service in front of her and a 
small stuffed lamb on hor right-hand 
side. The tea-pot appeared to contain 
real wator and the sugar-basin real 
sugar, and although she was supremely 
busy watering and sugaring and re¬ 
arranging her cups and jugs and spoons 
shogreoted mo with the composure of an 
experienced chdtelaine. Our conversa¬ 
tion went something like this: — 

She. Will you have any cup of tea? 

7 (having drunk a smalt cup of water 
with a very little real sugar and a large 
quantity of real grit in it.) Thank you. 
How delicious! But I must go and have 
my breakfast now. 

She (taking no notice at all and offer¬ 
ing me a small fragment of moist toast). 
Will you have any piece of cake? 

7. Thank you. What lovely plum- 
cake ! 

She (with infinite scorn). IIol that 
: isn’t plum-cake. There isn't any plums 
iu it. It's choclat cake. 

7 ( humiliated). Oh, well, ,1 don’t 
think I will have any more tea, thank 
you. 

She (coldly). I ’in going to give my 
lamb tea now. 

[The method of giving tea to a lamb, 
in case it is not generally known, 
is to plaster the lamb's nose with 
spoonfuls of sugar arid then lick 
off the sugar with one’s tongue. 
At least that is the way Priscilla 
does if.] 

/ (i reprovingly from the breakfast- 


table.) What a funny way to give your 
lamb tea, Priscilla. 

She. My lamb says ho likes having 
his tea like this. (.4 longish pause.) 
Please will you draw me a piesher ? 

I. What kind of a picture ? 

She. A pieshor of a house. 

7. What kind of a house? 

She (in one long breath). A purple 
house with a yellow roof and blue 
curtains and a green door and rose-trees 
with red roses and hollyhocks and a 
dear little pussy-cat and a motor-car 
coming up tho drive. 

[ Tin sis executed in colon red crayons 
with a rapidity born of hunger 
and long practice, and passed to 
the Hanging Committee for in¬ 
spection . ] 

She (examining it critically). IIo! 
that isn’t a door. 

7. Yes, it is, Priscilla. It’s a very nice 
door. 

She. It isn’t a door. It hasn’t any 
knocker. 

[A fter all, when is a door not a 
door } I finish the joinery job 
ami carry on with my bacon.] 

She (suddenly). There isn’t any sun. 

[7 sketch in the regulation pattern 
of circular sun, with eyes, a nose 
and a smile complete.] 

She. That isn’t a sun. It hasn’t any 
hair. 

I. Tho sun doesn’t have any hair, 
Priscilla. 

She (decisively). Nurso has hair. 

[This really seems unanswerable. 
Having amended Phoebus Apollo 
1 start in with my marmalade. 
After a lapse of a few minutes a 
low hammering is heard from 
somewhere on the floor at the far 
side of the tabic.] 

I. Whatever are you doing, Priscilla ? 

She. Sooing my horse. • 

[She is discovered beating the 
wheels of a grey wooden flat- 
backed animal on a stand with 
a hammer procured from heaven 
alone knows where.] 

I. Well, don’t hit him on the wheols, 
anyhow. (A pause, subdued noises and 
a sigh.) What are you doing now, 
Priscilla ? 

She. Sooing him on his back. 

I. Doesn’t that hurt him ? 

She. It hurts him very much, but lie 
doesn't say anyling. 

[7 come round to give veterinary 
advice .] 

I. Don’t you love your horse, Pris¬ 
cilla ? 

She. Yes, he’s my friendly horse. 

• 7. Well, don’t bang him about like 
that; all the paint’s coming off him. 

[The carpet is in fad bestrewn with 
small flakes of grey paint from 
the utihappy creature's flanks .]. 


She (derisively). Ho I that isn’t paint. 
That's snorts. 

7 (helplessly). Whateverdoyou mean ? 

She. That’s snorts. Snorts from his 
mouf. White snorts. 

I. But why is your horse snorting 
from his mouth, Priscilla? - 

She .. He’s snorting-from his mouf 
because I’m sooing him on his bock. 

Well, there you are, you know; what 
is one going to do about it ? There'is a 
sort of specious plausibility about these 
roplios after all; I am no farrier, but I 
should think it quite likely that if you 
shoed a cart-horse long enough on the 
back with a largo enough hammer he 
would snort white snorts from his 
mouth; and it’s no use tolling the girl 
that she can’t jump from realism to 
romance in that disingenuous manner. 
Besides she might start hammering the 
wheels again. Or -else Bhe would say 
that her horse said lie was snorting, 
and who am I to contradict a British 
horse ? I usod to consider mysolf pretty 
good at what are called back-answers 
and I still believe that with a little 
practieo I could hold my own in White¬ 
chapel or the House of Commons, but 
there are subtle transitions about Pris¬ 
cilla’s method of argument with which 
only a Prime Minister could cope. It 
carries too many guns for me. It 
cramps my style. V. 


A CORNISH COTTAGE. 

Beside tho clock two spaniels stand, 
Two china spaniels golden-spotted; 

On a lace d’oyley (contraband) 

Beams a,red-faced geranium (potted). 

Framed portraits rest on woollon mats, 
Black-bearded smugglers with their 
spouses; 

The gentlemen wear bowler hats, 

The ladies sport their Sunday blouses. 

Two pictures decorate the wall, 
Vesuvius spouting sparks and ashes, 

The brig Calypso in a squall, 
Full-sailed despite the lightning 
flashes. 

Without, the dark Atlantic flings 
Against the cliff its booming surges, 

And, as a shell, the snug room rings 
With its reverborating dirges. 

Against the door tho night winds rave 
Like outcast dogs, their lot deplor¬ 
ing ; 

Triumphant over wind and wave 
Bises my landlord's lusty snoring. 

Patlandeb. 


«There was ono summer whon he lived by 
himself iu a lonely old houseboat on the 
Thames, from which he paddled himself ashore 
every morning in a ^>p-hat ."—Daily Paper. 
The drawbaok to this kind of oraft is 
that it only accommodates a single skull. 
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LITTLE BITS OF LONDON. 

BiMjINOSOATE. 

In order to seo Billingsgate properly 
ill action it is necessary to got up at 
half-past four and travel on the Under¬ 
ground by tlio first train Ea9t, which 
is an adventure in itsolf. The first 
train East goos at three minutos past 
fivo, and there are large numbers of 
people who travel in it every day; by 
Charing Cross it is almost crowded. 
It is full of Bolshevists; and I do not 
wonder. One sits with one's feot up 
in a first-class carriage, clutching a 
nico cheap workman’s ticlcot and trying 
hard to look as if, liko the Bolshovists, 
ono did this every day. 

On arriving at the Monument Station 
ono walks briskly past the seductive 
announcement that “The Monument 
is Now Open,”- and plunges into a 
world of fish. I have never boen able 
to understand why fish is so funny. On 
the comic stage a casual reference to fish 
is almost certain to provoke a shout of 
laughter; in practico, and especially in 
the mass, it is not So funny; it is liko the 
Government, an inexhaustible source of 


humour at a distanco, and in tho flesh 
extraordinarily dull. 

Over tho small stroots which sur¬ 
round tho market hangs a heavy pall 
of fishy vapour. Tho streets arc full 
of carts; the carts aro full of fish. Tho 
housos in the streets aro fish-dealers’ 
placos, moro or less full of fish. Tho 
pavements aro full of fish - porters, 
carrying fish, smelling of lish. Frag¬ 
ments of conversation aro heard, all 
about fish. Fish lie sadly in tho gutters. 
Tho scalos of fish glitter on the pave¬ 
ments. A littlo vigorous swimming 
through the outlying fisheries brings 
you to tho actual markot, which is ovon 
moro wonderful. Imagino a place liko 
Covent Oardt-n, and nearly as big, but 
ontirely devoted to fish. In the place of 
those onclmnting perspectives of flower- 
stalls, imagino enormous regiments of 
fish-stalls, paraded in close order and 
groaning with halibut and conger-eol, 
with whiting and lobsters and huge 
‘crabs. Bound these stalls the whole¬ 
sale dealers wade unkle - deep in fish. 
Steadily, maliciously, the great fish slide 
off the stalls on to the floor; steadily 
the dealers recover them and pile them 


up on their small countors, or cast them 
through tho air on to other countors, or 
fling them into baskots in rage or morti¬ 
fication or sheer bravado. 

The dealers aro men with business- 
faces, in long white coats, surprisingly 
cloan. Every now and then they stop 
throwing crabs into baskets or retriev¬ 
ing halibut from the floor, and make 
little entries in long note-hooks. I do 
not know exactly what entries thoy 
make, hut I think they must all bo in for 
some competition, and are making notes 
about their scores; ono man 1 walchod 
had obviously just boaten tho record 
for lmlibut-recovery. He recovered so 
many in about a minute that the tops of 
his boots were just beginning to show. 
When he had done that he made such 
long notes in his book about it that 
most of tho halibut slid on to the floor 
again while ho was doing it. Then he 
began all over again. But I expect he 
won the prize. 

Meanwhile about a million fish- 
porters are dashing up and down the 
narrow avenues between the fish-stalls, 
porting millions of boxes offish. Nearly 
all of them, I am glad to say, have been 
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in the army or have had a relative in 
the army; for they are nearly all wear¬ 
ing the full uniform of a company cook, 
which heeds no description. On their 
heads they have a kind of india-rubber 
hat, and on the india-rubber hat they 
have a large box of fish weighing about 
six stone—six stone, I tell you. This 
box they handle as if it was a box of 
cigars. They pick it up with a careless 
gesture; they carry it as if it was a 
slightly uncomfortable hat, and they 
throw it down with another careless 
gesture, .usually on to another box of 
fish; this explains why so many of 
one's herrings appear to have been 
maimed at sea. 

When they have finished throwing 
the boxes about they too take out a 
note-book and make notes about it all. 
This, it seems, is to make sure that they 
are paid something for throwing each 
box about. 1 don’t blame them. It 
must bo a hard life. Yet if I thought 
I could pick up Bix stone of salmon and 
plaice and throw it about I should sign 
on at Billingsgate at once.. It is true 
they start work about five; but they stop 
work, it seems, about ten, and they 
earn a pound and over for that. Then 
they can go home. Most of them, I 
imagine, are stockbrokers during the 
rest of the day. 

And they are a refinod and gentle¬ 
manly body of men. I hopo the old 
legend that the fish-porter of Billings¬ 
gate expresses himself in terms too 
forciblo for the ordinary man is now 
exploded; for it is a slander. In fact 
it is a slander to call him a “ porter; ” 
at loast in those days I suppose it is 
libellous to connect a man falsoly with 
the N.U.R., if only by verbal implica¬ 
tion. But, however that may be, I 
| horo assert that the Billingsgate fish- 
j porter is a comparatively smooth and 
! courteous personago, and, considering 
' his constant association with fish in 
; hulk, I think it is wonderful. 

| At the far end of the market is the 
river Thames; and on the river Thames 
there is a ship or two chockful of fish. 
Fish-porters with a kind of blasi ani¬ 
mation run up and down a long gang¬ 
way to the ship with six-stone boxes of 
finefrosh whiting on their heads. These 
boxos they pile up on a chute (carefully 
noting eaoh box in their note-books), 
after which an auctioneer auctions the 
bojtos. This is the roally exciting part 
pf the show. The dealers or the dealers’ 
agents stand round in a hungry ring 
and buy the boxes of fish as they slide 
down the chute. The dealers seem to 
detail a less cultured type of man for 
this purpose, and few of the bidders 
conjp up to the standard of refinement 
pf the fish-porters. But the auctioneer 
understands tlrem, and ho knows all 



their Christian names. lie can tell at 
a glance whothor it is Mossy Isaacs or 
Sam Isaacs. Ho is a very clever man. 

They stand round looking at the 
boxos of fish, and when one of them 
twitches tho flesh of his nose or faintly 
moves one of his eyelashes it means 
that he has bought six stone of whiting 
for thirty shillings. Tiiat is the only 
kind of sign thoy give, and the visitor 
will be wise not to catch the auctioneer'# 
eye, or blow his noso or do any overt 
action like that, or he may find that he 
has bought six stone of salmon and 
halibut for forty-five shillings. At an 


auction of lish it is true to say that a 
nod is as good as a wink; in fact it is 
worse. 

The dealers are silent motionless 
men; but nobody else is. Everybody 
else is dashing about and shouting as 
loud as ho can. As each box of lish is 
sold the porters dash at it and shout at 
it (of course in a very gentlemanly way) 
and carry it of! in all directions. It is 
quite clear that nobody knows who has 
bought it and where it is going. The 
idea of tho whole thing is to impress 
the visitor with tho mobility of fish, and 
this object is successfully attained. Ho 
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A spiring Solicitor (speaking in telephone with tho idea of impressing supposed client). “Yus, tell the Loud Chancellor I will 
LUNCH WITH HIM, AND SHALL HR VKBV HAl-l'Y TO GIVE HIM T1IK BENEFIT OR MY ADVICE IN THE MATT Ell HIS LOUDSIIII' MENTIONED. 
CJOOD-IIYE. NOW WHAT CAN I 1)0 ROB YOU, Slit ? " 

Supposed Client. “Well, I’ve comb about yolii telethonk, Silt, which I undrustand fhom youh lktteii to us has been 

COMPLETELY OUT OR WOIIKINO OIlDEll SINCE YESTEllDAY.” 


doubt whon tlie visitors liavo gone away 
they settle ilown and decide definitely 
whom the fish belongs to. 

It is now about half-past six. Fish 
is still rushing in at ono end from tho 
ship and is rushing in at tho othor 
from tho railway-vans. The porters aro 
throwing tho fish at tho doalors’ stalls 
(registeringcach hit inthoirnote-books), 
and the dealers are throwing it on to 
tho floor or throwing it at oach other 
or trying to throw it at a retailer, who 
always puts on a haughty air and passes 
on to the next si all, till he too gets en¬ 
tangled in the gamo and finds that he 
has bought twenty-four stone of whit¬ 
ing at twopence a pound; then he throws 
it at some more portors, and the porters 
dash outside and throw it at tho carts, 
and tho carts clutter away to Kensing¬ 
ton, and my wife buys a whiting at ton- 
pence a pound, and the circle of fish 
organisation is complete. 

At about this point it is a good thing 
to pass on to Covont Gardon and buy 
some flowers. A. P. II. 

A Record Crash. 

From “ Sayiugs of tho Week " in a 
Sunday paper:— 

“With tho aerial world at our foot wo are 
making no effort to grasp it.— O. Holt Thomas." 


CAPUA. 

(A Bolshevist's lament, designed to show 
that though we mag appear to he giving 
way rather easily to the linssian Gov¬ 
ernment we have a deep purpose in 
it all.) 

Silken ways and softer manners 
Bend the barbarous victor down; 

Woe unto tho Soviet banners I 
M. Krassin is in town. 

Hark! the Lydian lute is thrum¬ 
ming; 

Boses fall about his feet; 

Ho shall pardon each shortcoming, 
Conqueror he shall taste defeat. 

Puzzled, maybe slightly baffled, 
lie shall get to like it all, 

Overlook the absont scaffold 
At the windows of Whitehall. 

Piccadilly, though it warps his 
Sense of justice, he shall soe 

Unencumbered by the corpses 
Of a bloated bourgeoisie; 

Quite forget the stern aspirants 
To a nobler newer world; 

Tread the Birdcage Walk with tyrants, 
Ilavo his hair by Bond Street curled ; 


Lulled by scented airs and graces, 
heel the Scythian ardours fade; 

Purchase underwear and braces 
In the Burlington Arcade; 

Losing for a moss of pottage 
Trotsky’s wiroloss apothegms, 

Tako a little country cottage 

And a houseboat on the Thames. 

Oh to think that as ho lingors 

Hour by hour he ncods must hook 

Bound imperial palms the fingers 
Of a haud that Lenin shook. 

Commerce like an iron girder 

Props the new world and the old; 

All men know tho stains of murder' 
May he lightly washed with gold. 

Ah, but when the hright-oyod vulture, 
Fresh from feasting on the slain, 

Learns tho way of foreign culture 
Shall his claws grow sharp again? 

So for him we weop, the Tartar 
Blood-bedabbled to his wrists, 

Whon his freo soul sinks to barter 
With abhorred capitalists. 

Silken ways and softer manners 
Bend the sturdiest victor down; 

Woe unto the Soviet banners I 
M. Krassin is in town. Evoe. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Monday, June 7th'— “ Has the right 
hon. gentleman any experience of Sun¬ 
day School treats?” asked Mr. Inskip 
after the Minister of Transport had 
announced that the railway companios, 
while conceding reduced fares for those 
outings, could not extend the facilities 
to more than one adult for evory ton 
children. Sir Emu Gkddes admitted 
that his experience was “many yoars 
ago.” Tlioro must have been “ giants 
in thoso days” among the Sunday 
School toachora if one of them was able 
to “ moderate the transports " of ten 
littlo Erics. 

The Prime Minister had discarded 
the jaunty grey suit which ho wore last 
week, arid in his “blacks” looked rather 
like a Scottish older. Novortheless, when 
requested by Mr. MacCallum Scott to 
intorprot the articles of tho “Auld Kirk ” 
hodeclinod to rush in where Mr. Bon ah 
Law. had foared to tread, and contented 
hiinsolf with tho remark that this was 
“ a very dangerous question for a more 
Southerner.” 

Tho negotiations with M. Krahsin 
caused many inquiries. Mr. William 
Shaw, for oxample, sought a guarantee 
that tho Bolshevists should not bo al¬ 
lowed to pay for the goods they might 
now order with the stores that they 
had soized from llis Majesty’s Govern¬ 
ment. One is reminded of Phil May’s 
publican, who took tho theft of his pew¬ 
ters philosophically, 
but was moved to 
strong protest when 
the thief brought them 
back in tho form of 
bad half-crowns. 

Coalitionist anxiety 
in regard to tho Prime 
Minister's ilirtation 
with tho Soviet emis¬ 
sary took sliape in a 
motion for tho ad¬ 
journment moved by 
Colonel Grktton, who 
was shocked at tho 
idea of negotiating 
with a Government 
that depended on vio¬ 
lence, and seconded 
by Admiral Sir R. 

Hall, who doubted 
whether there was 
anything to be got out 
of Russia. Mr. Lloyd 
George replied that, 
according to the evi¬ 
dence of anti-Bolshevist refugees, there 
were quantities of grain and raw ma¬ 
terials awaiting export, while in regard 
to the general question he poured much 
rhetorical contempt on the argument 
that we were never to trade with a 


country that was misgoverned. What 
about Turkey? What about Moxico? 
“You cannot always examine the re¬ 
cords of your customers.” 

Earlier in tho day Sir A. Griffith 



“MANY YEARN AGO." 

Sir Kino (iuuiks at a Sunday School 

•i I1KAT. 

Bokcawkn had moved tho Second 
Reading of the Agriculture Bilf with 
so much vigour and enthusiasm that 
ono wondered why a Bill so vital to 
the national well-being had not been in¬ 


troduced a littlo earlier. Later speakers 
were loss friendly. Mr. Acland declared 
that tho measure was only necessary 
because the Government could not 
keep the country out of international 
difficulties. Captain Fitzroy com¬ 


plained that the Bill did too much for 
the tenant-farmer; whereas Mr. Caut- 
ley described it as the tenant-farmer’s 
ddatli-knoll. 

Tuesday, June 8th ,—The prevalent 
boliof that Mr. Churchill is always 
spoiling for a light, and is mainly re¬ 
sponsible for all tho wars now going on 
in various parts of the world, is, 1 am 
ready to boliovo, entirely erroneous. 
But there is no doubt of his desire to 
“ see red ’’ so far as 1 lis Majosty’s Army 
is concerned. The report that the 
Government intended to spend threo 
millions in putting our soldiers back 
into tho traditional scarlet inspired a 
multitude of quoslions to tho War Sec¬ 
retary this afternoon. Mr. Churchill 
declared it to bo grossly oxaggorated. 
Nevertheless, in political circles it is 
believed that at the noxt election the 
Government can rely with confidence 
upon tho nurserymaids’ vote. 

In resisting tho proposal to make 
a lovy on capital Mr. Chamberlain 
covered the ground so exhaustively 
that, as Sir K. Banbury subsequently 
observed, tho chief complaint to bo 
made of his speech was that it was not 
delivered threo months before, when it 
would have saved tho money-market 
great anxiety and prevented much de¬ 
preciation of capital. For, according 
to tho Chancellor of the Exchequer, 
a lovy on war-wealth was never really 
practicable, and even if it bad been 
would liavo bad no effect upon the 
amount of the lloating 
debt, bis most press¬ 
ing problem. But, if 
so, why not liavo said 
it at the start, instead 
of setting up a Com¬ 
mittee to try to find 
a solution for tho in- 
solublo? 

Mr. Chamberlain's 
contention that by tho 
income-tax and Buper- ; 
tax wealth was already j 
heavily conscripted j 
would liavo perhaps 
been better left with¬ 
out illustration. His 
case of tho gentle¬ 
man with £131,000 a 
year, who after paying 
liis taxes had only 
£12,. r >00 to spend, loft 
Mr. Stephen Walsh 
quitocold. SirDoNALD 
Maclean, by some 
odd process of reason¬ 
ing, came to the conclusion that tho 
Government's decision would bo wel¬ 
comed by all tho enemies of capital, 
and announced his intention of joining 
the Labour Party in the Lobby. 

Wednesday, June 9th .—Tho Air Navi- 



MR. CHURCHILL SKRS RED. 

Army uniform (1) as it is ; (‘2) as it was before the war and will be 
again ; and (3) as, to suit Mit. Chuuciiihl's Marlborough traditions, it 

SHOULD RAVE BEEN. . 
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gabion Bill passed through the usually 
serene atmosphere of the Upper House, 
but not without encountering a certain 
number of “ bumps.” Lord Montagu, 
calling to mind the nursery saying, “if 
pigs could fly,” was alarmod by the 
possibility that "air-hogs ” might inter¬ 
fere with the amonities, and might oven 
endanger the lives, of earth-bound citi¬ 
zens by flying over them at unduly low 
altitudes. lie suggested two thousand 
feet as a minimum. Lord Londonderry 
resisted the Amendment on the ground 
that it was difficult to gaugo the height 
at which aircraft flew, and thought few 
airmen would care to risk the penalties 
provided in the Bill—a fine of two hun¬ 
dred pounds and six months' impris¬ 
onment—by indulging a taste for for¬ 
bidden stunts. 

At first blush you would hardly think 
it necessary to include the City Corpo¬ 
ration among the looal authorities who 
may establish aerodromes. The “ one 
square mile ” does not offer much en¬ 
couragement to the airman who wishes 
to make a safe landing. But you never 
can tell what may happen. The " Old 
Lady of Threadneedle Street,” who is 
said to be contemplating an upward ex¬ 
tension of her premises, may perhaps 
welcome aeroplanes to her hospitable 
roof, and thereby give a new significance 
to “banking” in the aviator’s vocabu¬ 
lary. 

In the Commons the anomalous posi¬ 
tion produced by President Wilson’s 
undertaking to delimit the boundaries 


of Armenia, although his country has 
refused to accept the mandate for its 
administration, elicited from Mr. Bonau 
Law the curious explanation that the 
invitation to delimit was addressed to 
Mr. WILSON “inhis porsonalcapacity.” 
But when Mr. Bottomi.ey sought fur¬ 
ther light on this phrase Mr. Law was 
unable or unwilling to supply it. He 
did, however, vouchsafe the information 
that, whatever America might do, this 
country would not add Armenia to its 
existing share of “ tho white man’s 
burden.” 

Thursday, June 10th ,—It seems a 
pity that since Count de Salis left 
Montenegro and mado his famous 
secret report the British Government 
has had no representative in that dis¬ 
tracted country. In the absenco of 
official information tho most diverse 
descriptions of its present state gain 
currency. According to Lord Sydenham 
the Serbians, who wish to incorporate 
Montenegro in the new Jugo-Slavia, 
aro taking every step to intimidate 
their opponents (described as ninety 
per cent, of the population) and have 
incidentally imprisoned a number of 
ex-Ministers. Lord Curzon agreed 
that this was quite probable, inasmuch 
as ex-Ministers bore a considerable fatio 
to the whole population, but otherwise 
challenged Lord Sydenham's allega¬ 
tions. His own information (source 
not named) was that the Montenegrin 
majority was in favour of Yugo-Slav 
union. The debate confirmed the im¬ 


pression tli at all statements emanating 
from the Black Mountain should be 
taken cum grano de Salis. 

In the Commons Mr. Bonab Law 
was taking a day off, and, as usually 
happens when the Prime Minister is 
in charge, “ a certain liveliness ” pre¬ 
vailed. The renewed offensive of Gen¬ 
eral Whanoel incited the Bolshevist 
sympathisers to start one on their own 
account. An attempt to move tho ad¬ 
journment was nipped in the bud by the 
SrHAKER. Colonel Wedgwood mado a 
gallant effort to usurp the functions 
of the Chair by declaring that the 
matter was both definite and urgent; 
but Mr. Lowther replied that unfor¬ 
tunately the decision rested with him 
and not with the lion. Member. 

The House then settled down to 
business, and gave a Third Beading to 
two Bills, and a Second Beading to 
five others. On the Women, Young 
Persons and Children (Employment) 
Bill Mr. Barnes took exception, not 
unnaturally, to a clause permitting “ the 
employment of women and young per¬ 
sons in shifts up to ten o’clock at night,” 
and Major Baird undertook to consider 
the withdrawal of this equivocal piece 
of draftsmanship. 


“ 1 The time has come,’ the walrus said, 

' To speak of many things: 

Of shoes and ships and sealing-wax, 

Of cabbages and kings.’—(O. Henry).” ' 
Free State Paper. 

Where did Lewis Carroll? Appar¬ 
ently not in the Free State. 
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Curate (discussing the drink question). "Hind vol’, I'm fond of a (■ laps of deer, 

MYSELF, DOT 1 CAN’T l.NDl LGE. If DOESN'T AOliF.K WITH ME.’’ 

ltustic (sympathetically). "Dear, dear! Ain't them: so core?’’ 


THE FUTURE OF APSLEY HOUSE. 

Conflicting Statements. 

The possibility of a super-dancing- 
saloon being erected on the site of 
Apsley House is, we fear, likely to be 
relegated to the limbo of lost oppor¬ 
tunities. 

It will be remembered that a few 
weeks ago London in general and the 
West-End in particular was excited and 
delightod by the announcement that 
Apsley House had been sold to an in¬ 
fluential syndicate and would shortly 
l>o converted into a massive and 
monumental block, forty storeys high, 
crowned with the dancing-saloon and 
including a concert-hall with the most 
powerful organ in the world, and a 
swimming-bath with salt water con¬ 
voyed by a special pipe from Brighton. 

It will also be romembered that Mr. 
Chumpley Swope, the chairman of the 
syndicate, issued a powerful manifesto 
in which lie explained the purely hu¬ 
manitarian motives of the enterprise 
—to obliterate the militaristic associa¬ 
tions of the site; to replace an un¬ 
sightly building by a fabric which would 
be one of the architectural glories of 
London, and simultaneously to cheer 
the patients in St. George’s Hospital 
with the sounds of harmony by night. 

Unhappily the realisation of these 
beneficent and artistic designs seems 
likely to be indefinitely postponed, to 
judge from the authoritative statements 
made to our representative by Mr. 
Doremus Pomereno, architect to the 
owners, and by Mr. Chumpley Swope 
himself. 

"Thero never was any idea,” said 
Mr. Pomerone, “ in the minds of the 
present owners, Mr. Otis Flathor and 
Mr. Virgil Onderdonk, of converting tho 
site of Apsley House to the uses of a 
super-dancing-saloon. Mr. Flatlier is 
a convinced opponent of the dancing 
mania and President of tho Anti-Tar- 
antulation League, while Mr. Onder¬ 
donk has always been a profound ad¬ 
mirer of the great Duke of Wellington. 
Subject to the approval of the prosent 
Duke it is our intention to re-eroct 
Apsley House on the Playing Fields at 
Eton, and utilise the site for tho build¬ 
ing of flats for the New Poor.” 

“ The erection of a Neo-Georgian 
super-dancing-saloon on the Piccadilly 
frontage of Apsley House,” said Mr. 
Chumpley Swope, “ has long been the 
dearest dream of my heart. My first 
negotiations with Messrs. Shumway 
and Prudden were conducted for the 
express purpose of facilitating the real¬ 
isation of this project. Moreover, when 
Mr. Flather joined me in the purchase 
of the entire Bilje his representative, Mr. 
Onderdonk, was fully aware of my 


plans and expressed his cordial ap¬ 
proval thereof. 

“ Eventually my friends and I ac¬ 
cepted offers made to us by Mr. Flatlier 
whereby the entire site was vested 
in him, subject to an agrcoincut that 
the Piccadilly frontage to a depth of 
two hundred kilowatts should be re¬ 
served for the erection of the dancing- 
saloon, the eoncert-hall and the swim¬ 
ming-bath. 

“Owing however to the difficulties 
connected with the laying of the pipe 
from Brighton and the unaccountable 
and irrational hostility displayed by the 
Governing Body of St. George's Hos¬ 
pital the plan of erecting this Tempfo 
of Terpsichore has fallen into abeyance 
and the West-End is threatened with 
the loss of an educational asset of in¬ 
comparable value. I may add, however, 


that negotiations have been opened with 
tiie Dean and Chapter of Westminster 
and that I do not altogether despair of 
obtaining an alternative sito and making 
a fresh start with my plans for beauti¬ 
fying and humanising London." 


Limitations. 

There was a young lady of CUtcton 
Whose knowledge was wide and exact on 
Jazz, jumpers and plays 
And the cinema craze ; 

But she never had heard of Lord Acton. 

“ ‘ Obrcgon signed the flag as did others at 
the convention,' said Villa. ‘He kissed the 
mlag, and cried as he kissed it. Then those, 
who wanted to break tho agreement stolo tho 
blag with the signatures of the delegates." 

American Paper. 

This helps us a little to appreciate the 
confusiou of Mexicau politics. 
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PERSISTENCE OF THE MILITARY. 

In pre-war days, wlion one's health was tested at the 
ordor o£ a verbally polito but fundamentally distrustful in¬ 
surance company, the examination wa3 a pleasant affair, 
conducted by a bonign old geutloman who bohavod like 
one’s own family physician. 

Now all that is changed. I latoly took tho liberty of 
offoring to bet a Company that I would not live for ever, in 
spite of my presont rude health. In reply I was invited 
“ to moot our medical advisers at our office.” 

I arrived obediontly at tho appointed time and was 
ushered into a room in which sat bohind a table two elderly 
gentlemen of ultra-military appearance. When, later, they 
addrossed each other as “Colonel” and “Major” 1 know 
that they were civilian dug-outs militarised by tho War. 

Colonel drew himself up and spoke to me in a C.O. voice: 
“ Well, what is the general state of your health ? ” 

I felt that it was up to mo to play the old war-gamo, 
ovon if it ruined my Chance of getting insured. I therefore 
started to enumerate tho various minor ailments from which 
1 suffered. 

“To begin with,” I explained, “ I'vo sprained my wrist 
rather badly and-” 

“That’won’t prevent your holding a rillo,” interrupted 
Colonol severely. 

“Then,” 1 continued, “ sometimes I have a headache.” 

“Ah,” said Major, "and 1 suppose when you run uphill 
your heart palpitates like a pea in a drum ? ” 

“ Yes,” I replied quickly, “ it does do that, llow did you 
know ? ” 

Major laughed a laugh such as IIinoi'Niu bo himself 
might have delivered. It was cold and mirthless and must 
have hurt his face. 

“Come," said Colonel sharply," let’s have no moro of 
this humbug. Drink and smoko less and keep yourself fit; 
and don't como whining before us, complaining of this and 
that. A few route inarchos will soon sot you up." 

“ Hut, seiiously,” I objoctod, "my health is not of the 
best and I feol I ought to warn you that thero are slight 
disabilities in my constitution which——” 

“Which make you,” interjected Major, “of course unfit to 
do your duty." llis voice was like steel wire and I hatod 
him. 

“ Very well, then,” I answered calmly," I will say no more.” 

“ You’d better not,” roared Colonol. “ It’s no use your 
thinking you can imposo on us. 1 'vo marked you down 
Al. I'm sick to death of you follows who try to get behind 
a doctor directly your comfort is threatened. That disposes 
of your case. About-turn! ” 

Mechanically 1 left their presence. . . . 

I don’t know what tho Insurance Company will mako 
of it when they find all their candidates passed as first-class 
lives. Somebody ought to tell those doctors that the War 
is over. _ 

ANOTHER POST-OFFICE HOLD-UP. 

Otm post-office is to be found taking cover in one corner 
of the village s general shop. Poetically it may be described 
as between the lard and tho lingerie. In prose the most 
interesting thing to be said of it is that I was there this 
morning. 

’ It was while I was buying a box of matches that the 
thought came to mo that I might as •well enjoy myself 
thoroughly and have some stamps as well. There was 
quite a crowd in the shop at the time, and we both moved 
to the postal counter together. She, however, got in the 
first word. 


“ One stamp, please,” she demanded, and went on, “ You ’ll 
never guess what I want it for.” 

"Isn’t it for a lotter, then?’’asked the post-mistress, as 
if, for instance, stamps might bo used for holding down the 
butter while the bread is rubbed against it. 

“ Yes, but who to? That's the point. Our George!” 

To me thero did not seem much in this to causo a sensa¬ 
tion, but it did. Quostion and answer flew backwards and 
forwards afe thick as reminiscences at a regimental dinner. 

“ Not young Goorgo? ” 

“ Yes, old Goorgo. Wo had a lottor from him Inst wook. 
First we'd heard for six yoars.” 

“ Hordy, Jordy,” said the post-mistress, “ it only seems 

yesterday that ho wont away. I remember-"and sho 

proved it by doing so for ton minutes with a volubility that 
would havo made tho fortune of a patter comedian. At 
tho first sign of a puuso l found the courage to ask for my 
stamps, but quite in vain. Tho conversation was only 
getting its second wind. 

“ Young George, to be sure! And how is ho? Toll mo 
all about him.” 

I gathorod that Goorgo was in the best of health and in 
America, was unmarried and umpired out in a recent base- 

hall match and wanted-” [“A dozen stamps, ploaso.” 

This from mo. |—a photograph of tho old peoplo and his 
brothers and sisters. From this the transition was easy to 

an uncle of tho post-mistross’s who went-” [“ A dozen 

stamps.”| to foreign parts. He always was a rolling stono, 
ho was. Novel' gathered no moss. On the other band, thero 
were no flies on him. Did very well for himself, he did, and 
when he died--—” 

But it was at this point that tho moisture from tho 
margarine cask against which I had boon loaning began to 
make its .presence felt, and, stamploss, 1 loft the shop. 

At the edge of the village I met our policeman. 

“ Go quickly,” 1 implored him ; “there’s a hold-up at tho 
post-office.” 

Perhaps “quickly” is not quito tho right word, but, at. 
any rate, bo wont. I doubt if lie will get promotion over 
tho job, but T am sure bo too will like to bear about our 
George, if thero's anything loft to say by tho time ho gots 
there._ 


SOMETIMES. 

Some days are fairy days. Tho minute that you wake 
You havo a magic feeling that you never could mistake; 
You may not see tho fairies, but you know they 're all about, 
And any single minute thoy might all como popping out; 
You want to laugh, you want to sing, you want to dance 
and run, 

Everything is different, everything is fun ; 

Tho sky is full of fairy clouds, tho streets are fairy ways— 
Anything might happen on truly fairy days. 

Some nights are fairy nights. Before you go to bed 
You hoar their darling music go chiming in your head; 

You look into the garden and through tho misty grey 
You see the trees all waiting in a breathless kind of way. 
All the stars are smiling ; they know that very soon 
The fairies will come singing from the land behind the moon. 
If only yon could keep awake when Nurse puts out the 
light . . . 

Anything might happen on a truly fairy night. B. F. 


“CRICKET. 

Little Snoring Ladies v. Littlo Snoring Lads .”—Local Paper. 
This match was played in Norfolk and not, as you might 
have expected, in Beds. 
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THE PARADISE OF BARDS. 

{From an Oxford Correspondent.) 

Considerable resentment lias boon 
caused in various centres of poetic ac¬ 
tivity by tlio proferonco recontly ox- 
pressod by the Prime Minister for tlio 
products of Welsh minstrelsy. In a 
letter addressed to IIuw Menai, the 
working South Wales miner poot, Mr. 
Lloyd Georoe declares that he has 
read his pooms with the “greatest do- 
light.’’ If the Premier had merely 
said “ great delight ’’ no untoward con¬ 
sequences would have ensued, but the in¬ 
vidious use of the superlative threatens 
to embroil the wholo country in that 
internecine war recently predicted by 
the Editor of The A thence,um in his 
gloomy survey of Noo-Goorgian litera¬ 
ture. 

Meetings of protest have been held in 
Hampsteud, at Lotchworth, Stratford- 
on-Avon and the Eustace Miles Restaur¬ 
ant, but the most remarkable and orderly 
of these demonstrations was that which 
took plaoo at Boar’s Hill on Saturday 
last, under the presidency of the Poet 
Laureate. Boar's Iiill, we need not 
remind our readers, is par excellence 


the fashionable intellectual suburb of 
Oxford, and has been called the “ Para¬ 
dise of Bards." Dr. Bridges in a 
brief opening address, speaking more in 
sorrow than in anger, dealt with tho 
statistical sido of the question. Ho 
pointed out that of the residents at 
Boar's Hill one in evory six was a truo 
poet, and throo out of every five were 
masters of tho art of prosody. There 
were no miner poets on Boar’s Hill. 
Thoir motto was Majora canamus. 

Professor Gilbert Murray, who 
followed, laid stress on the perfect 
harmony which reigned amongst the 
residents, in spite of the fact that all 
schools of poetry were represented, 
from the austerest of classicists to 
the most advanced exponents of Neo- 
Georgian vers libre. They were a 
happy family, linked togethor by a 
common devotion to the Muses, and in 
their daily output of verse showing a 
higher unit of production than that 
recorded of any other community in 
"either hemisphere. 

Mr. John Masefield moved the only 
resolution, which was carried unani¬ 
mously, to the effect that Mr. Fisher, 
the Minister of Edupation, should be 


roquestod to convoy to the Prime 
Minister tho regret of the meeting 
that ho should have overlooked the 
paramount claim of Boar’s Hill to be 
regarded as the Parnassus of Great 
Britain. In Murray's Guide to Oxford¬ 
shire it had boon spoken of as " a health 
resort for jaded students,” but that 
was an obsolete libel. Constitutionally 
vigorous and daily refreshed by draughts 
from the pellucid springs of the Pierides, 
they led a life of exuberant health, as 
the vital statistics of the neighbourhood 
would abundantly show. On Boar's 
Hill people began to write pootry earlier 
and continued to do so later than in 
any other spot in the British Isles. 

Sir Arthur Evans, in proposing a 
vote of thanks to the Chairman, made 
the gratifying announcement that Mr. 
Masefield was already engaged on a 
companion poem to his “ Reynard the 
Fox,” commemorating the genius loci 
under the inspiring titleof “The Sticking 
of the Pig. ” 

A Very Free Translation. 

“ 1 Have you come to make peaoe ? ' 

1 Nous verrons pour cola (' That is what we 
have oome lor),’ repliod Krassin at onoe." 

Daily Paper. 
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I have found in Lighting-up Time (Cobden-Sanderson) it is because the publishers have put his picture on the 
that all too rare thing, a theatrical novel of which the paper cover. He looks much too stalwart and sophisti- 
vitality does not expire towards the end of the fourth cated to be toying with such gossamer fantasies. 


chapter. Obviously 
modern stageland, 
personal experience 


Obviously Mr. Ivor Brown knows the life of 


modern stageland, one would say, with the intimacy of Idoubtwhetherthecomplicalionswhichattendthedevalu- 


personal experience. More important still, he commands tion of dead men's property were created for the confusion 
an easy stylo and a flow of genial, not too esoteric, humour of survivors or for the convenience of novelists. In the case 
that combino to keep the reader chuckling and curious to of The Lost Mr. Linthwaite (Hodder and Stoughton), 
tho last page. His title is characteristic, Lighting-up Time Mrs. Byjield had married Mr. Byfield , or at least she thought 
symbolising here that period in the career of an actress she had, and Mr. Byfield had died,* supposedly intestate, 
whqn her possibly waning attractions need the illumination Previously Mrs. Byfield had married Mr. Melsome, or again 
of a'judicious boom. The two main characters are Mary she thought she had, and Mr. Melsome had disappeared and 
Maroon, tho loading lady, and refer Penruddocle, the astute was assumed to be dead, leaving nothing behind him except 
publicity agent who engages to set her upon her financial a brother as vile as himself. The following discoveries 
and artistic pedestal, l’eter, in other words, is Mary’s tide, were made by her in due sequence: That Mr. Melsome was 
taken at the flood in chapter one, and leading her, very not dead and that therefore she was not Mrs. Byfikld but 
divortingly, on to fortune. Both the tour of Stolen or Mrs. Melsome; that Mr. Melsome was already married when 
Strayed and tho company that present it aro admirably he purported to marry her, and that therefore she was not 


true to lifo, while Mr. Brown has ovon been able con¬ 
vincingly to suggest the atmosphere of theatrical Oxford, 
when in duo course I 


his mummers de¬ 
scend upon that 
home of lost co¬ 
medies and impos¬ 
sible revuos. If I 
have a complaint 
against the book it 
is that a tale of 
such pleasant irony 
hardly nooded the 
general pairing-off 
with which the au¬ 
thor rings down his 
curtain; but for this 
Noah’s Ark I should 
have more easily 
believed in a story 
that entertained mo 
throughout. 

Thore are some 
forty - odd bits in 
.1 Bit at a Time 
(Mills and Boon), 
and they embrace 


Mrs. Melsome but Mrs. Byfield-, and that a solicitor's clerk 
was absconding with the bulk of the Byficld estate, which, 

of course, was what 

it_ tmwji ii&c Jfesnris 


Ilf 

flffs 


U!fM 


A fy 


OT® 


lloW MANY THOUSANDS OF POUNDS 1IAVK BEEN OFFERED TO CARPENTIEU AND DEMPSEY ented MelsOme 

O FIGHT, AND NOW HERE IS A KIND OLD LADY OIV1SO TWO BOYS SIXPENCE EACH IF L_.i_„ .. „ . 

hey ’ll promise .vox to. ° roth f™- tho acci- 

-dental intervention 

variety of subjects, ranging from I of Mr. Linthwaite, and the rescue work of bis admirable 


LIFE'S LITTLE ANOMALIES. 

HOW MANY THOUSANDS OF POUNDS HAVE BEEN OFFERED TO CARPENTIEU AND DEMPSEY 
TO FIGHT, AND NOW HERE IS A KIND OLD LADY GIVING TWO BOYS SIXPENCE EACH IF 
THEY’LL PROMISE .vox TO. 


crocuses in Konsington Gardens to corpse-boats on the nephew, Mr. Bichard Brixey,ol The Morning Sentinel. Mr. 
Tigris. They are all, whether sentimental, satirical or Fletcher tells his story well, but up to the very last 
pathetic, fiction of the lightest type. Such literature was moment I was looking and hoping for a surprise and was sUs- 
ominently readable during the War—most of Mr. Dion pecting those legalities of being a deception invented to make 
Clayton Calthrop’s bits havo to do with somebody’s “ bit” the surprise all the greater. A first-class adventure, in my 
—when a touch of conventional pathos and pretended opinion Bpoilt by the sacrifice of originality to technicality, 
cynicism and a generous padding of humour, real or forced, ..... 

provided sufficient relaxation from the strain of anxious ... „ , . ...... , 

i • -i r n . i • .1 “ The gins, to the number of llo, oscapoa in their night attire, and 

hours. But the wisdom of republishing them in book form d ; Kplilvc j gr e’ ilt coolness, "-taws of the World. 
in these sober days of peace is opon to question. When -y er y natural 


in mese bo tier aays oi peace is open to question, vyuen y erv natural 

Mr. Calthrop talks satirically of “ perfect officials ” or of ^ * - 

an earnest young American aviator who writes letters -home “Baron Eveuce Coppee, a Belgian, has been arrested on the obarge 
in a United States dialect that was never heard on land or of furnishing coal to tho enemy during the war.”— Daily Paper .. 
sea outside Bayswater, or of the war-time adventures of With a name like that the copper could hardly miss film. 

one Mr. Mason, skipper, and Mr. Smith, bis mate, be is - 

tolerably amusing. When ho becomes serious, as in “ The “ Sir Robert is now satisfied, I understand, that there is considerable 
Prayer of the Classical Parson ” and “ When the Son Came merit in tho adage 1 all comes to ho who waits.' "—Daily Paper. 
Home,” his limitations become increasingly apparent. Yet Sir Robert seems easily pleased. ' _ 

it is in this vein that he givos us what is by all odds liis -- 

best bit, “The Chevalier of Carnaby Row." When be “ Orchestra (small), or few Instrumentalists^ for sea-handling 
writes of Cupids and fauns and Columbines and rose-leaves Margarine and Butter in up-to-date style. ”— Advt. in Provincial Paper. 
and the sort of ydpng females that find this environment Bat we fear that some of the staff met with,nowadays 
congenial (in books) I like Mr. Cavthrop least. Perhaps would “ beat the band.” - 
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Kieff has been retaken by the Bol¬ 
shevists. It looks as if the Poles will 
iiave to win the place three times in 

•_■ L-# Ij. 1_x 1 _ 


succession before it becomes their own 
property. 


Annoyed by a small boy who was 
sucking sweets and laughing a parson 
recently stopped in the middle of his 
sermon and refused to go on with it. 
We are informed that the boy in ques¬ 
tion has since received several tempting 
offers from other parishes. 


A motorist, summoned the other week, 
admitted to having knocked three poo 
pie down one day and 
two people the next. 

Jf only this progress 
can be steadily main¬ 
tained! ... ... 


" Mars will be only thirty-five million 
miles from the earth.” It has not yet 
been decided what can be done about it, 
but we understand that Lord North- 
cliffe has the matter in hand. 


*- 1 !* 


Scotland Yard is warning people 
against a man who perpetrates fraud 
by means of the telephone. It is to he 
hoped he will soon be captured so that 
the secret of how ho gets through can 
be wrestod from him. 


* * 
* 


“ An expedition in search for gold,” 
says a contemporary, “ will leave Glas¬ 
gow next week." In view of their 
object no surprise is felt that they 
have decided to leave Scotland. 


few who have again adopted the 
Underground Bailway as their training 
quartors. 


v 


The principle of the league of 
Nations has now been accepted by all 
the Great Powers with the exception 
of America and Mr. Bottomley. 

A bargee summoned in Warwickshire 
for saying what he thought of the 
Government was acquitted, but was 
told that if ho repeated the offonco the 
fine would bo five pounds. We under¬ 
stand that lie is saving up for it. 


Traffic in Finsbury 
Park was consider¬ 
ably delayed the other 
dav by a crowd which 
in the main 
streot in order to 
watch two bricklayers 
who had deliberately 
removed their coats. 

A weekly paper 
states that the wind¬ 
ing up of tho Ministry 
of Munitions will not 
bo completed until 
noxt year. After all it 
is just as well not to 
rush things. 



“ Wo must thank Germany for the 
present high cost of living,” says an 
evening paper. Per¬ 
sonally, at tho risk of 
appearing ungrateful, 
wo shall do nothing 
of tho sort. 


* s 

;Jc 


During a recent de¬ 
bate on crime a well- 
known doctor stated 
that, although his 
house was often left 
empty, no attempt 
had ever been made 
upon it. We hoar, 
howovor, that he has 
since been visited by 
tho secretary of the 
Burglars’ Union and 
has agreed to await 
his turn. .. * 


Time: Monday Momimj. 

1 NEVAII DO TO T1IB Cl.l'U OS SATURDAYS Oil SUNDAYS. 


I nsn 


“ Only tho small 
boy knows the joys 
of ice cream," says 
an evening paper. Inside information, 
we presume. „ 


Golfer. ‘‘No, 

A MUCH BETTER LOT THERE ON MONDAYS.” 

The Other (bound Cityward*). “Really. Well, you mu hit keep a special 

LOOK-OUT FOR A COUPLE OF NEW ‘PURPLE DlMl'LF.S ’ 1 LOST AT THE FOURTEEN lit 
YESTERDAY.” 


A New York writer thinks that a man 
with a largo family of girls is fortunate. 
On the contrary, in these days, just as 
he gets the last one married off, the first 
gets a divorce and comes back home. 


# # 


“ The secret of health,” said Professor 
DahsonVal of the French Academy of 
Science, “ is to walk on the toos.” This 
is better than the plan adopted by Tube 
travellers of walking on other people's. 
*. * 


At the Business Exhibition there was 
shown a waistcoat-pocket calculator 
guaranteed to juggle with figures up to 
five thousand pounds. This should 
be just the thing for persons ordering 
dinner at a London restaurant. 


* * 
* 


“In 1924,” says a contemporary, 


Mr. Robert Hyde, a chemist of Pitts¬ 
burg, claims to have obtained sugar 
from sawdust. This is not so very 
romarkable. Several people in this 
country have succeeded in obtaining 
sugar from a grocer. 


“ On July 1st,” says an official notice, 
“all banks in tho United Kingdom 
will be closed.” To avoid disappoint¬ 
ment, holders-up are requested to enter 
the date in their engagement books. 

* ■:< 


Whilst assisting with the repairs to 
his church a clergyman in the Midlands 
i misfc 


has had the misfortune to injuro his 
thumb with a hammer. It still re¬ 
mains a mystery what the clergy say 
on snch occasions. • 

Although this year the majority of 
lady-shoppers are practising in private 
for the summer sales there are still a 


in the Scottish fashion. 


In reply to several 
correspondents we 
have now much plea¬ 
sure in announcing 
that it is not neces¬ 
sary to wear kilts 
whilst taking tho oath 


“Send Twopence for the latest 
Pamphlet on the East : 

CARRYING FREEDOM TO TURKEY. 
Delivery may be Slightly Delayed." 

Muslim Outlook. 

Wc can well believe this. 


There was a young man of tho Peak 
Who had kippors for tea once a week ; 
As he hated tho taste 
It was rather a waste, 

But it gavo him a feeling of chic. 


“It was learned yesterday, on enquiry at 
the oflices of the City of Dublin Steampacket 
Company, that thoru is no truth in tho state 
intuit that the officers and crews of tho com¬ 
pany’s boats had been servod with six months’ 
notice in into a new contract for the carrying 
of the Government .'’—Irish Paper. 

Wo doubted it from the start. 


vol. cLvm. 
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THE ART OF POETRY. 

ni. 

In this lecturo I shall deal with the 
production ot Lyrics, Blank Verse and 
(if I atn allowod) Hymns (Ancient and 
Modern). 

First wo will writo a humorous lyric 
for the Stage, hearing in mind, of course, 
tho peculiar foibles, idiosyncrasies and 
whims of Mr. Alf Bubble, who will sing 
it (wo hope). Mr. Bubble's principal 
sourco of fun is tho personal appearance 
of his follow-citizens. Whonover a new 
character comes on the stage he makos 
some remark about tho character’s 
"face.” Whenovor ho does this tho 
entiro audience rolls about on its seat, 
and cackles and gurglos and wipes its 
eyes, and repeats in a hoarse whispor, 
with variations of its own, tho uproari¬ 
ous phrasing of Mr. Bubblo’s romark. 
If Mr. Bubble says, “ But look at bis 
face!” tho audience, fearful lost its 
neighbours may havo missed the cream 
of the thing, splutters hysterically in 
the intervals of oyc-wiping and cough¬ 
ing and choking and snoozing, “ lie 
said, ‘ What a faco! ’ ” or “ lie said, ‘ Did 
you sec his faco ?' ” or “ Ho said, 1 Is it 
a face ? ’ ” 

All this we havo got to remember 
when wo aro writing a lyric for 
Mr. Bubblo. Why Mr. Bubble of all 
people should find so much mirth in 
othor mon’s faces l^can't say, but there 
it is. If wo write a song embodying 
this great joko wo may bo cortaiu that, 
it will please Mr. Bubblo; so wo will 
do it. 

Somobody, I think, will havo made 
somo slighting remark about the 
Government, and that will givo tho 
cuo for tho first vorse, which will bo 
political. 

Wo will begin: — 

Thompson .... 

I don'tknow Why the people in humor 
ous lyrics are always called Thompson 
(or Brown), but they are. 

Thompson, boing indigent, 

Thought that it was time ho went 
Into England's Parliament, 

To cam his daily broad .... 

That is a joko against Parliament, 
you see—Payment of Members and all 
that; it is good. At tho same time it 
is usual to reserve one’s jokes for tho 
chorus. The composer, you see, re¬ 
serves his tuno for tho chorus, and, if 
the author puts too much into the 
verse, there will be trouble between 
their Unions. 

Now we introduce tho face-motif :— 

Thompson’s features were not neat; 

When he canvassed dahn our street 

Things were said 1 won’t repeat, 

And my old moth-ah said:— 

This verse, you notice, is both in 


metre and rhyme; 1 don’t know how 
that has happened; it ought not to be. 

Now we have the chorus:— 

“Oh, Mr. Thompson, 

It isn’t any good ; 

I shouldn’t like to vote for you, 

So I won’t protend I should; 

I know that you 're the noblest 
Of all tho human raeo ....’’ 

That shows the audience that face 
is coming vory soon, and thoy all got 
roady to burst themsolves. 

“ I haven’t a doubt, if you get in, 

Tlie Golden Age will soon begin— 

But 1 don’t luck— your PACK.” 

At this point soveral of tho audience 
will simply slido oil their soats on to the 
floor and wallow about tlioro, snorting. 

Tho noxt vorso had better be a love- 
verse. 

Thompson wooed a lovely maid 
Every evening in tho shade, 

Meaning, 1 am much afraid, 

To hide his ugly head .... * 

Head is not vory good, I admit, but 
wo must have said in the last lino, and 
ns wo were mad enough to have rhymes 
in tho first vorso wo have got to go on 
with it. 

But when ho proposed one night— 

Did it by electric light 
Maliel, who retained her sight, 

Just looked at him and said:— 

"Now you seo tho idea? 

“Oh. Mr. Thompson, 

Tt isn't any good ; 

I shouldn't like to marry you, 

So 1 won't pretend 1 should; 

I know that you have riches , 

And a liouso in Eaton Plaeo .... 

(TIore all tho ntidionco pulls out its 
handkerchief) 

I haven’t a'doubt that you must bo 
The proporcst possible match for me, 
But I don't j.ikk —your FACE." 

I havo got another vorse to this song, 
hut I will not givo it to you now, as I 
think the Editor is rather bored with 
it. It is fortunate for Mr. Bubble that 
ho doos not have to perform before an 
audience of Editors. 

Having written tho lyric the noxt 
thing to do is to got a composer to com¬ 
pose music for it and then you got it 
puhlishod. This is most difficult, as com¬ 
posers aro people who don't ovor koop 
appointments, and music publishers 
like locking up lyrics in drawers till the 
mice have got at the chorus and tho 
whole thing is out of date. 

By tho time that this song is ready 
Mr. Bubblo may quite possibly havo 
exhausted the face-motif altogether 
and struck a new vein. Then we shall 
have wastod our labour. Iu that case 
^vo will arrange to havo it buried in 
somohody's grave (Mr. Bubble’s for 
choice), and in 2000 a.d. it will be dug 
up by antiquaries and deciphered. Even 
a lyric like this may become an Old 


Manuscript in time. I ought to add that 
I myself have composed the music for 
this lyric, but I really cannot under¬ 
take to explain composing as well as 
poetry. 

The serious lyrio or Queen’s Hall 
Ballad is a much easier affair. But 
1 must first warn the student that 
there are some peculiar customs at¬ 
taching to this trnflic which may at 
first sight appear.discouraging. Whon 
you have written a good lyric and in¬ 
duced someone to compose a tuno for 
it your first thought will he, “1 will 
get Mr. Throstlo to sing this, and he 
will pay mo a small foo or royalty per 
performance;” and this indeed would 
be a good arrangement to make. The 
only objection is that Mr. Throstlo, so 
far from paying any money to the 
student, will expect to ho paid about 
fifty pounds by the student for singing 
his lyric. I do not know the origin of 
this quaint old custom, hut tho student 
had better not borrow any money on 
the security of his first lyric. 

For a serious or Queen’s Hall lyric 
all that is necessary is to think of some 
natural objects like tho sun, the birds, 
tho llowcrs or tho trees, mention them 
briefly in the first vorso and then in tho 
second vorso draw a sort of analogy or 
comparison hotvveen the natural object 
and something to do witli love. The 
verses can bo oxtromely short, sinco in 
this class of music tho composer is 
allowed to spread himself indefinitely 
and can eke out tho tiniest words. 

Hero is a perfect lyric I havo written. 
Tt is called, quite simply, Evening:- ■ 

Sunshine in the forest, 

Blossom on tho treo, 

And nil the bravo birds singing 
For you—and mo. 

Kisses in the sunshine, 

.Laughter in tho dew, 

And all tho bravo world singing 
For me—and you. 

I see now that tho dow has got into 
tho second vorse, so it had better be 
called quite simply The Dawn. 

You notice the artistic parallelism of 
this lyrio; I mean, “The brave birds 
singing” in one verso and “The bravo 
world singing ” in the next. That is a 
tip I got from Hobrow poetry, especially 
the Psalms: “Ono day tolloth another; 
and one night certifieth another,” and so 
on. It is a useful trich to remember, and 
is employed freely by many modern 
writers, the author of “The King’s 
Regulations," for exam^lo, who in 
Regulation 1680 has the fine lino:— 

“ Disembarkations are carried out in a 

similar manner to embarkations.” 

That goes woll to the Chant in C majo.r 
by Mr. P. Humfhbeys. 

But I am wandering. It is becoming 
clear to me now that I shall not have time 
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ELIMINATION. 


Stranger. “Can you tell me where Mb. Tooley lives?” 
Stranger. “Mu. Samuel Tooley?” 

Stranger. “He is, 1 believe, a cabpenteb.” 

Stranger. “His age is sf.venty-eioht.” 


Native. “Thebe’s fifteen families o’ Tooleys." 

Native. "There’s twenty Sam Tooleys.” 

Native. “Ten on em’s carpenters." 

Native. "Ah, that must be me. What can 1 bo fub ee? 


to do Blank Verso or Hymns (Ancient 
and Modern) in this lecture, after all, 
so I will give you a rough outline of 
that special kind of lyric, the Topical 
Song. All that is required for this class 
of work is a good refrain or central idea; 
wbon you have got that, you see how 
many topics you can tack on to it. 
But if you can tack oil Mr. Winston 
Churchill you need not bother about 
the others. 

Our central idoa will he “ Rations,” 
and the song will bo called Heaps and 
Heaps :— 

Now Jimmy Brown 

(always begin like that) 

Now Jimmy Brown 
Ho went to town, 

But all the people said, 

“ Wo 'ro rationed m our jam, you know, 
Likewise our oheeso and bread; 

But we've lots of politicians 
And Ministers galore, 

Wo've got enough of them and. geo 1 
We don’t want any more." 


Chorus. 

We’ve had heaps and heaps and heaps of 
Mr. Smii.lie (Loud cheers); 

We've had heaps and heaps and heaps of 
our M.P. (Significant chuckles); 

At political carouses 
We’ve had heaps of (paper) houses 
But though we wait, no houses do we sue 
(Bitter laughter). 

The khaki-boys were good enough for fighting, 
But now we hear the khaki-coat is barred ; 
Tf they ration us in Mr. Winston Churchill, 
Why, anyone may have my ration-card ! 

(Uproar.) 

All you have to do now is to work in 
somo more topics. I don't think I shall 
do any more now. The truth is, that 
that verse has rather taken it out of me. 

In my next lecture I shall doal with 
Blank Verse and 11 The King's Regula¬ 
tions.” _A. P. H. 

* " Deeside Foukbt Fibe. 

Ground game flew from their nesting plucos 
with shrill cries ."—Daily Paper. 

Odd behaviour for hares and rabbits ? 


Professional Candour. 

“ Young Gentlemen Taught 
BALLROOM DANCING 
(Privately). 

Individual Inbtbuction. No Class.” 

Advert, in South African Paper. 

“ For Sale. —A chance for Art Collectors :— 
Beautiful Knamel on Gold by Kmail do 
Geneve.” —Singapore Free Press. 

We understand that the advertiser has 
also for sale some priceless statuary by 
the eminent sculptor, Plfttro do Paris. 

“ By Ijady M-S-. 

My favourite quotation is: 1 Things are what 
they are, and tlio consequences will bo what 
they will be ; why, then, should we wish to be 
deceived?’— Samuel Butler.” — Daily Sketch. 
It always looks well, when mentioning 
the name of the author of one's favour¬ 
ite quotation, to get it right. There 
seems to be an Analogy here botween 

Lady M-S- and that Pharaoh 

“ who knew not Joseph.” 
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NEW MODES EOR MARS. 

The anti-scarlet fever raging through¬ 
out the country is causing the Govern¬ 
ment the deepest concern, and many 
schemes for modifying tho presont 
khaki uniform of our troops, instead of 
reverting to tho old red and blue for 
ceremonial wear, have, it is well known, 
boen undor consideration by the tailor¬ 
ing experts of Whitehall. Bright and 
brainy as aro most of tho projects, wo 
aro authorised to stato that the follow¬ 
ing memorandum at presont holds tho 
field, being considered to provido tho 
greatest measure of economy and utility, 
nattiness and hygiono. 

>!: * i\i * * 

The flat-topped service cap (to begin 
with the private’s hoad) is to undorgo 
considerable alterations, the crown be¬ 
coming dome-shaped, tho peak disap¬ 
pearing and a brim being added eight 
inches wide and curving deeply down¬ 
wards. This detail will ho carried out 
for summer in chip-straw, for winter 
in crown velours, and completed with 
a ribbon in the regimental colours (to 
take the place of the regimental badge), 
with two streamers in tho rear, like tlioso 
of the Glengarry bonnet, but greater in 
length and width. The chin-strap will 
ho made of white olastic, but not pipe¬ 
clayed, and worn permanently round 
tho chin. 

* * * * bl¬ 

owing to the expense of brass buttons 

and the bother of cleaning thorn the S.D. 
frock will cease to bo worn, a Cardigan 
taking its place both for winter and 
summer use. Tho old shades of grey- 
brown elephant and mole will disap¬ 
pear, but in deference to tho views of 
tho pacifists a palo pink will bo substi¬ 
tuted for tho unpopular red. White 
facings will surround the collar, cuffs 
and bottom edge of this garment, which 
will extend to a depth of eight-and-a- 
half inches above tho knee-cap. If side- 
arms are worn they will bo of a minia- 
turo size and suspended round the neck 
to hang in front by means of a lariat 
decorated with coral beads. Non-com- 
missionod rank will bo indicated by 
bangles round the right wrist. 

* 

Servico trousers and puttees aro both 
clumsy in appoarance and awkward 
to put on, and will bo replaced by a 
variant of the Scottish kilt, navy blue 
in colour and without the sporran or 
pleats. (J nder this will bo worn pink 
socks, supporting the motif of the Car¬ 
digan, and, instead of the ammunition 
boot, tan shoes, fastened by means of a 
single cross strap and button, a mech¬ 
anism which can be taken down and 
reassembled with remarkable ease. 




Policeman. “ You pay you saw tiik man. What bout of a man was ’k?” 

Lady (giving the information). “On, a ci.kan-kiiavko w.okk—same as my 'usuand 


A small haversack will bo carried by 
a cord attachment in the right hand, 
and will contain tho following items of 
small kit:— 

One housewifo. 

One hold-all. [This will bo filled with 
tho usual toilet requisites, including a 
toothbrush, to be employed for tho first 
time, in view of tho abolition of brass 
buttons, for tho purpose of brushing 
the teeth.] 

One front hair glass. 

One back ditto. • 

Six safety-pins. 

One tin shoe-cream, 

Ono tin face-cream. 


It will ho compulsory to shave tho 
upper lip, but, in order to minimise ox- 
penso at the barber’s shop, tho hair 
will bo worn not loss than tea inchos 
in length and brushed with a downward 
and backward movement of tho right 
hand away from the crown, so us to 
leave tho forehead clear and conceal 
tho ears. 

White cotton glovos will bo worn, 
oiio on each hand. V. 


Our Erudite Contemporaries. 

“Slightly to vary tho old Groek provorb, wo 
must bowaro of the Bishops when they pay us 
compliments ! ”—John Dull. 
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THE ELFIN TUBE. 

I know a solemn secret to keep between ourselves— 

1 heard it from a sparrow who heard it from the elves— 

That always after 2 a.m., before the first cock-crow. 

The elfin people fill the Tubes just full to overflow. 

The grown-ups do not know it; they put the trains to bed 

And never guess that magic will drive them in their 
stead; 

All day the goblin drivers were biding in the dark 

(Tf mortals catch a fairy’s eye they take it for a spark). 

Elves patter down the subways; they crowd the moving 
stairs; 

From purses full of tiddly-winks they pay the clerk their 
fares; 

A Brownie checks the tickets and says the proper things: 

“ Come pass along tho car there! ” “ Now, ladies, mind 
your wings! ” 

They ’re never dull liko mortals who read and dream and 
doze; 

The fairies swing head downwards, strap - hanging by_ 
their toes; 

When l’uck is the conductor ho also acts as host 

And sets them playing Leapfrog or Coach or General 
Post.. 

I'd love to travel with them! The sparrow says he 
thinks 

I’d get from here to Golder’s Green for three red tiddly¬ 
winks ; 

Two yollowB pay to Euston, four whites to Waterloo; 

Perhaps I’ll go some moonlight night; the question 
is—will you ? 


AUTHORSHIP FOR ALL. 

[Being specimens of the work of Mr. Bunch's uowly-estutiliijhccl 
Literary Ghost Bureau, which supplies appropriate Press contributions 
on any subject and over any signature.] 

II.— The Middle-Class Mother. 

By Lady Vi Fitzermine, Leader of Society's Revels. 

Are we growing dull? That is a question which in 
those pip-inducing timos of peaco one is frequently con¬ 
strained to ask ; and in the view of many, I fear, there can 
he but one answor. 

During tho late lamented War it was almost impossible 
for any rightly constituted woman to oxperienco the pangs 
of boredom. Whon one wasn’t making things vibrato in the 
hospitals of France and Flanders there was always abund¬ 
ance of excitement on the Home Front—flag-days, tableaux, 
theatricals, dances and other junketings in aid of this or 
that charity. And when tho supply of charities threatened 
to run dry it was always a simple 1 matter to invent new 
ones. All you had to do was to organise a drawing-room 
meeting, put tho names of the Allied nations in one hat 
and of the more or less recognised necessaries of life in 
another and draw out one paper from each receptacle. 
You there and then registered a new charity out of the 
result and advertised some thrillingly expensive form of 
entertainment in support of tho Society for the Supply of 
Chewing-gum to the Czecho- Slovakians, or any other equally 
pathetic cause. 

In those days a charity began at an At Home and usually 
] ended at tho Coliseum or the Albert Hall—or (in a few 
I unfortunate oases) in the Bankruptcy Co'urt. Nowadays, 

I however, people are deplorably sceptical on the subject of 
new appeals to the pocket, and many folk find time hanging 
hoavy on their hands in consequence. It is for us who are 


of what I may call the organising class to break down the 
walls of this growing prejudice, which, if not checked in 
time, threatens to add seriously to the general volume of 
unrest. Hence it is necessary to scrap a good many of our 
old ideas and to realise that for all essential purposes the 
exotic form of charity is played out.To-day a Society 
woman who wishes to maintain her position as arbiter 
elegantianm must tap other sources of inspiration and 
supply. 

It is iu these circumstances that I confidently fall hack 
upon the Middle-Class Mother. After all, who was always 
the chief financial support of my wartime enterprises? 
The Middle-Class Mother. It was to her heart that the cry 
of the Croat, the moan of the Montenegrin, theululation of 
the Yugo-Slav made its most effective entry. It was she 
who lavished her husband’s pay or profits on tho entrancing 
vision of the Countess of Bustover as Britannia or of Lady 
Aaronson as England’s Girlhood. So 1 have determined 
that she shall now have a show to herself, and we shall 
see whether she will subscribe to her own charity as whole¬ 
heartedly as she did to those of our sufforing Allies. 

Without a doubt the Middle-Class Mother is a very 
desorving institution and has done extremely good work in 
the past, which I regret that tho space at my disposal docs 
not permit me to particularise. I must perforce content my¬ 
self with announcing that on her behalf a grand Zoological 
Fancy Dress Ball will he held next mouth at Vulhalla, which 
will he converted for the occasion into a realistic repre¬ 
sentation of a Bear Garden. I myself am appearing as 
Queen of the Polar Bears, and by way of augmenting the 
takings I propose to sell hugs at a guinea per head. The 
whole of tho proceeds, after the expenses havo been deducted, 
will go to tho Middle-Class Mothers’ Mutual Criticism 
Society, an animated body of which I have the privilege 
to be founder and lion, president. 


MAIDEN’S BOWER ROCKS, SCILLY. 

It was an earl’s daughter, sho lived in a tower 
(Ding-dong, diug-a-dong-dey), 

And she was as fair as tho loveliost flower 
' That nods in the girdle of May. 

The floor of her bower was strown with green rushes; 

Full many knights’ banners hung waving above; 

And round her young minstrels stood singing like thrushes 
Brave ballads of lovers and love, 

Dove- 

Wooings and cooings of love. 

But over their harping and over their singing, 

Whon twilight came mantled in lilac and grey, 

Would sound the sweet clangour of chapel-bells ringing 
“Ding-dong, diug-a-dong-dey,’’ 

From over the hills and away. 

It was an earl’s daughter, she lived in a tower 
(Ding-dong, ding-a-dongdey), 

But the salt sea arose in a terrible hour 
And smothered her singing in spray. 

It changed her to rock, and she lies in her chamber, 

Her faithful stone minstrels all crouched by her side; 
Above her, weed.banners of crimson and amber 
Wave slow in the sweep of the tide, 

Glide 

Hither and yon on the tide. 

Yet down through the fathoms of twilit green water 
Where eerie lights glimmer and strange shadows sway, 
The steamer bells ring to the earl’s little daughter, 

“ Ding-dong, ding-a-dong-dey," 

Eing out and sail on and away. Patlander. 
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Itinerant Photographer (to couple who are in the mulale of a quarrel). “ imik v aiih, Sir ! Iiik latest 
m YEB 'EADS ON ONE CARD ENCLOSED IN A *EAKT. VERY PRETTY. ’ AlK-A-CHOWN ONLY.” 


IN Kill-CLASS SNAPSHOTS 


GETTING FIXED. 

“ Now mind, my boy, what you ’vo 
got to do is to tell all your friends you 
are out looking for a job, and they ’ll 
givo you introductions. Nothing like 
’em; a friend at court, you know, and 
all that." This was from ono of the 
friends to whom I had applied for a post. 
The advice was all lie had to offer mo. 

I acted on it, and found my friends 
only too ready to give tho required 
introductions. With alacrity thoy min¬ 
uted me on from one to another till 1 
felt as if “ passed to you, plcaso ” had 
been scrawled all over mo. But I 
perseverod, and oventually wooded out 
from my list of introductions half-a- 
dozon that wore addrossed to solid men, 
high up in the City, who might he 
counted on not to miss tho chauco of a 
good thing. That is how in the early 
days of the Foace I was disposed to re¬ 
gard a demobilized young officer who 
had worn red tabs. 

The first name on my selected list 
was John Pountney, of tho firm of 
Laurence, Pountney & Co. My wife’s 
uncle had been at school with John 
Pountney’s brothor, who unfortunately 
had no connection with the firm. But 
no matter; I filled up a form in tho 
outer office—** Nature of Business, per¬ 
sonal ’’—and sent it in with my note of 


introduction attached. John Pountney 
saw me. Ho did all tho talking in 
quite an affable manner, told me of his 
son’s experiences in tho War, doplorcd 
the high price of potrol and his wifo’s 
difficulties in obtaining servants, and 
then: “Well, let’s get to husinoss. 
So you would liko good employment in 
tho City? What can you do ? ” 

I began: “ Well, Sir, when I was 

on tho Staff-” Ho interrupted: 

“ Now, don’t go on to say that you can 
organise; ” and he shook a finger at me 
playfully and was off once moro with 
an anecdoto about an officer in his son’s 
regiment. 

Eventually I found myself boing 
bowed out in a rather dazed condition. 
Only one thing emerged at all clearly 
out of the whole interview ; and I took 
from my pocket a sheet of paper, on 
which I had jotted down my most 
telling qualifications, and with a stub 
of blue poncil regretfully hut firmly 
biffed out itom No 1, Organising 
Ability. 

I next approached tho firm of Wal- 
brook Bros., armed with a lotter from 
a man who had once belonged to tho 
same golf-club as the senior Walbrook 
brother. 

“ I can’t read your friend’s name,” 
said this magnato, “hut whoever he 
is lie seems to think that you are the 


sort of man who might he useful in 
my business. What can you do?” 
and ho leanod hack patiently in his 
chair, fingor-tips to finger-tips, hut 
with all tho appearance of ono ready to 
pounce at my first weak statement. 

“For tho best part of four years,” 1 
began, “ I have been living in France, 
and— ” 

He pounced. “Ah, French ! 1 thought 
so. Now if you had said Spanish, or 
oven Kussinn ...” 

lie frowned as the thought crossed 
his mind that I might yot say either of 
them. But I didn’t, and he was free to 
expatiato on tho alleged advantages of 
Spanish and a sound commercial educa¬ 
tion. The end was that I found myself 
onco more in the streot, this timo 
erasing the word “Languages” from 
my dwindling list. 

And so it went on. Mr. Hall, of tho 
firm of Copt and Basing Hall, begged 
me not to speak of any capacity I might 
possess for controlling mon. (Item 
No. 3: Disciplinary Power and Habit of 
Command.) He himself was able to do 
all the controlling that his stall' would 
be likely to require. Mr. Throgmorton, 
managing director of the firm of Capel 
Sons and Threadneedle, Ltd., hoped at 
the outset that I would not speak of my 
mathematical proficiency. Many men 
were inclined to make a fetish of math- 
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ematics. He fearerl I might be one of 
thorn from the fact that I had begun to 
speak of (item No. 4) the tabulation and 
co-ordination of statistics. 

After a week of this sort of thing I 
had acquired nothing but experience, 
and my experience now gave me an 
idea. 1 drew up a now list of important 
lirms to which I had received no intro¬ 
ductions at all, and selected one which 
I knew was presided over by a man of 
almost world-wide fame. Taking my 
courage and nothing olse in my hands, 
I entered the inquiry-office. 

“ Slip, please,” I said briskly to the 
youth behind the counter, and he 
handed me the customary form. Dis¬ 
regarding the spaces to be filled in, I 
scribbled diagonally across the paper 
the name of the groat man, and wrote 
underneath: " Have called in passing, 
and cannot stay many minutes.” 

This 1 signed and handed to a mes¬ 
senger, remarking in a hurried and 
ojEf-Eand manner, “Say that, if he's 
engaged, I’d rather come another day, 
as I don’t want to miss the 12.5 to 
Hatfield.” 


1 had no dosire to catch it either; 
but Hatfield is where tho great man 
lives. This was my ingenious method 
of getting through the outer defences, 
and it worked. The youth behind the 
counter supposed I must bo a personal 
friend (did I mention that I have an 
“ air ” and a power of controlling ? . . . 
Ah, yos, item No. 3), and sped the 
messenger on his way. Not only so, 
but my message must have deceived 
the great one himself, for I was ad¬ 
mitted to tho Presenco immediately. 

He stood bofore mo, holding my slip 
in his hand, with a puzzled frown on 
his face. The frown doopened as ho 
failed to recognise mo. 

“ You need have no fear,” I said; “ I 
have no letter of introduction.” And I 
smilod pleasantly at him. 

His look of apprehension vanished, 
and I continued, unfolding my blue- 
pencilled list of accomplishments:— 
“ listen: I am no organiser; my 
knowledge of Frenoh may be dismissed 
as negligible (this from the man with 
whom Jeanne Vincent had deigned to 
converse in her own tongue 1); I pro¬ 


fess no power of controlling my fellow- 
men ; my mathematical ability isn’t 
worth a rap, and, as to statistics, I 
neither tabulate nor co-ordinate them 
with any degree of readiness.” There¬ 
upon I bowed, with hands extended, as 
who should say, “ You behold me; 
that's tho sort of man 1 am.” 

IIo smiled faintly. “Excuse me, 
but what can you do? ” 

“ That,” said I, “ is for you to dis¬ 
cover. If, when I shall have worked in 
your office for say three months "—bo 
started—“ you are unablo to find any 
use for me, then you are not tho kind 
of man I take you for.” And I drew 
myself up, striking what I hoped was u 
dignified attitude. 

IIo stared at me for some seconds. 

“ You have references? ” ho asked. 

“ Of course,” I answered, “ but I 
know enough not to produco them till 
they are called for." 

Then he pressed a bell. “ I am 
going,” he said, “ to introduce you to 
my manager. You have certain qualifi¬ 
cations which I think may be useful 
to us.” 
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THE ESSENTIALS 01*’ GOLF. 

“ Do you know anything about 
golf?” I asked Pottlebury by way of 
making conversation with a compara¬ 
tive stranger, and immediately after¬ 
wards knew I had made a mistake. I 
should have inquired, ■* Do you golf?” 
or “ Are you a golfer ? ” and no evasion 
would have been possible. 

“1 should think I do,” ho replied. 
“ I suppose there's hardly a course 
botwoen here and Strathpeffer that I 
havon’t viuitod. English and Scottish, 
I know thorn all.” 

“And which is your favourito course ? ” 

“ That is a difficult question,” he re¬ 
marked judicially. "Only last night 
I was arguing about the comparative 
merits of Westward Ho! and St. An¬ 
drews. Both are easily accessible from 
the railway, but if you talce your car 
the latter is to be preferred. You get 
your lifo bumped out of you on thoso 
North Devon roads.” 

“I wasn't thinking of the travelling 
facilities,” I obsorved coldly. 

“ No, of course. It's what you find 
at the other end that counts. Well then. 


travelling aside, there is much to be said 
for Sandwich. The mombers’ quartors 
aro comfortable—very comfortablo.” 

I must have mado a disparaging ges¬ 
ture, for ho immediately continued:— 
“ But, if it's only lunch you want, I 
advise thoso Lancashire clubs round 
Southport. They know how to lunch 
in thoso parts—Tweed salmon, Welsh 
mutton and Whitstublo oysters.” 

“ No doubt your judgment is correct,” 

I replied, “ but I-” 

“Aud at one of thorn they keep a 
real French chef who knows his busi¬ 
ness. I wouldn’t wish for a better 
cuisine anywhere.” 

*' There are other things,” I remarked 
loftily, “ bosides thoso you mention.” 

"Exactly; that’s why I like to soo a 
good bridge-room attached and enough 
tables to accommodate all comors. They 
have that at Spotworth. You can often 
get a game of poker as woll.” 

" But don’t you see,” I exclaimed, 
“ that all those things are moro acces¬ 
saries and circumstances ? ” 

"That is true,” he murmured; "they 
aro but frames as it wero of the human 
interest. After all there's nothing to 


equal a crowd of jolly good follows in 
tho smoking-room. I ’vo had somo ex¬ 
cellent timesdown at Bainbury—stayed 
yarning away to all hours. Some of 
tho best fellows 1 over met belonged to 
that club.” 

" You don’t talk at all like a golfer,” 
said I. 

Pottlobury laughed. “ I was for- 
gotting. If it's whisky you want you 
can't beat Dornoch and Islay. We 'vo 
nothing in England to touch them. 
Why, I 'vo met some of the keenest 
golfers of the day at Islay—nothing 
loss than a bottle a day apieco.” 

" Sir,” said I severoly, “ it is clear 
that you have never struggled like grim 
death with an opponent who was throe 
up at the turn until you wore all squaro 
at thesevonteenth, and then found your¬ 
self after a straight drive with an easy 
baffy shot to-” 

“ One moment,” said Pottlebury ; 
“ what exactly is a baffy ? ” 

Asking For It. 

“ -—'s have dozens of other cars available; 
£G5 to £1,700; call and insult us.” 

Motoring Paper. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Monday, June 14th .—As an Ulster 
Member, Mr. Lindsay protested against 
the availability of return-tickets be¬ 
tween Ireland and England having been 
reduced from six months to two. Sir 
EbicGeddes explained that the chango 
had been made to stop the illicit traffic 
ip return-halves, though he hastoned to 
disclaim any suggestion that Members 
of Parliament woro concerned in it. 
The grievance is probably not of large 
dimensions. It is difficult to under¬ 
stand why anyone leaving Ireland in 
these days should want to go back 
there. 

The Put he Minister did not seorn to 
favour the suggestion, pressed upon him 
from many quarters, that tho Govern¬ 
ment should cause an estimate to be 
made of the national income, and then 
limit public expenditure to a dofinito 
proportion of that amount. A private 
person may cut his coat according to 
his cloth, but tho Government, he 
argued, is unfortunately obligod by cir¬ 
cumstances to reverse tho process. 
Even so tho taxpayer may bo forgiven 
for thinking that the State costume 
still bears some superfluous trimmings. 

When economy is proposod, however, 
it is not always popular. Sir John 
Butcher, in protesting against tho 
Government’s proposal to sell the 
Brussels, tho late Captain Fbyatt’s 
ship, was expressing a wido-spread 
feeling. But Colonel Leslie Wilson 
disarmed criticism by pointing out that 
if all British vcssols with heroic asso¬ 
ciations woro to bo kopt as oxhibition- 
ships a large proportion of the British 
mercantile marine would be laid idle. 

A few years ago tho General Manager 
of one of tho English railways—tho 
late Sir GjsouciE Findlay, 1 think—de¬ 
clared that ho could look after tho whole 
of the Irish railways and havo threo 
days a week left for fishing. Nowadays, 
I suppose, tho Irish lines are not laid 
in such pleasant places. At any rato 
the best part of two days has boon 
occupied in deciding whether in the 
now scheme for tho government of 
Ireland they should be administered 
by tho Central Council or the two Par¬ 
liaments, and under tho compromise 
eventually reached they will be more 
or loss subjoct to all three authorities. 

The debate was chiefly remarkablo 
for the evidence it provided that the 
Ulstormen are developing into tho 
strongest of Home Bulors—almost Sinn 
Feiners, according to one of their critics 
—where their own province is con¬ 
cerned. 

Tuesday, June 15th. —Mr. Churchill 
had again to withstand attacks upon his 
Army uniform proposals, this timo on 


the ground that the reversion to scarlet 
and pipeclay would entail extra lahour 
and exponso upon tho private soldier. 
Ilia confidence that Mr. Atkins would 
not grudge the short time spent on 
cloaning his full dress, so closely bound 



“ Allot; T TWI STY MINl'TKS, ASIJ I bl'KAK 
itiom Kxriaur.NCK. "— Mr . Jiirnsu . 


up with regimental traditions, was 
endorsed by Mr. Billing, who said, 
"Tho time occupied is about twenty 
minutes, and I speak from experience." 

A statement that the issue of bag¬ 
pipes to cortain Irish regiments was 



MB. ASQUITH IS DEEPLY STIBBED. 


under consideration brought protests 
from Scottish Members, who evidently 
thought that their own national warriors 
should have a monopoly of this form 
of frightfulness. But Mr. Churchill 


pointed out that the Irish Guards wore 
already provided with bagpipes, and 
Lt.-Commander Kenwortiiy horrified 
the Scots by declaring that the pipes 
woro not an indigenous product of their 
country, but had boon imported from 
Ireland many centuries ago. 

Further progress was made with the 
Government of Ireland Bill. A pro¬ 
posal to strengthen tho representation 
of the minority in tho Southern Parlia¬ 
ment was sympathetically received by 
Mr. Long, who thought, however, that 
the Government had a better method. 
As that consists in a proposal to exact 
the oath of allegianco from overy candi¬ 
date for election and to give tho King 
in Council power to dissolve any Parlia¬ 
ment in which more than half tho 
members havo not taken tho oath, it is 
sufficiently drastic. Having regard to 
tho present disposition of the Sinn 
Feiners there seems to ho mighty little 
prospect of a Parliament in Dublin 
before the date known in Ireland as 
“Tib’s Eve.” 

Wednesday, June Kith. — In both 
Houses Addresses were moved praying 
His Majesty to appoint two additional 
Judges of tho King's Bench Division. 
Tho motions met with some opposi¬ 
tion, principally on tho score of 
economy, and it was .suggested that 
no additions to tho Bench would bo 
required if tho existing Judgos resumed 
tho old practice of sitting on Saturdays. 
This drew from tho Loan Chancellor 
the interesting information that tho 
Judges devoted their Saturdays to 
reading “ tiie very lengthy papers that 
were contained in their weekly dossier." 
H is no doubt the great length of 
these documents that accounts for the 
peculiar shape-of tho bag that Mr. 

Justice-'s attendant was carrying 

when I met him at Sandwich a few 
Saturdays ago. 

Lord Birkenhead soothed tho econo¬ 
mists by pointing out that the now 
Judges would probably more than earn 
their salaries of live thousand pounds 
a.year. In accordance with ilia pre¬ 
vailing tendency court-fees are to he 
raised, and at Temple Bar ns in Savile 
llow our suits will cost us more. 

Until Colonel Leslie Wilson moved 
the Second Bonding of tho Nauru Island 
Agreement Bill 1 don’t supposo a do/.on 
Members of the House of Commons had 
ovor hoard of this tiny excrescence in 
the Western Pacific with its wonderful 
phosphate doposits. Captured from 
the Germans during the War, it is now 
tho charge of the British Empire, and 
the objoct of tho Bill was to confirm 
an arrangoment by which the deposits 
should be primarily reserved for the 
agriculturists of Australasia, New Zea¬ 
land and the United Kingdom. It pro- 
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duced a debate of extraordinary ferocity. 
Young Tories like Mr. Obmsby-Gore 
vied with old Liborals like Mr. Asquith 
(on whom the phosphates, plus the 
Louth election, had*a wonderfully 
tonic effect) in denouncing the iniquity 
of an arrangement by which (as they 
said) the principles of the League of 
Nations were being thrown over, and 
this country was revealed as a greedy 
monopolist. Thus assailed both by 
friend and foe Mr. Bonar Law required 
all his cool suavity to bring the House 
back to a sense of proportion, and to 
convince it that in securing a supply 
of manure for British farmers the Gov¬ 
ernment were not committing a crime 
against the oomity of nations. 

Answering questions for the Irish 
Government in these days is rather a 
melancholy business, but the Attorney- 
Genebal for Ireland resembles Dr. 
Johnson’s friend, in that" cheerfulness 
will keep breakingin.” Thus he exousod 
the Government’s non-interference with 
the Sinn Fein "courts,” whose writ 
now runs over half Ireland, on the 
ground that for all he knew they might 
be voluntary oourts of arbitration; and 
when Mlljbr O'Neill expressed the 


hope that ho would at least take Bteps 
to protect the British public from tho 
criminals “ transported ” by sentence 
of these mysterious tribunals he blithely 
disclaimed responsibility, and said he 
was quite content that they should be 
out of Ireland. 

Considering the counter-attraction of 
the Ascot Gold Cup, Mr. Balfour had 
a surprisingly numerous audience for 
his discourse on the League of Nations. 
His enumeration and analysis of the 
■League's various enemies were in his 
happiest vein of philosophical humour. 
His conclusion was that the League 
had much less to-fear from its avowed 
foes than from its fanatioal friends, who 
were already attempting to put upon it 
tasks for which it was unfitted, and 
even to supply it with an International 
Police Force. Its proper weapons were 
not armies and aircraft, but Delay and 
Publicity. 

This formula, so reminiscent of Wait 
and See, did not prevent Mr. Asquith 
from hinting in the politest manner 
thht the League was not likely to pre¬ 
vent the wars of the future unless it 
made some effort to stop~those now in 
progress. 


RAW SOUL STUFF. 

I don’t think I have ever read a 
short story about a film,, so I have 
made one up myself. 

* *■:■** 

Viviana Smith was born in Battersea. 
At twelve years old she ran about the 
streets with holes in her stockings and 
played a complicated game with chalk 
squares and a stone. She had the 
accent of London streets, which is tho 
only accent that can pierce through the 
noise of London traffic. But she had 
hair the colour of marsh-marigolds, a 
Vorticist mouth and patent enlargeable 
eyes. In the street she made eyes at 
errand-boys, and at school she made 
eyes so large that there was no room 
to dot them. 

At the age of seventeen she went in 
for the Purple Pomegranate film com¬ 
petition, and was selected from five 
hundred thousand candidates to bo a 
motion-picture star. She starred some. 
At the beginning she played in roman- 
tio eomedy films with woodland scenery 
and rustio bridges and pools where Bhe 
tickled for trout. -She tickled so well 
that one eould almost hear the trout 
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laugh. Later shq played in “ orook " 
melodrama, wheresomebody was always 
peeping through the door when the 
secret patent was being taken out of the 
office safe, and where men always kept 
arriving in motor-cars and going up 
flights of stops with their faces turned 
to .the audience and going down flights 
of steps with their faces turned to the 
audienoe and getting into motor-cars 
again. They never missed a step. There 
is something about this feat which 
holds a cinema audience spellbound. 

Later she rode on untamed mustangs 
and fell over cliffs gagged and bound, 
and sometimes she was even promoted 
to slide or twirl into a bakehouse and 
tumble with a talented cast of actors 
and actresses into a large trough of 
dough. When they had wiped the 
dough off they all came back into the 
bakehouse one aftor another and tum¬ 
bled into the dough-trough again. Re¬ 
petition is the soul of wit. 

One day Viviana met Ignatius Vava¬ 
sour, tho poet, For two years he had 
worshipped her afar on tho screen. He 
had seen her in so many reels that 
she made him giddy. Ho had seen hor 
in Youth’s Yodelling Mag-tide Hour, 
length five reels, and in Hate's Hideous 
Hand of Crime, length six reels, and 
in Gertie Flips the Flap-jack over, 
length seven reels and a half. lie had 
never heard her speak, but he had seen 
her beautiful lips ripple into a thousand 
artless expressions of grief and joy. JIo 
did not know whothcr ho loved her 
most when she was tripping through 
a silvan glade, with meadow-sweet in 
hor hand, or when sho was gliding 
gracefully over Niagara Falls in a tar- 
barrel; when sho was cracking tho 
door of a strong room with a jemmy 
or when she was getting tho dough out 
of hor hair with a rake. But as soon 
as he bad seen her out of the pictures 
he knew that he loved her best as she 
was. He knew that he could not live 
without her. He told her so. 

“ But, Mr. Vavasour,” sho protested. 

11 Call me Iggie,” he cried. 

“ But you have only known me such 
a short time,” she said. “ You have 
seen me, you say, a hundred times on 
the films, and I daresay you admired me 
immensely, but toll me this, Iggie, Is 
it my real character that you love ? ” 

“ No, no 1 A thousand times no! ” 
he exclaimed. 

“Then I cannot marry you," she 
answered coldly, turning away. 

Crushed with disappointment Igna- 
tiuB staggered from the room. He had 
no thought for poetry now, but wan¬ 
dered feverishly about the streets, 
searching for some mad exoitement to 
stifle his despair. He played billiards 
and vingt-et-un. He took to drugs and 



1 AfM 

M- 

fill 

bill' 



to drink. Ho even had thoughts of 
standing for Parliament. But he soon 
found that tho sorroty gnawing at his 
heart was one that politics could never 
assuage nor alcohol drown, not at least 
at the present price of green Char¬ 
treuse. 

One day as lie slouched miserably 
along the pavement ho saw the adver¬ 
tisement of a lecture outside tho door 
of an institute. “ The Ideal in Philo¬ 
sophy and Art,” said the placard ; and, 
scarcely knowing what he did, Ignatius 
went in. But the lecturer had hardy 
begun to expound his theme, which ho 
did in the following forciblo words: “ Tho 
categorical subjectivity of all intuitive 
apperceptions of the ideal"—-when a 
wild light flashed in tho poet's eyes 
and he started from his Boat and rushed 
madly from the room. Tho lecturer 
wondered mildly what had happened, 
but blinked and went on. What had 
happened was that Ignatius Vavasour 
was pounding like a prize American 
trotter to the nearest telephone box. 


“ Viviana," ho cried an hour later, 
when ho had got through, “you ro- 
mombor what you said the day wo 
met ‘l Is it your real character that I 
lovo ? And I said ‘ No.’ ” 

“ Yes, rggio,” sho said with a catch 
in her voice. 

“ Did you mean Rabbits, Eggs, Eggs, 
Lloyd, or Rabbits, Eggs, Albatross, 
Lloyd?" 

“ Albatross,” sho moaned. 

“ Well, it is. I mean, I do,” ho cried. 
'• Viviana, will you marry mo? ” 

“ Suro, Iggie," sho answered softly. 
“ Good-bye.” 

♦ v ” -k s'.t 

And now that I have written this 
story I am going to get it filmed. 

Eyoe. 

“Could wo gather grapes from thorns or 
pigs from thistles ? '"—Report of Lecture ilc- 
livered by the Astronomer-Royal of Scotland. 

As far as English thistles are con¬ 
cerned (we cannot spoak for.. Scotland) 
the answer is in the negative. 
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IMPORTUNITY. 

When tho dub secretary first wrote 
and told mo that it was proposed to 
acquire two pictures (one Naval and one 
Military), which were to hang in the 
club as worthy reminders of tho Great 
War to future generations—when ho 
wrote and told mo this, and suggostod 
(apparently as an afterthought) that a 
choquo from me would further the pro¬ 
ject, I was content to keep the matter 
in view. 

Whon ho wroto, somo months lator, 
and told it me all over again, accom¬ 
panying tho aftorthought on this occa¬ 
sion with a printed subscription form, 
1 took tho troublo to reply, lotting him 
know that I was keeping tho matter 
in view. 

Whon ho wrote a third time, afford¬ 
ing mo a glimpse of tho guileless faith 
ho had in mo, I felt genuinely sorry for 
tho poor cluip. 

lie said there were many possiblo 
reasons to account for tho non-arrival 
of my cheque. I might, for example, 
he abroad, somovvhoie out of reach of 
postal facilities, or perhaps tho chequo 
had been lost in tho post. Of one thing 
only ho was sure—there had been no 
parsimonious intent on my part. 

I was alilo in somo sort to reliovo 
his mind of anxiety by mentioning that 
I was still a residont at the address in 
Cheshiro under which I last wrote to 
him. 1 even assured him that, so long 
as iny tailor did not forsako his prosent 
attitude of friondly remonstrance, it 
was improbable that I should proceed 
abroad. Nor had I as yet any reason 
to suspect that great public institution, 
tho post. Tho fact was that 1 still had 
tho matter in view. 

As regards tho pictures, I said that I 
had a friend who was in lovo with tho 
daughter of an A.lt.A., and who, in 
telling mo about a financial controversy 
bolweon himsolf and his prospective 
father-in-law, had lot slip tho informa¬ 
tion that a slump in artists' prices was 
imminent. In view of this I suggested 
that tho agroemont with tho artists 
commissioned by the club should for 
the present bo a verbal.ono and clastic 
in its wording. 

In tho last part of my letfor I re¬ 
viewed the history of my own connec¬ 
tion with the club, covering a period of 
five years. I recalled tho epoch-mak¬ 
ing day when 1 received my first letter 
from Mr. Secretary—a lottor acquaint¬ 
ing me of the fact that I was a full¬ 
blown member—all but, at least. What 
was thirty guineas? And each year 
since then, I reminded him, I had dis¬ 
bursed a further ten guineas without a 
murmur. 

On the other side of the account I 


showed in tabulated form all the change 
the club had given.back:— 


u. 

Uso of soap, 1910.OJ 

Laundering of towel, ditto . . 3 

Uso of soap, 1919.1 

Tjaundering of towol, ditto . . 3 

Fifty per cent, excess for ditto . 1J 
Stolon : Throo matches, one 
tooth-pick.0$ 

Total.91 


I pleaded a moral right to dispose of 
the balance. J suggested that soventy- 
tlireo pounds nine shillings and two¬ 
pence three - farthings (waiving tho 
question of interest) might he sullicient 
to buy a third War picture, tho interior 
of a Government office during the toa- 
hour.or something of that sort. 1 begged 
that ho would lay tho matter before tho 
Commilteo. 

I am not very bopoful about my 
lotter. Probably lie has spent that 
seventy-three pounds odd already on 
stationery and postage-stamps. 

I think that, if it finds its way into 
print, I may send him half the procoeds 
of this article. No harm in keeping 
tho matter in viow, at all events. 


MUSICAL NOTES. 

(Hy our Modernist Critic). 

A cehtain amount of dissatisfaction 
lias boon expressed with the Negro 
Rhapsody hy Mr. John l’owmi,, per¬ 
formed hy tho Now York Symphony 
Orchestra at their concert last week. 
According to the analytical programme 
tho composer has sought inter alia to 
depict “ the degenerative frenzy of a 
Voodoo orgy” and "tho physical im¬ 
pulses of tho adult human animal," cul¬ 
minating in “ a flood of primal sensual¬ 
ism.” Yot, if tho Press is to he beliovod, 
tho performance fell lamentably short in 
tho opiloptic quality so finely displayed 
hy many of tho coloured Jazz-hand 
players now in London. None of tiie 
audience had to bo removed ; The Morn¬ 
ing Post only speaks of tho “ becoming 
picturesquouess of design ” of tho Rhap¬ 
sody; whilo The Times' critic did not 
care much for it because it took too' 
long to got to business, and adds that 
ho was not very sure what its business 
oxactly was. This, in viow of tho ex¬ 
tremely oxplicit statement of the com¬ 
poser’s aim givon in tho programme, 
seems to us most unjust. 

Here is a gifted composor with high 
and serious aims—for what could be 
more instructive or spiritual than a 
musical rondoring of “ tho degenerative 
frenzy of a Voodoo orgy”?—-and the 
musical critics either ovade the issue 
By talking vaguoly of picturesqueness 
or deny that he means business. Verily 
the lot of tho composer is hard. Quite 
recently I heard of a native British 


symphonist who had composed a re¬ 
markable orchestral' Fantasy doaling 
with tho psychology of members of the 
N.U.R. engaged in the railway trans¬ 
port of fish and milk. I havo not heard 
the music, because unfortunately it has 
not yet been performed, but I have 
road the programme, and nothing more 
stimulating can be imagined than the 
(iual section, in which a terrific can- 
nonado of milk-cans is combined with 
a marvellous oxplosion of objurgation 
from the fish-porters on strike. Yet 
if it wore to be performed The Morning 
Post would probably dismiss it with 
a fow polysyllabic platitudes and The 
Times affect ignouanco of what it was 
all about! 

In view of the misconceptions and 
misinterpretations to which serious 
composers are subject, wo are not sur¬ 
prised to hear that a socioty has been 
formed for tho purpose of giving " silent 
auditions ” of modern mastorpiecos. No 
orchostra nor any instrument will he 
employed, hut each member of the 
audicnco will ho provided with a full 
score. Tho first hour will be devoted 
to the study of tho music ; the atidienco 
will then write down their impressions 
for half-an-hour; subsequently tho com¬ 
poser will expound his aims from tho 
platform ; and tho prico of admission 
will he returned to the student whose 
impressions accord most closely with 
tho composer’s “ programme.” In this 
way tho cost of concert-giving will bo 
considerably reduced, and it is also 
hoped that tho consumption of sodativo 
tablets, which has readied formidable 
dimensions amongst frequenters of 
symphonic concerts, will bo rendered 
unnecessary. 

Our only criticism of this admirablo 
scheme is this—that the number of 
amateurs who can read a modern full- 
score at sight is still somewhat limited. 
The view that “hoard melodies are 
sweet, but thoso unheard are sweeter” 
might bo quotod in support of “silent 
auditions ” wore it not for tho unfortun¬ 
ate fact that Keats, who oxpressod it, 
is now completely out of fashion with 
our emancipated Georgians. But tho 
broad fact remains that tho forces of 
reaction a.re by no means crushed. 
The Handel Festival has been revived 
at the Crystal Palaoe; and Handol- 
worship is anathema to the Modernist, 
as redolent of roast-beef, middle-class 
respectability and religious orthodoxy. 
Only recently a brilliant writer com¬ 
pared his oratorios to mothors’-mect- 
ings. Tho revival of these explosions 
of pietistic jumbomania is indeed a sad 
set-back to those' ardent reformers who 
seek to elevate and purify public taste 
by the musical delineation of “ the de¬ 
generative frenzy of a Voodoo orgy.” 
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AT THE PLAY. 

“Daddalums.” 

This is a play about a Northampton 
shoe-manufacturer of Scottish nation¬ 
ality. There is, of course, nothing quito 
like leather, and 1 can well believe 
that the lucrative properties of the hoot 
trade (notwithstanding its alloged as¬ 
sociation with atheistic principles) must 
at one time or other havo attracted 
this prehensile race; yot 1 doubt if 
Northampton, homo of the cobbling 
industry, over encouraged a Scot' to 
penetrate its preserves. Mr. Louis Ans- 
I'achuh, who wroto the play, may havo 
some inside knowledge denied to mo, 
though his name does not vividly indi¬ 
cate a Scots origin; hut 
itiscortain.ifhis Wallace 
Craiijie really came from 
over the border, that ho 
was no true Scot, for 
his dialect showod ob¬ 
vious traces of Sassenach 
pollution. 

1 iiave a mind that 
moves slowly and I halo 
to he hustled at the open¬ 
ing of a play. I hate an 
author to plunge me into 
a whirl of movement and 
a medley of characters as 
if he assumed that 1 was 
intimate with cireum- 
stancos known only to 
himself and his cast. I 
want to ho told, very 
quietly, where I am, and 
if ho does not toll me I 
become poovish. But., 
even if 1 hadn’t boon put 
off at the start, 1 don't 
think my sympathies 
would over have boon 
very deeply engaged. 1 
soon saw that, whatever happened to 
anybody, I should oasily hear up. Mr. 
Louis CALVEii'rdid all that was humanly 
possihlo to corroct my indiffereuco, hut 
his Daddalnms (as you might gather 
from such a natno) was not one of those 
heroic figures whose struggles against 
the perversity of fatoare apt to melt oven 
the cold hearts of the gods (Olympian). 
This old cobbler, suddeuly grown rich, 
whose one ambition was to make his 
son*" Tummas" a gentleman (as he un¬ 
derstood tho term), at any cost to tho 
boy’s soul, was asking for trouble from 
the beginning. And when ho got it I 
was far less sorry for the old fool than 
I was pleased at the chances which this 
turn of fortune gave to the versatility 
of Mr. Calvert. 

But the interest of tho play lies not 
so much in the plot—worked out me¬ 
chanically, with one or two saving 
touches of ingenuity, to a conventional 


conclusion—as in the character of this 
lovable oldboot-maker, whose single aim 
in life was to give his son the best that 
money could buy. His heart, I think, 
began by being fairly large, but got con¬ 
tracted through specialising in this pas¬ 
sion. Snobbery is alien to hisnature.but 
he becomes a snob for Taminass sake. 
Stubborn and domineering with others, 
ho is as putty in the boy’s bauds. He 
has no use for his other child—a girl. 
She, like himself, must be sacrificed if 
it suits tho young gentloman—as it did. 

I won’t say that any very nice psy¬ 
chological subtlety was needed for tho 
portrayal of a character whoso ruling 
motive was so cloarly advortisod, but it 
had its lights and shadows, responsivo 


to changing conditions, and Mr. Cal¬ 
vert was quick to seizo them all. 

Tho boy’s part was too unsympa¬ 
thetic to be played-oasily. But lie bad 
ono saving virtue; ho never practised 
bis snobbery on tho old man who 
encouraged it.. Ho still called him 
“ Daddalums,” and that, I take it, was 
what the papers would call an “acid 
tost ” of his piety. As his fortunes de¬ 
clined Mr. Lister roso to tho occasion. 
The tighter tho corner tho hotter ho 
copod with it. 

Mr. Hendme’s Fergus McLarnie, 
•whose people must have migrated to 
Northampton from the neighbourhood 
of Thrums, was an admirable crony; 
but he insisted too much and too de¬ 
liberately on a Scottish accent that 
faado for obscurity. In a broader vein 
Miss Agnes Thomas played the part of 
Ellen, the Maid (another Scot), with 
a humour which even an Englishman 


(like myself) found no difficulty in ap¬ 
preciating. Miss Edyth Olive, as tho 
hero's nogloctod daughter, acted with 
a very nice self-repression, which was 
all that could he expectod of her rather 
colourless part. 

Tho first - night audience was very 
warm in its appreciation. Yet I must 
doubt whether a play that is chiefly 
concerned with the highly-developed 
paternity of a boot-manufacturer will 
make a vory poignant appeal to tho 
sentiment of tho public. 

For one thing they may fihd tho love- 
interest too sketchy. Of the hoy's two 
fiancees one was impossible, and the 
other (Base) just a perfunctory phantom 
that flitted vaguoly from time to time 
across tho stago. She 
must have known it was 
a play of father and son, 
whore girls didn't really 
count. Boor Rose, so un¬ 
assertive! How modestly 
slio kept herself in the 
background in that last 
sceno where Tamvias, 
having “drcod his weird” 
(as they would say in 
Northampton) and re¬ 
deemed hia past, comes 
back from Cauada, flings 
himself into his father's 
arms, remains them lis¬ 
tening to a sustained ex¬ 
position of parental loy¬ 
alty, and only after a 
considerable interval re¬ 
marks the presence of his 
futuro wife. Sho took it 
very well, hut if I know 
anything of tho British 
public it won't be so 
easily pleasod. O. S. 

A Matinee in aid of tho 
Housing Association for Officers' Fami¬ 
lies, of which the Queen is a Fatron, will 
be held at the WinterGarden Thoatreon 
Thursday, Juno 24th, at 2.30 r.M. Tho 
programme includes a Mime play, for 
which Mr. Eugene Goosskns will con¬ 
duct Mr. Abthub Clabke Jebvoise’b 
music. Mrs. Christopher Lowtheb, 
who appears in tho play, is also arrang¬ 
ing “ An Elizabeth Episode,” in which 
tho Stuart-Wilson Soxtotte will sing. 


“Wanted, Lad, about 14 or 15, for tele¬ 
phone. Good wages; good opportunity to 
learn confectionery ."—Local Paper. 

We often wondered how these tele¬ 
phonists occupy their time. 

“ Shop Window Wanted within stone’s 
throw of Brook Strget and Bond Street.” 

Daily Paper. 

With so many Bolshevists about wo 
think the advertiser should have used 
a less provocative phrase. 



SCOTS WlfA HAVKK. 

Wallace Craiyic .... Mil. Lotus Cai.veut. 
Fenjue McLarnie . . . Mb. Eunf.si' Hisndbie. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

The Secret Corps (Murray) is tho title of a book on 
espionage, before and especially during the War, every page 
of which I liavo road witli tlio greatest possible onlurtain- 
ment—tlio greatest possiblo, that is, for anyone at homo. 
To got the real maximum out of Captain Ferdinand 
Tuchy’s astonishing anecdotes ono would, 1 suppose, need 
to bo under a table in Borlin whilo thoy woro being perused 
by the ex-ebiofs of Intelligence on tho otlior side. It is a 
hook so stuffed with good stories and revealod (or partly 
revealed) mysteries that I should roquiro pages of quotation 
to do it anything like justico. It can certainly bo claimed 
for Captain Tuohy that he writes of what he himself knows 
at first hand, and that his knowlodgo, like that of another 
expert, is both oxtonsivo and peculiar, gleanod as it was 
from personal service in Russia, Poland, Austria, Belgium, 
France, England, Italy, Salonica, Palestine, Mesopotamia 
and several-neutral States. Still, absorbing as his book is, 
it suffers perhaps from being what its publishers call “ tho 
first authentic and detailed record." Ono feels now and 
then that posterity (which gots all the good things) may 
score again in the revolation of yet more amazing details 
for which the hour is not yet. Moanwhile, here to go on 
with is a fund of thrilling information that will not only 
hold your delighted interest, but (if you make haste before 
it becomes too widely known) ensure your popularity as 
a remunerative diner-out. 


One after Another (IIimmiNt-o.N), by Mr. Stacy Aiimonikr, 
is a tale of social progress: of the steps—1 imagine this is 
where the namo justifies itself—by which tlio sou and 
daughter of a Camden Town publican rise to bighor or at 
least more brilliant things. You might suppose this plan 
to promise comedy, but tlio fact is otherwise. Really it is 
an angry book, and though there is laughter in places it is 
mostly angry laughter, with a sting in it. Somehow, 
whether speaking in his own person or through the voice 
of his hero, Mr. Aumonier gives mo hero (perhaps unjustly) 
the impression of having a grievance against life. Yot it 
cannot be said that Tom and Laura Put-beck found thoir 
climb from Camdou Town unduly arduous, sinco in a com¬ 
paratively short time ono has made a position and pots of 
money as a fashionable lmuse-docorator, and the other is a 
famous concert star and the wifo of a marquis. I think my 
impression of uuamiability must bo derived from the fact 
that tho entire cast contains not ono really sympathetic 
character. Old Curbed;, who ruled his bar like an autocrat 
and behoved in honost alcohol (and fortunately for himself 
died somo yoars ago), comes nearest to it. Laura, of whom 
the author gives us spasmodic glimpses, is vividly interest¬ 
ing, but repellent. Tom, tho protagonist, I found frankly 
dull. Perhaps I have dwolt overmuch on defects. Co' 
taiuly tho story Jield my attention throughout, ovon after 
my disappointment at finding nobody to like in it. 

A lot of diaries mako vory poor reading, bccauso pooplo 
who are conscientious enough to keep them at all koep them 
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in the garden," Mr. Smillie told a re- life of the kx-Kaiheu. It is hoped tlmt 
CHARIVARIA. porter, on his return to London, “ and he will realise that it would ben breach 

Fewer births are recorded in Ireland have coaxed some nice red roses out.” of etiquette to get assassinated before 
during the past seven months. No sur- Coaxing the nico red miners out is the Allies have deeidfl^^^i|h^to be 
prise oan be felt, for we cannot imagine comparatively easy work. dono with him. * ' ^K|r 

anybody being born in Ireland on pur- *** A 

pose just now, $ + On a question of equipment Ashford We understand tiag^j^^Mpow 

* Fire Brigade las resigned. It is not Boor who rnrnnllj-ffiMCTiip^J^lar 

A London firm are now munufac- known yet whether local fires will go in his house Hoarcfflqjjfe1^ p& ||y im- 
turing what they call the sm idlest out in sympathy with the Brigade. mediately olTercd the mfife^Pten per 

motor-car on the mar- r~l .... . ' ~ " cent, if he proved suc- 

* 1;' IJilffjft cessful. 


motor-car on the mar¬ 
ket. How great a boon 

this will be to the gen- _. _ 

eral public will bo gath- I j ^ SjUn 

that one of these cars | 

has been knocked down j m 

According to a Sun- |l ^ 
day paper Mdstapiia 111 ft II 
lvEMAti wants ns sol- ill ft ll 
diers only those who III ' |L «pf' V’ty 

will die for their belief in III II 4 

his .cause. Previous ox- 'Ll ^ 

have protested against 

Sunday concerts unless T1IFi r.ORGKOUS UNIFORMS OF THK FAST MAY HE ll 
Sunday bathing is also DU( , KD INTy TKE AHMY ; Dl’T, IF SO, THK CINEMA AT 
permitted, ine pro- WIT L N0T olvl<; IN WITHOUT A STttUGCil.fr 

war custom of merely----- 

sponging the ears after attending a | ljctchworth, the first Harden City, to <1 
recital was never wholly satisfactory. ; has voted itself dry by a majority of 

**" | sixty-five. Tliorc seems to he a lack Our Enterprising Contemporaries. 

According to an inscription on the, of hospitality in this attempt to dis- -Xi ws uv Wuu \m> Am 

score card of the North Berwick Club, courage American \ isitors. Tn-d.u / the i„n R c-,t <tiv ” 

“golf is a science in which you may I *** " •'ituilij Mail," June 21.0. 

oxhaust yourself but never your sub- j Tho latest nows from Turkoy, Russia 

jeet.” Several clubs, however, claim j and Ireland sets us wondering what The Expansion of Scotland, 
to possess colonels who can say practi- the War made tho world safo for. “Tin* most interesting features of tin* \ital 

Call}' all that is Worth saying statistics of Scotland . . . The girth• 

^uSS?ISSld l, Sf.d! 0PPin8 IMPORTANT NOTICE. 

° ' Mr. Punch begs leave to draw the attention 

Girls have broadened out a of the Intelligent Public to the fact that on ° ur Merry Municipalities. 

lot, declared a speaker at tho Monday next, July 5th, he proposes to publish “-TOWN COUNCIL. 

annual conference of the Head- a Special Summer Number. All his previous Mimti..s iou M..now's Mr.i/nv,. 

mistresses' Association. Tho Summer Numbers have appeared in the form JIoRR ls-<,1, 'X r lK' f 

home-made jumper, ifc appears, of an ordinary weekly issue, with additional c ** 

has been coming in for a good holiday and other matter. This is a Special Threatened Unrest at the Zoo. 
deal of unmerited bbimo. Summer Number, altogether distinct from the ■> Mr. t hur. hill has math* up his 

*...* weekly issue. It will contain thirty-six pages, numl, but if 1“' so- In- ««\ men 

A middle - agod man was almost entirely made up of drawings, and in- *‘“'1’“*'' 'V. 1 , 1 il lls :l 

charged at the Thames Police eluding several pages of illustrations in three 1,1 eow 0,1 ‘ 

Court the other day with having colours. Mr. Punch has great pleasure in in- ■<!„ ,, j,iu,ig lounu titiou Rnv 

an altercation with a lamp-post. viting his friends to encourage him in this drove 7‘^i >.u<U*. one inch." 

It appears that the man called new venture. South Afrit mi I'n/ir,-. 

the lamp-post " Pussyfoot," and I_I Another inch, and wo should 

the latter promptly knocked him down. Ants, we are informed, will not come have refused to believe it. 

noar the hands of a person if well 

Special courts, it is stated, are to be rubbed with a raw onion. The last “NVir.*>x won.n T.iim M imhi i; o.kh 
set up for the trial of Irish criminals, time we attempted to rub an ant with wamh\-«,ion Wilson 





Referring to tiio re¬ 
port in tlieso columns 
last week that two 
bricklayers wero seen 
to remove their coats 
at Finsbury Park, we 
now hear that it was 
simply done to oblige 
a photographer who 
was understood to have 
been sent down by l)r. 
Addison. 


. Among tlio articles 
, loft in trains on a South 
Coast railway is a sand- 

THE GORGEOUS l.'NIFOHMS OF THK FAST MAY UK UK INTRO- 
DUOKD INTO THE ARMY; UKT, IF SO, THK CINEMA ATTENDANT witmn iinee nays wc 
WXT.r, NOT GIVE IN WITHOUT A STttUGCil.fr. undeistand that it will 

_be broken up and sold 

ljctchworth, the first (jSardon City, I to defray expenses. 


tf * , J . n 

about the game without stopping 
to get their second wind. 


Girls have broadened out a ot 

lot, declared a speaker at tho Mo 
annual conference of the Head- a S 

mistresses' Association. Tho Sui 

home-made jumper, it appears, of 

has been coming in for a good hoi 
deal of unmerited bbimo. Su 

*...* we 

A middle - agod man was aln 
charged at the Thames Police du 

Court the other day with having col 

an altercation with a lamp-post. viti 

It appears that the man called ne\ 

the lamp-post “ Pussyfoot," and —li¬ 
the latter promptly knocked him down 


.. The Chicago Tribune points out that But there is no reason to 

“ I have put iir a good three months two attempts have been made on the the headline is inaccurato. 


von. or.viii. 
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HOLIDAY ANTICIPATIONS. 

[Now'that holiday-planning in in season 
we liavo riMarfpaniioiineiiig a few promised 
schciiusttlwifiEMt^ioii of aoiuc of the mighty 
brain* $|ffc" 4 hape otfjMustinir* and guide our 
Rropiag-firtalligencatfcr'But it must bo clearly 
undMdntf that jn these inconstant times wo 
cannqFwilifc ioi tRoir authenticity or guar¬ 
antee 

Mil. recent succoss in 

spotlit)" the winner of the l)eihv is 
behoved to liavo inspired Mr. Lloyd 
Ckmuje with an idea of combinin'* bis 
present policy of always going one, if 
not two or three, hotter than tho Old 
Man with a public demonstration of the 
extent to which the crude Puritanism 
of his youth has been mellowed by 
sympathies tnoro in hooping with bis 
later politidfll allinncos. Jio is credited 
with the intention of putting to appro¬ 
priate use his peculiar gifts of non¬ 
committal prophecy and persuasivo 
casuistry, and at tho same time making 
sure of a profitable holiday in the open 
air by “doing” the Sussex Fortnight, 
beginning with tho flood wood meeting, 
in tho capacity of Downy Dave, a race¬ 
course tipster. 

* * 

There is reason to believe that, if 
tho Recess should alTord Sir William 
Sutherland ah opportunity to indulge 
his craving for tho Simple Life, ho will 
proecod to Italy to join the cotoiio of 
ascotics known as tho Assisi Set. Jlis 
conspicuous ability in telling the tale 
to the London Tressmen encourages 
expectations that he will bo no loss 
successful as a preacher to tho birds, 
after tho manner of St. Fhancis, the 
founder of tho cult. 

In financial circles it is expected that 
Mr. Ciiamheulain will spond tho vaca¬ 
tion incognito in tho neighbourhood of 
Blackpool, partly for the sake of tho 
invigorating air, hut mainly, in view of 
tho abnormal prosperity of Lancashire, 
for tho purpose of considering on tho 
spot the possibilities of a levy oil cap¬ 
ital as a local experiment. 

A rumour is current in Whitehall, 
and gains colour from tho activity in 
certain seaports, that, in consoqueuco 
of Lari Cm- ion's having bcon infomtod 
that tho number of Channel-swimmers 
is likely to ho unusually largo this 
sutnmor, his lordship lias decided to 
take command of a fleot of Foreign 
Oflico launches, which will patrol tho 
coast to make suro that none of these 
persons is unprovided with a passport. 

•Is * * 

At Unity House a suspicion is enter-* 
tainod that Sir Euic Gf.ddes contem¬ 
plates utilising the holidays for the 
double purposo of working off super¬ 


fluous steam and familiarizing himself 
with the true attitude of the railwaymen 
by working as a stoker on one of the 
great main lines. Should this scheme 
he carried into offoct arrangements are 
in readiness to compel him to become 
a member of the N.U.R. 

* * * 

It is hoped that Mr. Augustus John 
will he able to accompany Lord Beavku- 
iihook to Canada this summer, so that 
his lordship may gratify his lifelong 
ambition to ho painted by Mr. John, 
witli tho primeval backwoods for a 
sotting, in tho character of a courenr- 
des-liois, of the type immortalized by 
Sir Gilbert Pabkkr in Picric. 

* * * 

As far as can ho asco'tained, Mr. 
Rernaud Shaw intends to devoto the 
holidnys to verifying tho report of his 
namesake, Mr. Tom Shaw (with whom 
ho has Ivon stupidly confused), on tho 
Bolshevik regime. Ho will probably 
enter Russia secretly, accompanied by 
a mixed party of vegetarian Fabians 
disguised as Muscovites, so that in tho 
event of being douounccd as Boorjoos 
thov may hope to pass for returning 
Dukliobors, < r, in caso of detection, for 
an amateur theatrical company touring 
witli Jifilioui's Loves Lost. 

* 

We understand that Lords Lonsdale 
and Birkenhead are making arrange¬ 
ments for a joint trip to Cuba, in order 
to investigate personally the condition 
and prospects of the Havana leaf in¬ 
dustry. It will not he surprising if 
this visit hears fruit in tho shape of 
the oighteeu-inch super-cigar which 
sporting men have been for so long 
demanding. 


ON THE EATING CF ASPARACUS, 

Thebe were twonty-lbreo ways of 
eating asparagus known to the ancients. 
Of those the best known method was 
to suspend it on pulleys about throo 
feet from the ground and “ approach 
the green ” on ono's hack along the 
floor; but it was discontinued about 
the middle of the fourth century, and 
no now mothod worthy of sorious con¬ 
sideration was subsequently evolvod, till 
Lhe August or Soptemborof 1875, when 
a Mr. Gunter-Brown wrote a letter to 
the A.A.ll. (The Asparagus Absorbers’ 
Review and Gross Feeders’ Gazette ), 
saying that ho had patented a scheme 
more cleanly and less unsightly than 
the practico of tilting the head back¬ 
ward at an angle of forty-five degrees 
and loworing tho asparagus into tho 
expoctant face, which is shown by stat¬ 
istics to have been the mode usually 
adopted at that time. 

Mr. Gunter - Brown's apparatus, 


necessary to the mothod ho advocated, 
consisted of a silver or plated tube, into 
which each branch of asparagus, except 
tho last inch, was placed, and so drawn 
into tho mouth by suction, the eater 
grasping the last uneatable inch, to¬ 
gether with the butt end of the tubo, 
in tho palm of his hand. Asparagus 
branches being of variable girth, a rub¬ 
ber washer inserted in tho end of tho 
tube furthest frum the eater's mouth 
helped to cause a vacuum. 

The inventor claimed that tho edible 
portion of tho delicacy became detached 
if the intake of the eator was strong 
enough, hut ho overlooked tho fact that 
tho necessary force caused the aspai agus 
to piss through the epiglottis into tho 
oesophagus before the eater had lime to 
onjoy the tasto (as was proiod by ex¬ 
periment) and so all sense of plcasuro 
was lost. 

More pvospectivo marriages have been 
marred through the abuse of aspai agus 
at table than through itiixod bathing at 
Tunbridge Wells. For instance, though 
tho mattor was lmslied up at the time, 
it is an open secret among their friends 
that Miss Gladys Dovereux broke off 
her engagement to young Percy Gore- 
Mont on account of his gaudier it when 
assimilating this weed atadinner party. 
It seems that ho simply threw him¬ 
self at the stuff', and that one of the 
servants had to comb the melted butter 
out of his hair before ho could appear 
in t he drawing-room. 

The caso of the Tunminses, loo, pre¬ 
sents very sad features, though the 
marriage was notin thiscaso abandoned, 
tho high contiacting parties not having 
once cneountoied a disli of asparagus 
simultaneously dining the engagement. 
Yet it is moio tlmn rumoured that when, 
at the end of tho close season, asparagus 
may bo hunted, there is considerable 
friction in the Timminsos’ household, 
because Mrs. Timmins plays with a 
straight fork, while Timmins affects the 
crouching stylo. 

Happily, however, a light at last ap¬ 
pears to he shining thtough the dark¬ 
ness. Under tho auspices of the Vege¬ 
table Growers' Association (Luxury 
Trades section) an asparagus eating con¬ 
test has bcon arranged to take place in 
the Floral Hall early in July. As the 
entrants to dale include a contortionist 
and at least three well-known war- 
profiteers it is confidently oxpccted that 
some startling methods will bo exhi¬ 
bited which may revolutionise aspara¬ 
gus-eating in this country. 


“ Dunoon.— Kitting room and two bedrooms 
to let for month of Dunoon ."—Scotch Paper. 
Wowelcomethe introduction of “rhym¬ 
ing slang ” to brighten up the advertise¬ 
ment columns. 
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A NOTE ON CHESTERFIELDS. 

In the Soviet Republic of Russia, I 
am told, no one can lay claim to the 
litle of worker unless his hands are 
, hardened and roughened by toil, and 
Lunin and Tkotsky have to take their 
turns at the rack, like the commonest 
executioner. In England we are not 
nearly so particular about the manual 
test, and, besides feeling quite kindly dis¬ 
posed towards professional footballers, 
tea-tasters and the men who stand on 
Cornish cliffs and shout when they see 
the pilchard shoals come in, we still 
give a certain amount of credit to mere 
brain-work as well. 

There is, however, a poisonous idea 
prevalent,especially amongst tho women 
of tfeis country, that a fellow is not 
uforking with his brain unless he is 
walking rapidly up and down the room 
with wrinkles on his forehead, or sit¬ 
ting on a hard chair at a table with a 
file of papers in front of him. But 
there is no rule of this sorb about the 
birth of greiat and beautiful ideas in the 
human' brain. It is all a matter of indi¬ 


vidual taste and habit. J know a man, 
a poet, who thinks best on the Under 
ground Railway, and that is the reason 
why he said the other day, “ Give me 
to gaze once more on the blue hills,” 
to the girl in the booking-ofUce, when 
what he really wanted was a ticket (of 
a light heliotrope colour) to St. James’s 
Park. Lord Byuon, on the other hand, 
composed a sorrowful ditty on the deca¬ 
dence of the Isles of Greece whilst 
shaving; but the invention of the safety- 
razor and the energetic action of M. 
Vf.nizei.os will most likely render it 
unnecessary for anyone to repeat such 
,a performa nce. As for the people who 
have a suddfln bright idea whilst they 
are dressing for dinner, they may be 
dismissed at once, for they nearly always 
go. to bed by mistake and, when they 
wake up again extremely hungry, they 1 
have forgotten what it was. 

Most experts are really agreed that a 
recumbent or Bemi-recumbent position 
is the best for creative thought, and 
another friend of mine, also a' maker of 
verses, has patented the very ingenious 
device of a pair of Stirrups just under 


the mantelshelf, so that, when he sits 
back in his armchair, he can manage his 
Pegasus without having his feet con¬ 
tinually slipping off the marble surface 
into the fender. 

Mucli may be said too for a seat in 
a first-class railway carriage, when you 
have the compartmont all to yourself 
and the train is going at sixty miles an 
hour or more. But England is hardly 
spacious enough for a really sustained 
inspiration; and the result of being 
turned out suddenly at Thurso, N.B., or 
Penzance is that some opening flower 
of the human intellect fails to achieve 
its perfect bloom, and as likely as not 
your golf clubs are loft in the rack. 

There is also, of course, an influential 
school whioh believes strongly in the 
early morning tea hour, and people 
who ought to know tell me that Mr. 
Winston Chubchill plans new uni¬ 
forms for the Guards as well as the 
campaign in Mesopotamia with pink 
pyjamas bn, and that the Phimb Min- 
ibtbb can never be persuaded to get 
up for breakfast until he has hit to a 
few of those striking repartees' which 
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are subsequently translated by liis posse 
of interpreters into Kussian, Italian, 
Bohemian and Erse. 

For my part, however, I swear by a 
Chesterfield sofa, a large one, on which 
you can lie at full length, as I am lying 
now; the most comfortable thing there 
is on earth, I think, except perhaps a 
truss of hay, when one has been riding 
for about six consccutivo hours in an 
army saddle. But there are disadvan¬ 
tages even about a Chesterfield sofa. 
It is, to begin with, hi the drawing¬ 
room ; and in the drawing-room one is 
not so entirely immune from the trivial 
incidents of everyday lifo as I like to be 
whon I am having brain-waves. Doors 
are opened and this creates a draught, 
and it is not the slightest use attempt¬ 
ing a real work of imagination when 
people will come in and ask if I am 
lying on The Literary Supplement of 
The Times (as if it wore likely), or the 
anti-aircraft gun that the children were 
playing with after lunch. For this 
reason I have had to invent an even 
better thing than the ordinary Chester¬ 
field sofa, and since it will he, whon 
made, the noblest piece of scientific up¬ 
holstery in the world I will ask tlio 
printer to write the next sentence in 
italics, please. 

It is a Chesterfield sofa enclosed on 
all four sides. Thank you. 

Tho marvels of this receptacle for 
human thought will dawn upon tho 
reader by slow degrees. Try to imag¬ 
ine yourself ensconced thero, having 
climbed up by tho short flight of steps 
which will be attached to it, enisled and 
remote amidst tho surging traffic that 
sweeps through a drawing-room. In¬ 
stead of making a rapid bolt to escapo 
from callers and probably mooting them 
full tilt in tho hall, you simply stay on, 
thinking. You have nothing to fear 
from them, unless they are so inquisi¬ 
tive and ill-mannered as to come and 
peep over tlie edge. With plenty of 
tobacco, a writing tablet and a fountain- 
pen, you can stare at the anaglypta 
ceiling and dream noble thoughts and 
put them down when you liko without 
interruption. On sunny days the ap¬ 
paratus can be wheeled on to the bal¬ 
cony, whore the sapphire sky will be 
exchanged for the anaglypta ceiling; 
and for winter use a metal base will be 
supplied, under which you can place 
either an oil-stove or an electric radiator. 

I should like to see thiB four-sided 
Chesterfield in offices also. The master¬ 
strokes of commercial and administra¬ 
tive skill would be much more masterly 
with most people if they did not have 
to proceed from a hard offico chair. You 
can easily dictate to a typist from the 
interior of a Chesterfield, and, though 1 
know that business men and Govern¬ 



i'i- li.ly) 
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Gladys. “Have you any interesting casks coming on, Sik Oiiabi.kh?” 

Knnnent K.C. “We have a very intricate and technical, case cominu on- 
most INTERESTING. Il' TURNS ON THE QUESTION WHETHER A CERTAIN 8I UTKRRANKAN 
CONDUIT SHOULD UE CLASSIFIED AS A DRAIN OH A SEWER." 

Gladys. "On, but wiiy not ask a clumber?” 


ment officials are often subjected to 
deputations, during which they have 
to look tboir persecutors in the face, 
this difficulty could bo overcome by 
means of a sliding panel, through which 
the face of the recumbent administrator 
could bo poked when necessary, wearing 
the proper expression of shrewdnoss, 
terror, conciliation or rage. 1 should 
like Sir Enic Geddes to have one of 
my four-sided Chesterfields. • 
With his usual sagacity the reader 
will probably remark here that the 
four-sided Chesterfield can be procured 


ready-made at any moment by turning 
tho usual article round and pushing it 
up against the wall. This point has not 
escaped notice, my friend. But you 
can hardly imagine the objections that 
will be urged by the female members of 
your household against adopting such 
a course in the drawing-room. They 
will assert, amongst othor things, that 
Mrs. Ponsonby-Sinith is on tho point 
of arriving and that she will think 
you've done it on purposo. 

1 shall havo the upholstoror in to¬ 
morrow. Evob. 
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Visitor (to actor friend). “ V' know, I was coin' on tue btaok myself once, hut my feopi.k ihne so late.” 


luck he will now get clear away. In 
the hall, however, the cook meets him 
in order to give notice, and by the time 
he lias dealt with that crisis the Private 
Secretary has had threo wrong numbers 
and given it up, and the Fish-Friers' 
man has bumped his head and given it 
up. They givo chase together and catch 
the public man just as ho is escaping 
from the front-door. The Private Hec- 
retary starts again about the Lord 
Mayor’s lunch, and the Fish-Friors’ 
man starts again about bho position. 

The public man knows now that he 
is done, so lie drivos them into the taxi 
and says he will talk to them on the 
way to the Pbiue Minister. The taxi 
dashes off, leaving the hosier and the 
hairdresser and the valet wringing their 
hands in the hall. 

The only thing the public man can 
do now is to invent a new crisis for the 
Private Secretary, who is still saying 
in a cold dispassionate voice, " Are you 
going to the Lord Mayor’s lunoh ? ” 

So he thinks of one of the letters he 
haa hidden in his dressing-gown and 
tells the Private Secretary that he must 
hav^tbat letter for the Bottle-Washers’ 
meeting. Then he stops the taxi at a 


place where thore is no Underground 
and no 'bus, and pushes the Private 
Secretary out. JIo has disposed of the 
Private Secretary for the day. 

But the Fish-Friers’ man’s throat is 
practically clear by now and he gets to 
work at once. The public man pays no 
attention but prepares in his mind his 
opening sentences to the Prime Minis- 
teu. In the Park he sees two other 
public men walking and he takes them 
into the cab. Each of them has dis¬ 
covered some entirely new smells and 
starts tulkiug about them at ouco very 
fast. Tho public man promises to go 
and try them all immediately. When 
he gets to tho Prime Ministeh's he 
rings up and cancels tho Fish-Friers 
and the Bottle-Washors. When he has 
done that the Assistant-Secretary to tho 
Phime Minister's Principal Private 
Secretary's Secretary comes out and 
says that the Prime Minister has been 
called away suddenly to Geneva. 

The public man then goes off after tho 
new smolls. A dog's life. A. P. 11. 

.. i ■ ..- = • 

▲ Sporting Offer. 

11 Babbit trappbr would take so much tho 
couplo or rent them, or give so much tho 
couple and kill them.”-^Scotch 1‘aper. 


A CORNISH LULLABY. 
a. ii. 1760. 

Sleep, my litllo ugling, 

Daddy's gone a-smuggling, 
Daddy's gone, to Koscoff in tho Sfcca- 
tjissei/ Maul, 

A sloop of ninety tons 
With ten brass-carriage guns, 
To teach the King’s ships manners and 
respect for honest trade. 

Hush, my joy and sorrow, 
Daddy ’ll como to-morrow 
Bringing baccy, tea and snuff and brandy 
home from France; 

And he 'll run tho goods ashore 
Wtiile the old Collectors snore 
And the wickod troopers gamble in the 
clous of Pcnzanco. 

Rock-a-byo, my hone}', 

Daddy's making money ; 

You shall bo a gentlornau and sail with 
privateers, 

With a silver cup for sack 
And a blue coat on your back, 
With diamonds on your linger-bones 
and gold rings in your ears. 

Patlandek. 
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POPULAR CRICKET. 

Djsak Mh. Punch, —I enclose n cut- 
from Lp Radical, one of the leading 
Mauritius papors, and on behalf of the 
lovers of our national game in the 
Island venture to ask for information 
regarding the last match recorded:— 

“ Londres, 14 mai, 4 hres p.m. —Mary- 
le-bono & battu Nottingham par 6 
wickets; Lancashire a battu Leieh- 
ester; -Sussex a battu Warrick. En 
second lieu un joueur du Sussex a abattu 
II. Wilson par 187 wiokets.” 

We are much perturbed at the strange 
developments that are evidently taking 
place in the game at home. Was this 
match, we want to know, a single* 
wicket game between the Sussex player 
and II. Wilson? If so how did ho 
beat him by 187 wickets ? 

An ex-captain of the Cambridge eleven 
living here is of the opinion that, in 
order to make cricket more popular, the 
numbers of the opposing Bides are being 
increased, and that this match must 
have been between a team of, say, a 
couple of hundred Sussex playors and 
one of a like number captained by 
H. Wilson, and that only some dozen' 
wickets had fallen in the second innings 


whon the match endod. If' this is the 
correct interpretation we should be 
very grateful for the rules, plan of the 
held, etc., as we are inaA anxious to 
move with the times iifr*fi is littlo out¬ 
post of Empire. f s 

1 fear however that-wo shall have 
some difficulty heref'in raising two 
teams of more tljah a hundred -a-side. 

Wo presumo! that, as a match of 
eleven-a-side takes two or three days to 
finish, about six. or eight weeks are 
allotted to this new game. 

Any help that you can give us, Sir, 
will be much appreciated. 

Yours faithfully, M. C. C. 

FROM'THE FILM WORLD. 

As an interesting supplement to the 
announcement that Sir Thomas Lipton 
has kindly placed his bungalows and 
estates in Ceylon at the disposal of the 
East and West Films, Limited, for the 
filming of The Life of Buddha, we are 
glad to learn that preparations are 
already well advanced for the presenta¬ 
tion of the Life of Hannibal on the 
screen. 

Messrs. Sowerly and Bitterton, the 
well - known vinegar 'manufacturers, 
have undertaken to provide the neces¬ 


sary plant for illustration of the famous 
exploit of splitting the rocks with that 
disintegrating condiment, and Messrs. 
Rappin and Jebb, the famous cutlers, 
have been approached with a view to 
furnish the necessary implements for 
the portrayal of the tragedy of the 
Caudine Forks. Professor Chollop, who 
is superintending the taking of tho 
pictures of the battle of Canute and the 
subsequent period of repose at Capua 
in their proper atmosphere, states that 
he is receiving every support from the 
local condottieri, pifferari, banditti and 
lazzaroni, and" expects to be able to 
complete his task by the late autttmn. 

A certain amount of antagonism, on 
humanitarian grounds, has been shqwn 
by the Italian Government to the im¬ 
portation of a herd of elephants, which 
were essontial to the realistic depiction 
of the passago of the Alps by the 
Carthaginian army; but it is hoped 
that by the use of skis the transit may 
bo effected without undue casualties 
among the elephantine fraternity. 

Lord Fisheu has been invited to im¬ 
personate Scifio, and the rdlc of 
Fabius, the originator of the “Wait 
and See” polioy, has been offered to 
Mr. Asquith, but autbentio details 
are as yet lacking as to their decision^ 
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ting, and kept the House up till half- attempt to throw out the Matrimonial 
ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT, past three in order to do it. Dr.ADmsoN Causes Bill. Lord Bra ye moved its 
Monday, June 21st .—While the Prime had need of what the Iron Duke called rejection, and was supported by Lord 
Minister was. celebrating the longest “ two o'olock in the morning courage " Halifax in a speeoh whose pathos was 
—and pretty nearly the hottest—day to ward off attacks. Once, when Sir even BtrOnger than its argument, and 
hy a vm d'honneur at Boulogne Mr. Arthur Full was depicting the des- by the Archbishop of Canterbury, who 


Bonar-Law had to con¬ 
tent himself with small 
beer in the Commons. 

The Government, it 
seems, is to offer its ser¬ 
vices to effect a peaceful 
settlement between the 
Imam Yahya and the 
■Said Idrissi, who are 
rival rulers in Arabia. 
There is believed to be a 
possibility that in return 
the Baid Said will offer 
his services to effect a 
peaceful settlement in 
Hibernia Iufelix. 

The Government is 
not so indifferent to eco¬ 
nomy as is sometimes 
suggested. The Prime 
M i .sister's famous letter 
to the Departments was 
only written in August 
last, yet already, Mr. 
Bonar Law assured the 
House, some progress 


'WESTMINSTER? 




“Do you expect me to send the Skiiokant-at-Arms to retch the 
'Minister op Transport?”— The Ui’eakuu. 


admitted that reform of 
the marriage laws was 
required, but considered 
that the Bill went a great 
deal further than was 
necessary. The Lord 
Chancellor thereupon 
ro-stated the caso for the 
measure, for which bo be¬ 
lieved the Government 
were prepared to givo 
facilities in the other 
House, and Lord Buck- 
master repeated his ex¬ 
egesis of the vexed pass¬ 
age in St. Matthew's 
Gospel, on which the 
whole theological con¬ 
troversy turns. The 
Third Beading was car¬ 
ried by 154 votes to 107. 

Tho Commons in the 
course of the Irish De¬ 
bate discussed the failure 
of the Government to 
prevent tho regrettable 


lias been made in reducing redundant I perate plight of tho landladies of Yar-1 incidents in Dorry and Dublin. Colonel 


staffs, and tho Government lias ap- mouth, forbidden under a penalty of Ashley demanded martial law; Major 
pointed—no, I beg pardou, “ decided to a hundred pounds to charge more O’Neill was for organising the loyal 
appoint"—independent Committoes to than twonty-five per cent, in excess of population; Sir Keith Fraser ap- 
carry out investigations. Tho hustlers! their pre-war prices, it looked as if the proved both courses and advanced the 
The Member for Wood Green, who Minister must give way; hut with some amazing proposition that tho trouble 


urged that the Treasury 
should prepare an estimate 
of the national income, with 
the view of limiting the na¬ 
tional expenditure to a de¬ 
finite proportion of that 
{ amount, displayed, it seems 
to me, amazing temerity. 
The course of taxation in 
recent years encourages the 
belief that tho only thing 
that restrains the Chancel¬ 
lor OFTHE lixcHKQUEllflOUl 
taking our little all is that 
he doos not know how much 
it is. 

Capt. Wedgwood Benn’s 
complaint that the Minister 
of Transport habitually 
absonted himself from the 
House mot with littlo en¬ 
couragement from tho 
Speaker, who sarcastically 
inquired if he should send 
the Serjeant-at-Armh to 








-V, ( 




THE YOUNG UNIONIST MOVEMENT. 

“Ik they were to have Home Rule at all they must 
the whole hoo.’”— ATr. On Manx Gout:. 


in Ireland was entirely duo 
to the religious question, 
and that even the Sinn 
Feinors were loyal to the 
Empire. 

The Attorney-General 
for Ireland pointed out 
that factioii - fighting in 
Derry was endemic, and 
drew an amusing picture of 
the old city, where everyone 
had some kind of rabbit-hole 
from which he could emerge 
to fire a revolver. As re¬ 
gards tho general question 
he deuied that the Con¬ 
stabulary had been instruct¬ 
ed not to shoot. On the 
contrary they had been told 
to treat attackers as " ano¬ 
mies in the field,” and to 
call upon suspeoted persons 
to hold up their hands. 

Ljrd Robert Cecil was 
at a loss to understand the 


fetch the delinquent. Capt. Benn then | difficulty he convinced his critics that I policy of a Government that applied 


the Report stage and Third Reading of the Bishops, reinforced by the eccles- skip was equally at a loss to..under - 
the Rent (Restrictions) Bill at one sit- iastioaUy-minded lay Beers, made a last stand the policy of the noble.lord, who 
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Naturalised Alien. “ Vy bond you oko oud op my vay? Dond you know deb rums of df.r riveii?” 
Barycman. “Which? The Bhine?" 


seemed to think that conciliation was 
incompatible with putting down crime. 

Wednesday, June 23rd .—A large com¬ 
pany, including the Queen and Princess 
Mary, attended the Uouse of Lords to 
see Prince Albert take his seat as Duke 
of York. It was unfortunate that the 
new peer was unable to wait for tho 
ensuing dobate, for Lord Newton was 
in his host form. His theme was the 
absurdity of the present Parliamentary 
arrangement under which the Peers 
were kept kicking their heels in London 
for the best months of the yoar, then 
overwhelmed with business for a weak 
or two, and finally despatched to the 
country in time for the hunting soason, 
which nowadays most of them wero 
too much impoverished to onjoy. Lord 
Curzon condescended a little from his 
usual Olympian heights, and declared 
that one of the drawbacks to conduct¬ 
ing business in that House was the' 
difficulty of inducing noble Lords to 
attend it after dinner. 

To judge by Mr. Asquith's recont 
speeches outside he meant to have de¬ 
livered a thundering philippic against 
our continued occupation of Mesopo¬ 
tamia. Some of the sting was taken 
out of the indictment by the publication 
of an offioiol statement showing that 
Great Britain was remaining there at 


MB NS JEQUA 11EBVS IN AllIHlS. 
Mr. Denis Henry on the Irish situation. 

to be immediately requested to return 
to Baghdad. 

The rest of tho evening was devoted 
to a renewal of the protests against 
Mr. Churchill’s “ Red Army." Among 
the critics were Mr. Esmond Haiims- 


wouth and Mr. Oswald Mosley, tho 
two “ babies ” of the House, aud tho 
Minister adopted quite a fatherly tone 
in recalling his own callow youth, 
whon he too, just after tho Boer War, 
denounced “the folly of gaudy and 
tinselled uniforms.” 

Thursday, June 24th .—On behalf of 
the Government Lord Onslow gavo a 
rather chilly welcomo to Lord Balfour 
of Burleigh's Bill for tho regulation 
of advertisements. It is truo that the 
noble author had explained that his 
object was to secure “publicity without 
offence," but I believe he had no desire 
to cramp the Prime Minister’s style. 

Sir Emc Geddes belongs to that 
wicked species of fauna that dofonds 
itself when attacked, lie complained 
this afternoon that Mr. Asquith had in 
his recent speeches " trounced a be¬ 
ginner,” hut Sir Eric showed, for a 
novice, considerable aggressive power. 
He claimed that the Ministry of Trans¬ 
port had already saved a cool million by 
securing the abrogation of an extrava¬ 
gant contract entered into by Mr. As¬ 
quith’s Government. The ex Premier, 
however, insisted that if a mistake had 
been made the Railway Department of 
the Board of Trade could have corrected 
it just as well as its grandiose successor 
and at an infinitely smaller cost. 
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mrI „. nesday last haa probably done oven Agrippina, Queen Piokpobd the First 

THE NEW COURTIERSHI1. more to heal the wounds inflicted on may "endure her felicity with fortitude.” 
{With profound acknowledgment to the our gallant Allies by the disastrous Consjbiettous grandeur has its penalties 
writer of the article on “ Heroine Wor- policy of Mr. Lloyd G bodge than the as well as its privileges, but the ohivalrio 
ship " in " The 'Times ” of June 24th.) heroic efforts of The Times to maintain instinct p still alive in our midst; and' 
While thrones and dynasties have the Entente in its integrity. all of us who are not perverted or de* 

rocked or fallen in the great world up- The parallels and contrasts with Maky based by the malign "wizardry ” of the 
heaval of the lost six years, there re- Queen of Soots need not be further- Pbime Minister will spring to the. de- 
mums one form of monarchy which has laboured. But far too little stress has fence of Mary “the Sweetheart of the 
proved impervious to all the shocks of been laid on the rare felicity of a union World,” and Douglas “ tender and 
circumstance—the monarchy of genius, which links the name of Mary with' true,"-in their hours of peril. In that 
If proof be demanded of this assertion that of Douglas. The annals of British high emprise the gentlemen of the world, 
we need ouly point to the wonderful chivalry contain no more romantic-or however humble, stand, ob Of old time, 
manifestations of loyalty evoked in the splendid entries than those associated tide by side and Bhdulder to shoulder. 

last week by the advent of the Queen with Sir James Douglas, alternately — ■ ■.. ■ ' 

of the Film World and her admirable styled the “Good" and the "Black,” 

consort. The adoration of Mary Pick- hero of seventy battles and the viator THE BATTLE OF THE MOTHERS. 
ford has been compared with that of in fifty - seven, peerless as a raider, We were sitting in the smoking- 


Mary Queen of Scots, 
aud not without some 
show of reason, for the 
appeal which her acting 
mnkos is always to the 
sen se of chi valry which, 
hi however sentimental 
a form, is characteristic 
of our race. 

But the noble adula¬ 
tion which the latest of 
our royal visitors in¬ 
spires is deeper and 
more universal than 
that prompted by the 
charm and the misfor¬ 
tunes of hor namesake. 
Mary Queen of Scots, 
as the evidence of con¬ 
temporary portraits 
conclnsivelycstablishes, 
was not conspicuous 
for her personal beuuty. 
In the “Queen busi¬ 
ness ” she was a failure, 
and her prestige is 
largely if not entirely 
posthumous, ller char- 



TIIK IRRESISTIBLE MEETS THE IMMOVABLE. 

Scene : Exclusive West-End Square, with passing procession of “ Beds.” 

The Flag-bearer. “Comrade, the Revolution is ’ere!" 

The Complete Butter. “An I Will you kindly deliveh jt at the hakka 

UENTRANTK? ” 


room when the Vener¬ 
able Archdeaoon en¬ 
tered. He had beeu so 
long absent that we 
asked him the reason. 

Had he been ill ? 

Ill? Not lie. lie 
never was better in his 
life. He hod merely 
been on a- motor tour 
with his mother. 

" Do you mean to 
say," someone inquired 
—an equally elderly 
me (fiber—almost with 
anger, certainly with a 
kind of outraged sur¬ 
prise, " that you have a 
mother still living? ” 

"Of course I have,” 
said the Mun of God.' 
"My mother is not only 
living but is in the pink 
of condition.” 

“And how old is 
she?” - the questioner 
continued. 

" Sho is ninety-one,” 


acter has been impugned by historians; who crowned a glorious career by his said the Archdeacon proudly, 
even her most faithful champions have mission to Palestine with the embalmed Most of us looked at him with won- 
uot pronounced her impeccable. heart of Bruce, and his doath in action der and respect—even a touch of awe. 

Centuries woro necessary to raise against the Moors. His illustrious " Aud still motoring*! ” I commented. 


Centuries wero necessary to raise against the Moors. His illustrious " Aud still motoring! " I commented. 
Manv Queen of Scots to her some- namesake is now conducting a "raid ” "She delights in motoring.” 
what insecure pinnacle of devotion ; by on our shores of a purely educational “Well," said the angry man, "you 
the alchemy of a machine centuries have and humanitarian nature, and our needn’t bo so conceited about it. You 
been shortened to days and nights in welcome, while it expresses the rare are not the only person with an aged 
the meteoric career of Miss Pickfohu. and momentous influence of the film, is mother. I have a mother too." 

Yet merit has joined fortune in high no mere gratitude for pleasure afforded; We switched round to this new 
cabal. Handicapped by a somewhat it is rather the recognition of a human contre of surprise. It was more in- 
unouphonious patronymic, Mary Pick- touch tending to make the whole Eng- credible that this man should have a 
ford has established her rule with- lish-speaking world kin. mother even than the Arohdcacon. No 

out recourse to any of the disputable The visit is not unattended by risks, one had ever suspected him of anything 
methods adopted by her predeoessor.' for the ardour of enthusiasm imposes a so extreme, for he had a long white 
At home in nil the " palaces ” of both corresponding strain on the endurance beard and hobbled with a stick, 
hemispheres, she owes her triumphs to of this august and inimitable pair. But " And how old may your mother 
the triple endowment of genius, loveli- there can be no doubt as to the absolute be? ” the Arohdeacon inquired, 
ness and gentleness. Moreover, in the sincerity and spontaneity of these mar- " My mother is ninety-two.” 
highest sense she is truly an arnbassa- villous demonstrations of loyal affee- " And is she well and hearty ? ” 
dress of onr race, for the kiss which she tion. We can only hope that, to borrow " My mother,” he replied, “is in rnde 
so graciously bestowed on Mile. Suz- the poble phrase of the Roman Senate health—or, .as you would say, .full of 
anne Lenglen Wimbledon on Wed- in their address to Nero on the death of beans.” 
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The Archdeacon mado a deprecatory 
inovemeut, repudiating the metaphor. 

“ She not only motors,” the layman 
pursued, “ but slic can walk. Can your 
mother walk ? ” 

“ I am sorry to say,” said the Arch¬ 
deacon, 11 that my mother has to he 
helped a good deal.” 

“Ha! ” said the layman. 

“But,” the Archdeacon continued, 
“ she has all her other faculties. Can 
your mother still read ? ” 

“ My mother is a most accomplished 
and assiduous knitter,” said the bearded 
man-. 

“ No dtfubt, no doubt," the Arch¬ 
deacon agreed ; "but my question was, 
Can she still read ? ” 

“With glasses—yes," said the - other. 

“ Ha! ” exclaimed tlio Archdeacon, 
“ I thought so. Now my dear mothor 
can still read the smallest print without 


Wo murmured our approval. 

“And more,” the Archdeacon went 
on, “she cau thread her own ireedle.” 

We approved again. 

“That’s all very well," said the other, 
“ but sight is not everything. Can your 
mother hear ? ” 


“ She can hoar all that 1 say to her,” 
replied the Archdeacon. 

“ Ah! but you probably raiso your 
voice, and sho is accustomed to it. 
Could she hear a stranger? Could she 
hear mo?" 

llouiembering the tone of somo of his 
after-lUnch conversations I suggested 
that perhaps it would bo well if on 
occasions she could not. He glowered 
down such frivolounuess and proceeded 
with his cross-examination. “ Are you 
trying to assure us that your mother is 
not in the loast hit deaf? ” 

“ Well," the Archdeacon conceded, 
“ I could not go so far as to sav that 
her hearing is still perfect." 

The layman smiled his satisfaction. 
“In other words," lie said, “sho uses 
a trumpet ? " 

The Archdeacon was silent. 

“ She uses a trumpet, Sir? Admit it.” 

“Now and I hen,” said the Arch¬ 
deacon, “-my dear mother has rocourso 
to that aid.” 

“ I know it!" exclaimed the other. 
“ My mothor cau hoar overy word. She 
goes to the theatre too. Now your 
mother would have to go to the cinema 
if she wished to be entertained.” 


“ My mother,” said the Archdeacon, 
“would not ho interested in the cine¬ 
ma" (he pronounced it ki-nonia); “ her 
mind is of a more sorious turn." 

“My mother is young onough to he 
interested in anything,” said the other. 

“ And there is not one of her thirty- 
eight grandchildren of whoso progress 
she is not kept closely informed.” 

He leaned hack with a gesture of i 
triumph. 

“llow mauy grandchildren did you 
say ? ” the Archdoaeou inquired. " 1 
didn’t quite catch.” 

“Thirty -eight," I he other man replied. 

Across the cleric's ascetic features a 
happy smile slowly and conqueringly 
spread. "My mother," ho said, “has 
fifty-two grandchildren. And now," he 
turned to me, “ which of us would you 
say has won this entert aining cont 1 st 

“1 should not like to decide," 1 said. 

“ F am—fortunately perhaps for your 
mothers—no Solomon. My verdict is 
that both of you arc wonderfully lucky 
men.” 12. N . L. 

A Knowing Old Bird. 

“(irey Afiiean l’arrol . . . every question 
full} answered; £10or offers."— Il’erMi/ 1‘apcr. 
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______ reason but to discover the sun," is the begetter of the third 

OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. group, “ Egypt and the Egyptians," the first letter of which 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) will not, I imagine, be reprinted and framed by the P. and 0. 

Wf, have had to wait four years for the conoluding Brilliant word-piotures of things seen, thumbnail sketches 
volumes of The Life of Benjamin Disraeli (Murray), but, of odd characters, clever reoords of remembered speech, 
as the engaged couple said of the tunnel, “ it was worth it,” intelligent comment from a well-defined point of view— 
for in the interval Mr. Buckle has been able to enrich those you will have expected, and will get. 

his work with a wealth of now material. This includes - 

Disraeli’s correspondence with Queen Victoria during Lady Dorothy Mills, who has already made some suo- 
his two Premierships, and the still more remarkable letters cess as a holder of the mirror up to & certain section of 
that he wrote to the two favoured sisters, Anne, Lady ultra-smart society, continues this benevolent work in her 
Chesterfield, and Selina, Lady Bradford, during the new novel, The Laughter of Fools (Duckworth). It is a 
',ast eight years of his lifo. To one or other of tltem he clever tale, almost horridly well told, about the war-time 
wrote almost every day, and from the sixteen hundred letters behaviour of the rottenest idle-rich element, in the disor- 
that have been preserved Mr. Buckle has selected with ganised and hectic London of 1917-18. Perhaps the obser- 
happy discretion a multitude of passages which throw a votion is superficial; but, just so far as it pretends to go, 
vivid light upon the political events of the time and upon Lady Dorothy's method does undoubtedly get home. Her 
Disraeli's own character. Whereas the first four volumes heroine, Louise, is a detestable little egoist, whose vanity 
of the biography might be likoned to a good sound Burgundy, and entire luck of moral render her an easy victim to tbo 
thanks to these lettors the last two sparkle and stimulate vampire crowd into which she drifts. Tim “sensation" 
like a vintage champagne. As we read them we seem to sdbnes, night club orgies, dope parties and the like will 


be present at the scenes 
described, to overhear 
the discussions at the 
Cabinet, to catch a 
glimpse of the actors en 
dishabille. Mr. Buckle 
says that “ Disraeli, 
from first to last, re¬ 
garded his life as a 
brightly tinted ro¬ 
mance, with himself as 
hero." In one of his 
letters to Lady Brad¬ 
ford he says, "I live 
for Power and the 
Affections." A poseur, 
no doubt, he was, but 
not a charlatan, llis 
industry was amazing 
and his insight almost 
uncanny. “I know not 
why Japan should not 
become the Sardinia of 
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Alexander (bored). “Life is very dull, my dear Rox. No more worlds 
to-” 

Roxana. “On, nonrenbe, Alec! There ’h ai.ways homktiiino to do. I 

WISH VOU ’D GO INTO T11E KITCHEN AND DISCHARGE THAT CAPPADOCIAN COOK. 
SlIE DRINKS.” 


probably bring the book 
a boom of curiosity; but 
there are not wanting 
signs, in the author’s 
easy unforced method, 
that with a larger theme 
she may one day write 
a considerably bigger 
book. The Laughter of 
Fools, one may say, 
ends tragically; Louise, 
aftor exhausting all 
her other activities, be¬ 
ing left about to join 
a nursing expedition 
to Northern Russia. 
Which, judging by pre¬ 
vious revelations of her 
general incompetence, 
is where the tragedy 
comes in—for the pro¬ 
spective pationts. A 
moral rather carefully 


the Mongolian East," ho writes in 1875. To the political unmoraliscd is how I should sum up an unpleasant but 
student these volumes will be almost as fruitful a field as shrewdly written tale. 

Burke; for myself, I have found them more fascinating « - 

than any novel. To The Diary of a U-Boat Commander (Hutchinson) 

' “ Etienne " adds an introduction and some explanatory 

It seems a great pity that Mr. Kipling’s Letters of Travel notes. In one of these notes wo are told that the Diary 
(Macmillan) contains nothing later than 1913. It would was left in a lockor when the Commander handed ovor his 
have been particularly interesting to see how far the events boat to the British. We are all at liberty to form any 
of the great tragedy might have modified or aggravated his opinion we like on the use made of this Diary and I am 
scorn against those who do not see oye to oye with him. not going to reveal mine. For, after all, it is the book 
In the pre-war Kipling, as we have him here, " Labour” itself—however produced—that matters, and even those of 
is always the enemy, “Democracy ” the hypocritical cant us who are getting a little shy of literature oonneoted with 
of cranks and slackers. What do they know of England the War will find something original and intriguing in this 
who only Kipling know? Well, they know one side of it, Diary. With what seems to mo unnecessary frankness the 
and a fine side. The first sheaf of letters—“ From Tidoway publisher refers to the Commander’s " incredible exploits 
to Tideway (1892) ’’—describes a tour through America and and adventures on the high seas.” For my own part my 
Canada, with a rattier too obvious bias against the habits powers of belief in regard to the War are almost unlimited, 
and institutions of the former, but with so elQquent a pro- and the only thing that really staggers me here is the men- 
sentation of the dream and fact of imperial pioneering ser- tality of the diarist. From the record of his purely private 
vice that it might draw even from a Little Englander, life, which is also exposed in these pageB, I gather that 
“ Almost thou persuadest me!” “Letters to the Family " he was as unfortunate in love as in war; but he seems to 
deals with the Canada of 1907, a very different entity from have loved with a whole-hearted passion that goes far to 
the Canada of to-day. after the later Imperial Conferences redeem him. I must add a word of praise for Mr. Fbank 
and five years’ trial of war, but none the less interesting to Mason’s illustrations, whioh contributed generously to my 
hear about. A, voyage in 1913, undertaken “ for no other entertainment. 
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AN OPEN LETTER TO FRANCE. 

Mr. Punch had kissed the lady’s hand and sho had smiled upon him very graciously, for they were old friends. ; 

"I have brought you a letter from myself,” lie said. 

"Shall I read it while you wait?” said Madame la France. 

“ Please, no. I never read my contributors' compositions in their presence. It is embarrassing to both sides. 
And I want you to fake your time over this one, and consider carefully whether it is suitable for publication in your 
Press. I have enclosed a stamped and addressed envelope, to bo utilized in the event of your deciding to return 
my communication with regrets. In any case I proposo to publish it in my own puper, The London Chttncari." 

[Here, bey ins lltc letter: — 

“Nearest and Dearest of Aleies,— You and I (I speak for my country, though I have not been asked 
to do so) have gone through so much togother that it would he an infinite pity if any misunderstanding were 
suffered to cloud our friendship for want of a little candour on my part. No Entente can retain its cordiality 
without mutual candour; and hitherto the reticence has been all on our side. 

"Not when your splendid courage and your noble sacrilices gave us a theme; then we were always frankly 
loud in our admiration ; but when we reflected upon what I may venture to call your faults and failings. Whatever 
we may have thought about thorn during all those terrible years, you will lind in our public statements no note of 
criticism and not a single word that did not breathe a true loyalty. You too wore generous in your praise of us 
when we won battles; and at the end, with your own Focti for witness, you wero quick to recognise what part 
we played in those great Autumn days that brought th^orowning victory. But it almost looks as if your memory 
of our brotherhood in arms were beginning to fail; as if we, who were then hailed as your ‘glorious Ally,’ wero 
about to resume our old namo—it has already been revived in some quarters—of 1 Pcrfide Albion.' 

“Ob, I know that the best of France is loyal to us; that her true chivalry understands. But what of 
yoUr public that is all ear for the so-called Echo de Paris, with its constant incitement to jealousy and suspicion 
of England ? What of your second-rate Press and its pin-pricking policy, connived at, if not actually encouraged, 
by your Government? 

“Of course I recognise that you never really liked the idea of all those British soldiers making themselves 
at'home in your oountry, though they did it as nicely as it could be done, and made hosts of friends in the 
process! I can believe that we should not have been too weU pleased at having a like number of French troops 
established between Dover and London. I don’t say we should have charged you rent for every yard of their 
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trenches or claimed heavy damages for any Injury they might have done to our roods in the course’ of. defending 
the Metropolis'from our common enemy. But wb certainly should not 'have been * depressed Vjien we . found that 
they needn’t stay any longer. Still I hope we should have registered 6ft the tablets of our hearts a permanent 
record indicating that we appreciated their friendliness in coming to our support. *' 

"But I am told that tho secret of the present attitude of our French ’critics 'is* c ,tbat they cannot forgive 
us for having used the soil of France in order to defend our own. Is this quite fair dr even decent? Let mo 
refresh their memory of the motive that brought us into this War. The true motive was not to be found 
in the duty imposed upon us by Germany’s breach of the Belgian Treaty, .though that. in itself furnished us 
with an unanswerable reason. The true motive was our desire to help you. We had nothing in those <| & y 8 to 
fear for ourselves. We knew that our .Fleet was strong enough to protect our own shores. We had not yet 
appreciated the submarine menace; we did not recognise whalr your loss of tho Channel ports might mean for us. 
We entered the War because we oould not look on and see you overwhelmed. 

“ You complain, again, that, in contrast to yourselves, we have got all we wanted out of the War. As a 
fact we wanted nothing; but let that pass. You point to tho destruction of the German Fleet as if it wore a 
private gain for us and us alone, and not the removal of a danger to the whole world. And what of the German 
urmies—now in process of reduction to a mere police force? Did you derive no advantage from the overthrow of a 
system which was always a greater monace to you than tho German Fleet ever was to us ? And, though we did 
not pretend to he a military nation, had we not some littlo share in that achievement? 

"And what of your revanche? How do the German Colonies, which we have freed and now hold in trust—how 
do these compare with your solid recovery of Alsace-Lorraine? No, you havo not come badly out of Armageddon. 

* “ Oh, you have suffered, that we know; you havo suffered even more than we, who at least were spared 
the ravaging of our lands. And never for a moment do we forgot this. But you too must not forget that whore 
the soil of France suffered most there thickest lie our English dead, who fought for England's freedom, yes, but 
for your freedom too. And it is wo who stand by you still, pledged to be once more at your side if tho same 
poril over come again; though America, for whom nothing was once too good, should fail you in your need. 

"There, I have said what I wantod to say; what your best frionds here have been thinking this many a 
day. For your host friends are not, as you might imagine, to be found in a certain section of our Press who 
for their own political or private euds are prepared to encourage all your suspicious if so they may injure the 
good nnmo of our statesmon wlm meet you in council for tho common cause. Your best friends are the men 
who deplore those suspicions; wno beg you, as I do bore, to got them swept away as being unworthy of a great 
nation and a great alliance. 

"For this end, Boliove me, doar Madame, to be at your service as always, 

“ IP'raClb/* 

Here ends the letter.] 

“ And now, doar lady,” said Mr. Punch, “ let me say that, if there is anything in this lottor which seems—but 
only on tho surface—to he inconsistent witli my profound devotion to your person, it is the first word of the 
kind that I have put on paper since our friendship began. All through the War and tho hardly loss trying times 
of Peace that have followed it I have not once swerved from my loyalty to you. Accept, I beg of you, the 
renewed assurance of my affection the most sincere, and, for token, this latest of a series in which you will find 
many proofs of tho love I boar you—my 

Due Pitnhrfh anir Dbhtrne.” 
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Pa n'mi dotc , B k i in aii r> 

Air-CraltmohK.471 

Another Reservation.Ill 

Blameless Accomplice (The) . .Ml 

Dai k llorso (A) . . 4'U 

Exit the Ministering Angel . .. :t7l 

Forgotten Cause (The).‘.Ml 

Croat Improviser (The).451 

His FilMti Patient . 4*-l 

Homage fiom the lirave. 3 >1 

Hope of tlie World (Tlin) . ‘271 

In a Cushy Cause.HU 

Interimtional Kurhythmies . .11 

Kindest Cut of All (The).1151 

Lew on Patriotism (A).tail 

Limit—mid Bevoinl (The) .. ..411 


Anderson, Miss K V. M. 

Tragedy of an Author’s Wife* ... 66 

Atkk\ Bertram 

Host of Things (The). 94 

Bird, a. \V. 

Bridge Notes.3C4 

Conspiracy. 376 

Domestic 'strategy. 130 

Poisson d ’Avril.*274 

Brahms, IVriss M. 

Egoist (The). ‘14 

Hiding Lesson (The). 7G 

Buethkrton, Cyril 

Charivaria .weekly 

Guinea-pigs . 98 

To Jessie . 198 

To iny llutter Ration. 70 

Brown, O. D. M. 

Our Invincible Navy. ‘24 

What of the Dumps •> . 218 

With the Auxiliary Patrol. 62 

Brown, Hilton 

Cutchory Cats . 4.’W 

Demobbed.258 

Home Thoughts from Hind .... Htt 

Labuntuv Auni. 286 

Bullktt, Gerald 

Exile (The). 06 

Burton, C. E. 

Flat to Let (A). 222 

Byleb, C. E. 

Analgesia. 4!M 

Tale of the Tuneful Tub (The).. 78 

To a Dentist. 400 

To the New Policeman. 440 

Carter, Dkbnond 
S pring Bong (A).260 

Oasson, C. B. 

Coward (The).. -. 144 

Indiarubber jlloku (The). 264 


Occasional Comrades . 261 

Reckoning (The). 351 

Restoring the Balance . 311 

Uetnrnot the ex-Champion (The) 171 

ltonge Gagne . 71 

Test of Sagacity (A) . 131 

Unpopular Revival (An) . .. 231 

Woman of Some Importance (A) 01 


Baven-Hill, L. 


Conscientious Burglar (The)... 103 

Converg'd Spiiit(A).INI 

1 lacliswolf (The).‘211 

Direct Reaction .4(>3 


Disturber of the Pence (A).32T4 

Downing Street Melodrama ( \) Kl 

Elusive Pest (The).1C3 

Even-hantlod Justice. ftl: 

Ev|K?rt (bunion . JGJ 

From Triumph to Triumph .... 313 

Heir Presumptive (The).31 

Hw Own Business .403 

liremovables (The) . 141 

Lovers’ Quarrels.301 

Midsummer Nightmare (A) — 4*3 

More Haste Less Meat . 441 

New Coalition (The). 123 

Paradise Lost Again ? 603 

Popular Reappearance (A). .. 63 

Reluctant Th muter iThe) ... . 383 


Articles. 


Much the Better Half .40H 

My Di'*l>ut in Punch . 4.) 

On Approval .441 

Peace with Honour. 288 

(,’asson, E. K. 

Anniversary (The). 186 

Cap that Fils (The).433 

Chandler, Miss B. W. 

Fancy Bird (A). 171 

(’lark, Dudley 

Small Farm (A).395 

Collins, Gilbert 
Q uestionable Alien (The). 13 

Conran, E. D. 

On the Western Front.208 

Coxon, Major A. M. 

Popular Cricket .610 

Crawford, Ij. J. 

Liar's Masterpiece (A) .382 

Ratos of Exchango.216 

CUNDY, C. W. 

All for Jane.344 

Another Dog Dispute . 464 

Chippo'H Scenario . 200 

Conllict of Emotions (A). 108 

Iutor-Horvice Match (An).228 

Limpet of War (A). 64 

Mardi Gras.. 126 

Newspaper Scoop (A). 8 

Smuggler (The). 45 

Snorting Golf. 84 

won on the Posts.181 

Dahmady, E. S. 

Burial of Dundee (The). 53 

Error of Judgment at Epsom .. 435 

Davm, R. K. 

Shakspooro the Troduoer . 68 

Drennan, Max 

Little Tales for Young Plumbers 86 

Our Ballybun Lottery. 42 

It iso and Fall of an Amateur 
Exam In nr (The) . 244 


K A STWOOD, C A l’T. 

King's Regulations, i>ara. 1600 .. 30*2 
Eckersley, A u rn 1 It 

Dram. Hue. 236 

Witchcraft. 108 

El. uk, Frank 

Author-Managers (The).366 

Shattered Romances .128 

Earjeon, Miss E. 

Two Nightmares. 106 

Fay, S. J. 

Authorship for All . 462,486 

Billiards. 46 

Bunch of Poets (A). 6 

Dora at the Play. 186 

Golden Geese . 75 

Great Mutton Campaign (The).. 218 

My Fire. 28 

ltingH from Saturn. 104 

Seaside Issues . 24S 

Suzanne s Banking Account-168 

Taking'of Timothy (The) .. .. 327 
Wolf and the Lamb (The) . ... 142 

Fox-Smith, Miss C. 

Figure-Heads .386 

Packet ltat iTho).266 

Pictures .110 

So Long . 41 

Tow-rope Girls iTIiv).360 

Witches . 156 

Words of Wisdom. 10 

Fylkman, Misa Bosk 

Fairy Ball (The) . :W0 

Devil in Devon (The).418 

Sometimes.476 

Visit (The).300 

Fybon, Cl. F. • 

Communism at Cambridge — 300 
GAUSTIN, CllOHBIE 

Cornish Cottage (A) . 466 

Cornish Lullaby <A) . 501) 

Fixes the Hare . 88 


St. Patrick’s Day Dream (A)-203 

Sounding the “ All Clear''. 11 

What's in a Name?.223 

Withdrawal from Moscow (The) 283 


Reynolds. Frank 

“ Positively Last ” Appcarancc(A) 3 


To'ansknd, F. H. 

Another Turkish Concession .. 23 

Envovs Extraordinary.423 

“Oliver* \sks' for More”. 263 

"Wanted" . 43 


George and the Cow-Dragon-164 

Insomniac (The) . 124 

Jumble Sale (The). 68 

Letter to the Back-Blocks (A) .. 16 

Mnddmg Crowd iTlic).305 

Maiden's Bower Rocks, Scilly . 486 

Painful Subject (A). 26 

Western Light-house*; . 456 

Gillman, Capt. W. II. 

More Championships . 77 

Goodiiart, Mrs*. If. 

Bird Calls. 317, 356, 396 

Graham, K. D. 0. 

Loquacious Instinct (The. ...... 448 

GRAVI’S. ('. L. 

Animal Helps . 15 

Books and Bucks . 78 

Bridging the Intelar> Gull.396 

Bubble and Squeak,.215 

Candour of Keynes (The). 33 

Easter in Wild Wales .278 

" First Hundred ” of Loeb iThu) 7 

Freud ami Jung . 19o 

From the Dance World .310 

From the Filin World .510 

Future, of Apslc> House (The).. 475 

’ How to Pa on v lielaiul. 458 

Magnanimous Mottoes. 418 

Methodic Madness.436 

Modern Moon-rukeis . 58 

Musicii l Amemties. 96 

Musical Notes.49ii 

New Courtiership (The). 514 

New Me of the Blest (A).154 

Paradise of Bards (The).478 

Reals and Dark Bluos. 246 

Revolt of the Kui*cr-Gcnrgians. 118 

Screen r. Stage . 256 

Storm in a Tea-Shop (A).129 

Tall Talk .322 


Wanderer in Norfolk (The).296 

M i/.ards : Klingsor and .vnotlier J66 
G UEKNLAN l), GKOlUlE 
Best Picture in the Academy_402 
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Guest, C. H. 

Tartar Princess (The) .406 

Herbert, A. P. 

About Bathrooms .244 

Art of Poetry (The!.426, 446, 482 

Boat-Race Again (The).208 

Dog's Life (A) .SOS 

Genius of Mr. Bradshaw (The).. 226 
Little Bits of London... .284, 304, 468 

Making of a Crisis (The).088 

Manual l’lay.366 

Tools of Trade.264 

Hkyeh, George 

Getting Fixed . 488 

Practice of tho Crews (The) .... 226 
Hodgkin son, T. 

Another Post-Oflico Hold-up-476 

Mig-Game Cura (The). 113 
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Safety Play.324 

Second Time of Asking (The) .. '210 

This for Remembrance.264 

To a Coming Champion.370 

To James (Mule) who has Played 

me False.166 

Tubo Cure (The). 6 

Holland, T. W. 

Day by Day m the World of 

Crime . ..119 

Holmes, Capt. \V. K. 

Peitbnal Element at a Motor 

Show (The).242 

Yeoman Trnustormcd (Tile).... 218 
Hooper, H. S. 

Hints on Advertising .338 

Jackson, Wilfrid 

Palace end the College (The) .. 37H 

Jagged, Arthur 

Connoisseur (The).338 

One Sportsman to Another . 406 

Jay, Thomas 

Charivaria .weekly 

Etiquette for Fives.266 

How to act in Emergencies _113 

Passing of the Litter (The). JO 

Jenkins, Eisnest 

Actress (The).258 

Another Crisis . 38 

By tho Stream.208 

Film Notes. 158 

Now Appeal (The) . 1*2-2 

J&NKKNS, MllS. 

La Monde ou l'on travaille.342 


Kidd, A. 

More Intensive Production .... 116 

Our Day of Unrest. SO 

Kilpatrick, Mrs. 

Elisabeth and her Young Man.. 848 
Elizabeth's Tip for the Derby .. 428 

My Sales Day. 30 

Party Tactics .268 

Knox, K. V. 

Amalgamated Society of Passen¬ 
gers (Tho) .134 

Rook of Adventure (The). 46 

Brain Wave (The) .466 

Capua .470 

Coalition of 1960 (The).189 

Dead Treo (The).160 

Der Tag Once More .366 

Domestic Problem (The). 22 

Fair Wear and Tear.292 

Fame. 178 

Hampstead.404 

Home-Sickness.386 

Labour and Art . 93 

Labour and the Ruesian Ballet 286 

National Coal .246 

New Modes for Mara. 486 

Note on Clioaterttolds (A) .604 

Note to Nature (A).237 

Possession .282 

Practical Zoology . 430 

Priscilla Dialogue (A) .466 

Raw Soul Stuff.494 

Sorrows of a Super-Profiteer.... 66 

Spring at Kow . 318 

Vanished Species (A).326 

Vermin Offensive(A).106 

When the Chestnut Flowers.... 346 
Langley, F. O. 

Cot and Rot. 146 

Last of the Watch Dogs (Tile).. 224 

Songs of the Home.14, 78,2ff7 

Letts, Miss W. M. 

Elfin Tulie (The).4S6 

Lewis, M. A. 

Genius at Play.365 

Incorrigible (The) . 158 

Presence of Mind. 295 

Lipscomb, W. P. 

Peter and Judy. 114 

Telephone Taetics.306 

Locker, W. A. 

Esseneu of Parliament.weekly 

Lucab, E. V. 

Battle of tho Mothers (The) .... 514 


Martin, N. B. 

Buy Election (A).195 

Great Divorce Question (The).. 416 
How to gain a Journalistic Posi¬ 
tion. 2 

My On* Admirer.278 

Mitchell, E. W. 

Golf Notes .188 

Morrison, A. C. L. 

Identification of Hobbs (Tho) .. 302 
Murray, John 

Auction in the Spacious Times 162 

Importunity .406 

Nonmas, Cecil 

Charivaris .weekly 

Ooilvie, W. II. 

Single Hound (A).134 

Palmer, Arnold 

High-brows, Ltd.355 

Payne, Mibb D. M. 

Jazzorwocky. 26 

Pigott, E. W. 

Saturdays . 75 

Richardson, B. J. 

Holiday Anticipations. 502 

Serene Batsman (The).422 

Bigby, Reginald 

Moo-Cow (Tho). 73 

On tho Eating of Asparagus-502 

Perfect Scullery (Tile).416 

What-Not (The) . 17 

SALVIDGE, STANLEY 

Latest Party (Tho).235 

Sf.aman, Owen 

At the Play... .18,38,116,136,156,276, 
316, 498 

Benefits of Peace (The). 42 

Clothes and tho Poet.142 

Fashions for Men . 22 

Healing Waters of Spa(Tlio) .. 342 

Junker Interlude (A).222 

Liberal Broach (The),.382 

May-Week . 462 

Men and Things of JHB'Moment 182 

Nature and Art— .mP*. 2 

•' New " World (The).202 

Odyeseus at the Derby. 422 

Of certain Bmtuses who missed 

their Mark. 82 

On tho Italian Riviera.302 

Open Lettor to France (Am_517 

Paisley to tho Rescue of the 
Coalition.162 


Selfless Party (A).1 

Bummer-time . S 

Sweet Influences of Trade (The) 

Thoughts on the Budget. . 

To a Bricklayer in Repose.I 

To America.1 

"University Intelligence". 4 

Virtue that begins away from 

Home (The) . 4 

Wisdom np todate-12th Edition 4 
Si E VEXING, G. E. 

Story with a Point (A) .1 

Solomon, CL G. 

"Small Ads.”.1 

Stanhope, E. V. 

Vers Iris llbre . i 

Stuart, Mibb D. M. 

For Remembrance. - 

Sussex Gods .■ 

Symnb, J. M. 

Water-Babies . ] 

Talbot, A. J. 

Dead Boa Fruit.] 

Now Wells ior Old. 

Perce Mnrgatroyd, Bricklayer.. 
Trying Day in Mediaeval Times.. 

Word-Bu iluurs (Tlio). ! 

Talbot, Mibb Ethel 
Why tbo Sparrow lives in tlio 

Town. 

Taylor, P. 

Country Night Pioce (A).: 

Thorp, Joseph 
At the Play ... .116,130.156,176,2 
276, 3 91,308, ■ 
Wheelwright, J. E. 

Our “Dumb " Pets Bureau.' 

White, E. P. 

Aural Tuition .( 

Connoisseur's Appreciation (A) - 

Essentials of Golf (The) . ■ 

Life. 

Labour-Saving. ) 

Persistence of the Military. 

Winter Sport in the Lower Alps 1 
Woodward, Marcus 
Meeting the Countess . 

Wynduam-Brown, W. F. 

Dedications .. 

Yonoe, Rev. G. V. 

Hound Foxes.. 


Pictures and Sketches. 


Armour, (i. I). . .14, 39, 59, 79, 95, 117, 138, 
159, 179, 199, 219, 238, 279, 315, 375, 399, 
445, 478, 494 

B.vumer, Lewis ..7, 30, 50, 70, 87, 110, 150, 
167, 197, 230, 267, 330, 447, 490 

Bennett, Fred.468, 481 

Bird, W.8, 28, 48, 76, 88, 108, 128, 148, 
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